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France 
The. lightsome touch that made life seem 
As if a holiday or dream 
" With song ~ncl dance; 
~.he b~ulevards and fashions gay, 

he windows of the Rue de la Paix 
The Champs Elysees' golden way-' 

That was not France. 

ghateau, cathedral, legends told 
f bygone glory, armor old, 

And rusted lance· 
Ri!1gs, cavaliers, and iadies fair, 

ith manners grand and debonair 
Jewels, and lace, and powdered hair

That was not France. 

~he mo~d that set a final seal 
0 nothing-changing with the wheel 

, Of circumstance; 
1 he coup d'etat so quickly made, 
The sans-culottes, the red parade, 
The murders of the bardcade-

That was not France. 

But when the great world-peril came 
There rose a mighty soul of flame ' 

As from a trance· 
It f · · ' aced the monster whose foul blow 
Would all life's noblest things o'erthrow, 
And stayed him with a thunderous 

"No"-
And that was France. 

~en hope was faltering, and distress 
Seized honest hearts lest righteousness 

Have scarce a chance 
We heard a voice cry "Ail is well! 
l'm d · b ' . ymg, ut no tongue shall tell 
I flinched before the hordes of hell!" 

And that was France. 

:hen Moloch f_cll at last, whose breath 
ad swept WJth suffering and with 

death 
The land's expanse, 

A. _figure stood, face toward tho goal, 
'With bleeding heart, but honor whole 
Sublime in aim and self-control- ' 

And that was France. 
Samuel Valentine Cole 
In "The New York Times." 

Number 218 
(Awarded one of the second prizes in the 
Wheaton Record Short Story Contest.) 

It was a clear spring night with a sug
gestion of winter still lingering on the 
air. Above, the moon flooded the stately 
capitol and sent its cold, clear light down 
the broad expanse of Pennsyl\'ania Ave
nue. Washington is beautiful at all 
times, but by the light of the spring 
moon it is entrancing. Standing at a 
li ing-room window of his bachelor 
apartments, Prescott looked out over the 
city and then, with a quick, re'tless 
movem nt, he pulled down the shade and 
went back before the flickering tire. 

"Hang it nil," he exclaimed, as he 
stretched out in his hug-c leather arm
chair and picked up a red leather copy of 
Omar, "the Chief said to wait up until 
he telephoned. There is sure to be some
ing doing-and I just got nicely cttled 
down after that Japanese affair. Heigho ! 
Why didn't Daniels lock those navy plans 
in the Admiralty safe instead of deliver
ing them to Markham? If the Chief is 
right, and an attempt to steal them is 
made, there'll be the dickens to pay!" 
Prescott looked an. iously at the flicker
ing logs, and flipped O\'er the pages of 
llis book. "The Wilhelmstrasse crowd are 
clever and-" 

Two sharp rings of a private telephone 
cut short his reverie. Prescott jumped 
up and seized the receiver. Hie voice was 
clear and curt, "Prescott speaking." 

"Can you get the midnight for New 
York?" came the Chief's \"Oice, without 
any preliminary greetings. 

"Yes," replied Prescott eagerly, alert 
for action. 

"Very good. Your section is engaged. 
Get your tickets and orders from Jam
ison, who will call for you in five min
utes. Good luck, my boy." The sharp 
click on the other end of the line was to 
Prescott what the report of the starter's 
pistol is to the racer. The race was in
deed on in full earnest, and its course, 
of life or death, was far from certain. 
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Prescott squared his shoulders an,l 
threw up his head. His whole being was 
permeated with a desire to be off. He 
rang- his bell and presently Tobey, his 
vak·t, cook, and self-appoinLed guardian, 
appc· red in the doorway, shaking his 
head dubiously. 

"Now, massah, ah doan't nowise 'prove 
of these hcah actions, sub." 

"My bag, Tobey, I'm off! · Gone on a 
hunting trip to Canada, if anyone asks, 
and mind, you don't know bow long I'm 
to be gone." 

Old Tobey, still shaking his head, dis
appeared and returned presently with 
Prescott's overcoat, hat, and bag. "Ah 
doan't 'prove of youah goin' off in de 
middle ob der night," said he, as he hold 
up Prescott's overcoat. 

"Did you pack a revolver?" 
"Yass, suh, ah always keeps one in dis 

bag." 
"Bring me another and some cart

ridges, Tobey. Chief's voice sounded as 
if I'd need a walking arsenal." He 
picked up his volume of Omar and 
tucked it in his breast pocket, absent
mindedly. 

Three minutes later, a taxi drew up 
before the door and Prescott, with a word 
of farewell to Tobey, picked up his bag 
and dashed downstairs. Tobey, watch
ing from the window, saw him jump in
to the waiting taxi and drive away. It 
was always thus, Prescott was here to
day and away tomorrow. Friends met 
him in New York one week, and in Seat
tle the next. He seemed possessed with 
the spirit of wanderlust, for he seldom 
stayed long in any one place. Tobey 
pulled down the shade and returned to 
his duties. 

Meanwhile Prescott was being driven 
rapidly down the deserted, moonlit 
streets to the Union Station, while Jam
ison was relating briefly the story of the 
theft. "The plans were stolen while 
everyone was in the ball-room. Perfectly 
simple, you know, since Markham's li
brary is in a wing away from the ball
room. Van Bruen was there and we 
suspect him. He's clever, for, if he had 
the plans, he passed them on. Being an 
ambassador nothing can be done. How
ever, his private secretary, Starling, will 
be on your train-got his section yest€r· 

day. Keep your eye on him. The Chief 
thinks that he has the plans." 

The taxi was slowing down before the 
station. The street was practically de
serted. Jamison thrust two envelopes 
into Prescott's hand saying, "Herc arc 
your tickets and in the blue envelope are 
the Chief's orders. Good luck, old fel
low I Wish I were going with you! Good
bye." Prescott jumped out and disap
peared. 

"Thank goodness!" he exclaimed, af
ter he saw Starling disappear in the sec
tion directly opposite his own. "The 
train has started and Starling can't get 
off until we r ach New York." Prescott 
had no intention of sleeping, and, after 
taking every precaution to avoid detec
tion, he opened the blue envelope and 
with the aid of his code book-Omar
read the Chief's instructions. Surprise, 
annoyance, despair, flashed across his 
face. The orders wore a blow struck 
against his professional vanity. 

Decoded the orders read-"N cw de
velopment necessitates your acting in 
co-operation with 218, one of our best 
New York workers. It has been reported 
that Van Bruen engaged n room in tho 
Waldorf for Julian Howard-that will be 
Starling. If possible, let Starling act 
freely, and find out who his associates 
are." 

Prescott gave vent to his annoyance in 
a long drawn out whistle. "And pray,'' 
he demanded sarcastically of the four 
walls about him, "who is 218 and why 
must I have an assistant in this affair? 
This case bids fair to be the tamest I 
have ever undertaken!" 

All journeys, however tcdioue, come to 
an end and Prescott gave n sigh of re
lief, the next morning, when the train 
came to a stop in the Penn~ylvania station, 
It was an easy matter to keep near the 
short, thick-set figure of the secretary, 
as he leisurely moved towards the gates. 
His long, sharp face, with its Van Dyke 
beard and quick, piercing, cold eyes held 
an expression of tolerant pity for the 
swarming hundreds about him. He was 
quite unconscious of the tall, well-built 
young man, with a frank, open counten
ance, and jolly blue eyes, who followed 
him. 
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Starling took a taxi, Prescott .followed. 
In a fow minutes Starling registered at 
the Waldorf as Julian Howard and went 
Up to his previously engaged room. Pres
cott wns fortunate enough to secure a 
room ncross the hall from him. Out
wardly, he was a casual traveller, but 
inwardly he was a rather disgusted 
!oung detective. The Chief had prom
iserl him on exciting case and this was 
the most cut and dried of all his experi
ences. Nevertheless, Prescott was too 
thorough a detective to neglect anything, 
so he wrote a note to the manager and 
settled down to wait for Starling to act. 

Presently there came a timid knock at 
the door. Prescott, fumbling for his re
volver, carefully opened it. He didn't 
know exactly what to expect and he 
felt rather sheepish when he discovered 
only a bell boy with a card. "Miss 
Virginia Haynes." Prescott wondered 
Who in thunder she was, and what she 
Wanted of him. Perhaps it was a ruse 
to throw him off Starling's tl·ack. He 
turnNI the card over, gave a start, and, 
t~1rninl\' to the perplexed bell boy with a 
~1p, said, "1'ell the lady I will meet her 
1n tho Palm Room immPdiately." After 
the door shut behind the boy, Prescott in
dulged in a heart-felt and dis~usted. 
"Well, I'll be damned!" and forthwith 
departed to meet this unknown lady, 
Whose calling card bor •, on the back, the 
8lllall figures 218. 

As Prescott entered the Palm room, he 
gave one look at the girl knitting in the 
corner, its only occupant, and was about 
to beat a hasty retreat, when she rose 
and asked in a well modulated voice, 
"Mr. Prescott?" 

Prescott had a stadling impression of 
large brown eyes and an attractive face. 
"Why, she's only a girl," he thought in 
amazement. He recovered his poise and 
answered, "Miss Haynes?" 

"I am very glad to meet you, Mr. 
Prescott," sho said, simply, holding out 
a small shapely hand. "I have heard a 
ITT'eat deal about your successful cases 
from our New York manager and, I con
fess, I am very much taken aback by my 
latest orders. I have been able to help 
the govornmPnt a little and I certainly 
appreciate the honor of working under 
you." 

Prescott blushed and stammered like a 
school boy. "Indeed, Miss Haynes, the 
honor is all mine. The Chief considers 
you one of his best workers and I am 
sure that it will be a pleasure to work 
with you." 

By tacit agreement, they retired to a 
more secluded corner to discuss the case. 
Virginia Haynes talked rapidly, in low 
tones and Prescott, with a look of grow
ing d~light in his eyes, paid strict _atten
tion to her words and nodded his ap
proval. Mentally, he was in chaos . To 
think that this girl, for he computed her 
age to be about twenty-one or two, who 
obviously moved in New York's most ex
clusive set was a member of the Secret 
Service! The few women of his ac
quaintance were elderly. He had always 
considered girls and debut.antes as a 
frivolous, empty-headed class to . wh.om. 
one must be polite, no matter how oormg 
they might be. Here was one girl, un
conscious of her attractiveness, with 11. 

mind as keen as n man's, who sat before 
him outlining one of the cleverest ruses 
he had ever known. 

As he listened, his look of ama:,,e
ment turned to a grin of delight, and 
when she finished speaking, he exclaimed, 
"Miss HnynE>s, I confess I was d~sap
pointed in this case. I thought Starling's 
anest and the recapture of those plans 
was to be n very dry affair. Your plan 
is fault!cs~, and I a~rre with it in c>very 
particular. I shall do mr bE>~t to act my 
part!" He held out his hand ancl hers 
came forward to meet it in a friendly 
clasp. "I shall call for you at seven
thirty, then?" he asked as they rose and 
moYed toward the door. 

He went back to his room with a grin 
or anticipation on his facE'. But he had 
been gone for thirty minutes, o he must 
make sure that Starling had not disap
peared. He tried h_is key. in Starlinfs 
lock. It did not turn 1t, but 1t brought t e 
desired result. The door flung open and 
Starling stood in the doorway. 

"I beg your pardon, I mistook your 
room for mine." Prescott bowed, turned, 
and fitting the key to his own lock, 
opened his door, and entered his room. 
"Still with me," he reflected as he shut 

the door. 
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"Where have I seen that fellow be
fore?'' queried Starling, as he locked 
his door. "Can it be that he-of course 
not! I've a bad case of nerves! Van 
Bruen will have thrown th se American 
fools off my track. After Holtz inspects 
these plans tonight-with the aid of that 
code expert which the Haynes girl prom
ised to bring-these plans leave Am
erica!" His sharp face lighted up 
with pride. "I, Victor Starling, will have 
done this and I shall receive my reward. 
'Count von' Starling! Ah, it sounds sweet 
to my ears and surely it will win her and 
the Haynes millions for my own!" 

The day passed slowly. Starling re
mained locked in his room, having his 
meals sent up. Prescott did likewise, al
though he was far from bored. He read 
over two copies of telegrams which the 
management sent up to him. They were 
both signed "Julian Howard," one ac
cepting an invitation to dinner for the 
evening, the other reserving a state-room 
on a boat sailing at ten the same evening 
for Mexico. 

Starling would have been greatly 
alarmed could he have heard a conversa
tion which Prescott held by telephone, 
with the New York manager of the Se
cret Service. Prescott asked for a Ser
vice taxi cab and ordered eight men to 
guard the Holtz mansion on Riverside 
Drive, and sent orders to the steamship 
line to hold Julian Howard under arrest 
until they received further orders. 

At quarter of eight that evening two 
taxis, from the ever moving stream of 
automobiles, set out for the Holtz home. 
Jn one, rode Starling with the stolen 
navy plans and his bag. In the other, 
oblivious of the danger they were facing, 
rode Prescott and Virginia Haynes. In 
her soft rose evening cloak and silver 
furs, Virginia looked even more beautiful 
than in her street suit. Prescott mar
velled at the cool way in which she 
laughed and joked and felt a pang of 
misgiving at allowing her to continue on 
the ruse they had decided upon. 

"Miss Haynes, I-I think perhaps it 
would be better if you-I, that is, let the 
man take you back home," stammered 
Prescott. "I had no business to consent 
to have you accompany me! Please go 
back." 

"And let you face those people alone?" 
she cried, in astonishment. 

"It would be nothing," replied Pres
cott earnestly. "You have done your 
part. Without your assistance, I would 
have been in a most difficult position. As 
it is, you have secured an invitation to 
this <linner for me. 1 nm a stranger. 
Why shouldn't I finish this alone?" 

"It is very generous of you to wish me 
to let you finish unaided," said Virginia, 
slowly. "You see, I know the plan of 
the Holtz home and could help you es
cape quickly. Then, too, they would be 
suspicious if I did not come, for they 
believe I am one of them. So I can't 
back out at this late hour-and I would 
not if I could," she finished rebelliously. 

Prescott had no chance to remonstrate 
further, for they reached their destina
tion. As they mounted the steps to
g ther, he asked in a low voice, "Are you 
armed?" 

"Yes, indeed," she replied gaily, as the 
door opened, and they passed into the 
dark hall. The dim lights shone faintly 
on tho dark wainscotting, the heavy 
Oriental hangings and rugs. It was a 
beautiful hall, but an uncanny atmos
phere hung over the place. Some strange, 
stifling Oriental perfume hung on tho 
air. 

The next hour seemed unreal to Pres
cott. Like one in a dream he was intro
duced to his host and hostess and to sev
eral men and women. His voice seemed 
to him to come out of space. A queer 
sense of the unreality of it all was dis
pelled only when his fingers touched the 
cold steel of the revolver in his pocket. 
To the company, however, Prescott ap
peared as a rather dull young man, tho 
escort of Miss Haynes. Starling recog
nized him as the man who had mistaken 
his room and they chatted pleasantly 
across the table about it. 

"All geniuses are more or less absent
min<led," said Holtz, meaningly. 

"Oh, yes," chimed in Mrs. Holtz, "Miss 
Haynes has told us about your talents. 
Perhaps later on you will demonstrate 
your abilities." 

Virginia leaned towards her host, "I 
am sure that before we leave, you will 
have discovered your guest's ability." 
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Some one changed the subject and the 
dinner progressed slowly towards coffee 
and cigars. The ladies withdrew and 
Prescott, watching Virginia, saw her nod 
to him and linger in the hall a moment 
behind the rest. Then Prescott saw the 
hall light go out. 

Four men remained about the table. 
Besides Prescott and Starling there was 
a man called Holtz whose characteristics 
and slight accent, as well as his name, 
betrayed his nationality. The fourth 
man was tall, dark, and forbidding. He 
spoke little during the evening, and from 
the marked respect which was paid him 
by the rest of the company, Prescott 
judged that he was a person of import
ance. He had a habit of raising his hand 
to his lips as if he had worn a mustache. 
Prescott was sure that he had seen this 
man, or his pictur , before, but the 
namc-Essing-did not sound correct. 
Glancing quickly across at him, unob
served, Prescott suddenly reali:r.ed that 
Essing, as h was called, was one of the 
chiefs of the Danish Secret Service and 
known to be in league with the Wilhelm
strasse. 

The butler cleared away the silver and 
passed around cigars and liqueurs, then 
retired. A hush fell over the four men 
and Holtz, drawing out an envelope said, 
"To be absolutely frank, Mr. Prescott, I 
had another reason for inviting you here 
than merely to enjoy your excellent com
pany. The truth is one of my friends 
and I made a foolish bet and, as a result, 
I have come to you for aid. My friend 
has gone oIT on a cruise and left me, as 
an address, the contents of this letter. In 
order to fulfill my part of the bet, I 
must write to him. It sounds easy, but 
it isn't, for, plague take him, the address 
is in some infernal code. Miss Haynes 
told me that you were the ablest amateur 
at codes in this part of the country, so 
I come to you .for assistance." 

Prescott r ached over leisurely and 
took tho envelope from Holtz. "Miss 
Raynes has over-rated my abilities, I 
feel sure. However, I will do my best." 
Prescott was conscious of the close scrut
iny of the three men. "Could it be pos
sible," he wondered, "that they thought 
he believed that absurd tale?" 

"By George," exclaimed Starling de
lightedly, "the joke will be all on James. 
I'd give a lot to see his face when he 
gets your letter, Holtz!" 

Essing smiled slowly. "Mr. Prescott 
has not yet discovered the key of his 
code," he said sarcastically. 

Prescott's mind had been working like 
lightning. He realized that this was the 
time to act. He had the plans-for he 
had opened the envelope and looked at 
them long enough to know that they were 
genuine. Virginia had extinguished the 
hall lights and doubtless tho way to the 
front door was clear. He leaned back in 
his chair, laid his right hand casually on 
the plans and let his left hand drop slow
ly to his side. His back was to the door. 
With lightning rapidity, he drew his re
volv r. 

"Not so quick, Mr. Prescott," said Es
sing, coldly, holding an ugly looking rc
volv r aimed directly at Prescott's heart. 
"You arc clever, but not quite clever 
enough. Put down your revolver, please, 
and start to work decoding those plans," 
Essing's voice was as steely as his gun, 
"-for I can promise you, you shall not 
leave this room alive until you have ful
filled our purpose." 

Prescott slowly laid his revolver on the 
table, looked in amazement at the three 
men, and rose. "Count von Essing is 
temporarily in command. However, you 
gentlemen have walked headlong into 
the trap which I have 1irepared for you. 
This house is surrounded by my men and 
I have only to call- " 

"You will not call," interrupted Es
sing, arrogantly. "My re oh·cr is pro
vided with a Maxim silencer and you will 
be dead before your aid could arrive." 

"Kindly begin your work," stated 
Starling. "My time is valuable and I 
must leave in a few minutes." 

"Good heavens," thought Prescott, 
"what can I do?" 

His unspoken question was answered 
in a most dramatic fashion. Virginia's 
voice spoke sharply and suddenly, "Drop 
that gun, Essing I" 

Prescott saw Essing pale and slowly 
lower his gun to the table-cloth and then, 
like a flash, he recovered his own. 
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"Now, Holtz, your hands up-move to 
the left! Kindly keep him covered, Mr. 
Prescott, I can attend to the others. 
St-al'ling, stop back and you, Essing, step 
to the right." Virginia's voice was Iii c 
the keen edge of a steel sword. The men 
boyed her slowly. "Now, Mr. Prescott, 

ii you arc ready, the taxi is waiting." 
Prescott pocketed the plans and backed 

slowly to the cloor. He caught a glirnpse 
of Virginia, her head high, her brown 
eyes snapping, with two spots of car
mine on her checks, and in each hand, 
she held business-like revolvers. Prescott 
drew a breath of admiration. 

Suddenly Holtz pushed the bell behind 
him, and simultaneously tho throe men 
rushed forward. With a rapid move
ment, Prescott snapped out the light, 
and, grasping Virginia by tho arm, 
swung her behind him and backed rapid
ly down the hall. Everything was 
clothed in darkness and, but for Vir
ginia's guiding hand, ho would have 
stumbled over the unseen furniture. Like 
lightning, they reached tho front door. 
Then came the soft ping! ping! of bullets 
from Essing's revolver. They struck the 
wood work and shattered one of the 
liI:"hts of glass. 
"Quick! The door is fas toned! Can you 
turn the hancllo ?" gas pod Virginia. 

Prescott gave tho handle a jerk, the 
door opened and Prescott pushed Vir
ginia out. As ho did so, tho hall lights 
went on and ho saw Essing, a smoking 
revolver in his hand, followed by Holtz 
and Starling, nearly on him. He slammed 
tho heavy wooden door shut, but as he 
did so he felt a soaring pain in his right 
shoulder, as one of the bullets struck 
him. Blindly, he hurried Virginia into 
the waiting taxi and, as it started, he 
put a silver whiRtle in his mouth and 
blew n long shrill blast. Looking back, 
he saw a company o[ Secret Service men 
forcing an entrance to tho Holtz home, 
and then-he fainted. 

Virginia felt the weight of his body as 
the taxi lurched around a corner and 
cried, "Mr. Prescott!" 

There was no answer. She seized the 

speaking- tube and ordered the driver to 
stop under a light. "They have killed 
hirn," she cried, sobbing, "they havo 
kille<l him!" 

The taxi stopped and by tho light from 
the street lamp, Virginia saw him lying 
on tho scat in u h ap. Gently she and 
the driver raised him to a sitting posi
tion und while she supported him, the 
driver looked for the wound. 

"It's a flesh wound in the shoulder, 
Miss Haynes," ho said, at last. "It's 
bleeding, but I don't think it is serious. 
I'll drive directly to the hospital, ma'am, 
and they'll fix him in no time." 

Tho morning papers bore flaming head
lines, "Society Girl and D toctivo Recover 
Stolon Naval Plans." The accounts of 
the recovery of the papers were more or 
less fictitious. Virginia r fused to dis
cuss the mutter, and Prescott, lying on 
the white cot of the hospital, merely 
smiled in answer to the questions of the 
reporters and declined to have his pic
ture taken. The Secret Service m n had 
captured Holtz, Starling, ant! von Es
Aing, together with the servants, and 
they were in jail awaiting trial. 

Like all sensational events the affair 
soon was forgotten by all except those 
most intimately concerned. Virginia 
felt it her duty to visit Prescott in tho 
hospital, and when Pre~cott was able to 
be up and around, what was more nat
ural than for him to return her calls'/ 
A danger sha-red always draws tho par
ticipants close together and the Chie[ 
in Washington, after waiting for three 
weeks for Prescott's return, sent Pres
cott tho following telegram. 

"Congratulations, my boy. Take an
other three weeks and have a honey
moon. I'll toll Tobey to prepare for your 
home coming, if you wish mo to. Give 
my best wishes for happiness to Miss 
Haynes." 

Presoctt laughed as he read this mes
sage. Then he summoned a taxi and 
hurried to call on Virginia and show her 
the telegram. After all, they could not 
disappoint the Chief. 

Irene Beers, 1922. 
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At Candy Forks 
Had Candy Forks been a prominent 

city, or even a large town, it is probable 
that it would have been the most punned
on place in the United Stat.es, would 
have classed, perhaps, with the object of 
that famous question, "What will Dela
ware?" But since Candy Forks was a 
hamlet, scarcely more than a cross
roads in the south-western corner of 
Nebraska, and since its few inhabitants 
were neither of a speculative nor of an 
inventive disposition, the name has been 
lost to posterity. The erstwhile Candy 
~ork has long since been incorporated 
lnto the large and prosperous, but pro
saic city of Smithfield. 

At the time or which we speak, which 
is more years ago than most of us care to, 
or are even able to remember, there was 
a little mining town, duly founded and 
named for its founders, who chanced to 
b.i two brothers oddly called Candy. 
About six miles cast of this pince was 
a cross-roads, where the road leading 
from Candy to Rainbow's End, crossed, 
almost at right angles, the more import
ant road from the then insignificant 
town of Smithfield, to Paris, Nebraska. 
This latter road was the moro frequent
ed, for it was the broad highway which 
l~d through wide rolling fields, and low 
hills to the next state, and finally reach
ed New York itself. 

One day a stranger, passing along this 
road, stopped at the forks for much
needed food, refreshment, and shelter, 
and could find none. He was not an 
impecunious stranger, nor an unenter
prising one, so he turned his mind and 
his pocketbook, in due time, to the need 
which harl thus been brought home to 
him. After a while, in this formerly 
barren spot, there arose three cottages, 
one store, and a small inn for the rest 
and refre hment of traveJl rs. The little 
hamlet thus formed took its name from 
the n arest town, Candy, and was known 
thereafter to all in the vicinage as Can
dy Forks. 

The little inn, which was the home of 
many transient, and a few permanent 
guests, was the center of all the life 
and interest in the town-around it 
seethed nil the gossip for miles, and in 
its annals was written the life history 
of many an unsuspecting guest. No 

mean factor in this little community was 
James Arliss, otherwise known as Jim
my. It was he who welcomed the strang
er within the gates, he who determined 
.the attitude of the inn personnel toward 
each guest. Upon Jimmy devolved the 
task of ordering the inn provisions, of 
all but cooking the meals. And it was 
he who sped the parting guest. 

James Arliss, however, was not the 
proprietor of the Candy Forks Inn; far 
from being so, he was, in the estima
tion of Mr. Small, the owner, a most in
significant mployec and menial. Mr. 
Small was fat, lazy, and moderately suc
cessful, consequently, he avoided even 
the appearance of working. After Jim
my's installation as bell-boy, the inn· 
keeper found it possible to indulge his 
desire for case to an increasing-ly pleas
ant degree. Slowly, then, Jimmy Arlisa 
assumed more and more responsibility, 
until now, at nineteen, he practically 
managed the whole cstablishmont (which 
to be sure, was not so great) on little 
more than a bell-boy's pay. 

But to do justice to Jimmy's persp ic
acity he did not intend that matters 
should remain thus for ever. He looked 
forward to a near future, a Small-less 
futur , a thriving inn business of his 
own, and a pretty plump little wife. Not 
just n wife, understand, but a black
haired, ro y-cheeked wife, whose dark 
curls were ever alluringly evident, but 
ever neatly in place, whose slim shoul
ders and dimpled chin could express 
equally well scorn for a mediocre world , 
and affection for one Jimmy Arliss. He 
thought lovingly, in fact., of a wife who 
lived just beyond the bend in the Candy 
road, in a white house with gables, and 
a screened-in sleeping porch. 

Some few weeks before the time when 
my story opens, Kitty, with her arm 
around the neck of the brindled Jersey, 
whirh she was leading home, had paused 
by the pasture bars, and shyly promised 
Jimmy to marry him. Sh had been 
very beautiful that night, with the soft 
sunset glow on her dark curls, but she 
had likewise been very firm. They 
must not marry for a long time, she had 
decreed, and Jimmy had been reluctant
ly forced to agree with her. He had not 
enough money to marry on, so they must 
wait until he had earned, or, a concession 
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on Kitty's part, until he was in a posi
tion to cam enough to support her com
fortably. (Of course she said until she 
could be a help and not a burden to him, 
but he was determined to wait until he 
could give her a few of the luxuries to 
which neither of them had been accus
tomed in their childhood). 

It was of all this that he was think
ing, one morning, as he stood on the inn 
i.•orch, and gazed, a little moodily, across 
the damp, cool fields, with an occasional 
inquiring glance down the road for a 
chance traveller. It was not in his na
t11re to be moody for long, however, and 
soon a quick smile lighted his homely 
freckled face, at the sight of a robin on 
the edge of the lawn vainly trying to fly 
a1'ay with a twig twice her size. Again 
and again she made her brave efforts, 
but was finally obliged to depart in 
search of smaller building material. 

So absorbed was the young fellow in 
watching her progress that he failed to 
note the approach of a bent, weary man 
from the direction of Rainbow's End. It 
\\as an old, and worn, yet curiously erect 
figure which he finally descried coming 
up the long path, and he eyed it in sur
prise. The old man's clothing was neith
er shabby nor well-kept; it presented 
simply an unpressed appearance. Jim
my 's air was non-committal, and his de
cision was reserved until a later date. 
He had had only too much experience 
with masquerading beggars, and unsuc
ce::1sful prospectors, for Mr. Small let it 
be very definitely known that the inn 
was not a charitable institution. And 
how could Jimmy guess, as he waited 
for the old man to reach the steps, that 
this was the figure of Fate? 

The man approached slowly, eying 
the boy with fully as much interest as 
the latter displayed toward him. He 
presented a rather pathetic appearance, 
looking, to an imaginative eye, quite 
small and friendless on that broad path. 

"Good morning," said Jimmy, after 
his quick appraisement, which wae not 
particularly favorable. 

The stranger acknowledged the greet~ 
ing with a tired little nod, and asked 
abruptly, "Do you receive permanent 
guests at this inn?" 

"Sometimes," replied the 'boy, cau
tionsly. 

"Well, I want a room in which I can 
remain for the rest of my life." The 
stranger's tone was a little defiant as he 
added, after a moment. "And it won't 
be for long." 

Jimmy met this unusual request with 
a look of astonished doubt, not unmixed 
with suspicion, but he quickly recovered 
himself, and responded briskly. 

"Certainly, sir. Comer room on tho 
second floor. Rates, ten dollars a week." 
The stranger followed him to the desig
nated room, and, giving his name a-S An
gus MacAllister, proceeded to establish 
himself at the little inn. 

In the days that followed, the strange 
guest became the object of much inter
est and speculation, not to say gossip. 
The stories which circulated about him 
had many variations, making him any
thing from a successful prospector, who 
was retiring on his income, to a "dook" 
who had fled from justice in his own 
land. But they all agreed on one point 
-he was tremendously rich. 

The inn's attitude toward him varied 
from doubt to suspicion, and then to tol
eration, and finally to genuine liking. 
Even Jimmy, forced by reason of his po
sition to be circumspect in his bearing 
toward the guests, confessed to a liking 
for Mr. MacAllistcr. As for the latter, 
there was no doubt about his feeling
he was the young fellow's constant com
panion at all hours of the day. He said 
very little, and that little was never 
about his own affairs. He would sit for 
hours watching the boy about his work, 
then suddenly, without warning, he 
would ask some pertinent question, us
ually about one of his fellow guests, and 
would persist in his inquiry, until the 
answer was full enough to satisfy him. 
Sometimes the questions would be about 
Jimmy, himself, and, although the lat
ter always thought of him as a silent 
man, he learned more of the facts and 
dreams of the young fellow's li!e than 
Jimmy ever suspected. Some of them 
were unknown even to Kitty. He learn
ed of Jimmy's lonely boyhood; of his 
father's early death, leaving him only 
vast tracts of waste land, which the eld
er Arliss had been swindled into buying; 
of the struggle for an education and 
honest employment. 
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As Jimmy began to like the new guest, 
Kitty, perversely, began to dislike him. 

"I don't care, Jimmy," she would pro
test, when he laughed at her for her 
fancy, "there is something funny about 
the man. It isn't natural for a person 
to go off like this from everyone he 
knows, and not say a word about his 
own affairs, but go continually prying 
into everyone else's. He does, too," she 
continued, as he seemed about to pro
test. "Didn't you just say, yourself, that 
he asked you where that land of yours 
was, and what you got a week, and
and-everything?" she finished triumph
antly. 

He laughed teasingly. "And what do 
you suppose he is going to do with all 
that valuable information'?" he asked. 

"Why, he might murder you some 
night, or jump your claim, or some
thing," she suggested vaguely. Kitty 
was rather offended by his answering 
roar of laughter. 

"My dear girl," he protested, "if that 
land were worth the trouble necessary to 
jump the claim, I should have been a 
rich man long ago. Goodness knows 
there is enough of it," he added ruefully. 

One afternoon the boy sat on the step 
of the porch, during a rare hour of leis
ure. For the moment his features were 
relaxed, his usual expression of joyous 
life had disappeared, and the hopeless 
longing which showed for an instant did 
not escape the keen, kindly eyes of his 
elderly friend. With his customary 
abruptness, he penetrated to the heart 
of the matter. 

"Are you going to marry Kitty?" he 
asked. Jimmy jumped. He had forgot
ten the presence of the old man. Con
scious of what t he latter must have seen, 
and unwilling to discuss so sore a matter 
with even so staunch an admirer, he an
swered, rather shortly, 

"I hope so." 
"When?" 
There was a pause, then the boy re

plied, "As eoon as I can make enough 
Dloney." 

"Kitty is a fine girl," commented the 
old man, and fell silent. 

Mr. MacA!lister looked after him 
thoughtfully. "Money," he whispered to 
himself, in a wondering tone. "All he 
needs for such happiness is money. 

W 11," he added with a sigh, "I won't live 
much longer now." 

Strangely enough, it was to Kitty that 
he first chose to mention his money. He 
met her by chance one morning as he 
strolled through the woods, and beckon
ed to her. She came with some reluct
ance. 

"Kitty," he began, "you and Jimmy 
won't have to wait much longer now." 
The girl, fiercely resenting this intru
sion into her affairs, did not answer, and 
he continued. 

"I'm not going to live much longer," 
he went on quietly, "and you and the 
boy will get my tin box." 

Kitty fl.ushed and bit her lip. "Jimmy 
would miss you," she admitted grudging
ly, "and you should not talk like that, 
when you arc so well and strong." Then 
suddenly, she flashed out, "We do not 
want your money! I should rather re
main unmarried all my life than to take 
-." She broke off abruptly, and ran 
away, tremendously ashamed of nerself. 
Mr. MacAllister looked after her, but 
there was no resentment in his ye, only 
speculation. 

In tears she relat d the incident to 
Jimmy later. "Jimmy," she sobbed, 
"promise me that you won't take any of 
his horrid money. I couldn't bear it. He 
may have stolen it or something." And 
she would not be appeased until he had 
promised. 

The weeks slipped by and no mention 
was made of the old man's money, un
less one counts a new rumor to the effect 
that all the money was in a tin box 
which he kept chained to his bed at 
night. But there was nothing to sub
stantiate this. Jimmy had started sev
eral times to draw Mr. MacAllister into 
conversation about mining, hoping for 
some information with which to defend 
his new friend to Kitty, at least in re
gard to his honesty. But his effort 
gained him nothing more than a general 
statement to the effect that the best way 
to make money was to inherit it. On be
ing told this, Kitty shrugged her should
ers in disdain. 

One morning, after the arrival of the 
mail, the even tenor of the life at Candy 
Forks was broken with a crash, and the 
break was heralded by a wild, triumph
ant whoop from Jimmy Arliss, and in 

II 
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the face of all precedent, clutching a 
letter, he sped hotfoot over the fields to 
Kitty, leaving all tasks at the inn un
done. It was nothing unheard-of in the 
west, this thing that bad happened to 
him. It was simply that the vast tracts 
of non-irrigable land, which his father 
had been swindled into buying, were to 
be made the pathway of a branch rail
way, erected by tho A. L. & E. But it 
meant to Jimmy the fulfillment of bis 
dreams, an inn of his own-and Kitty. 
There was general rejoicing at Candy 
Forks, for the two young people were 
great favorites. 

The next day, however, Jimmy's heart 
was saddened, and for a time he even 
forgot his good fortune. For Mr. Mac
Allister had completed his stay at the 
inn; the death for which he had been 
waiting had overtaken him. And the 
contents of the tin box he had left to 
Jimmy and Kitty. 

That evening, on receipt of a telegram 
from his lawy rs, the president of the 
A. L. & E. told his wife the news-that 
his older brother had died in some ob
scure western town. 

"It is odd," he said, sadly. "Angus 
was old and pretty feeble-past all use
fulness, we thought, and yet I owe him 
a great deal for a big favor he did me 
just a fortnight ago. It is a debt which 
I shall now never be able to repay." 

"What was that?" inquired his wife, 
not without emotion. 

"You know that land, for the owner 
of which I have been hunting for years? 
The land I built the last branch over? 
Well, it seems that Angus was living at 
the hotel or inn, where the young owner 
lives, and since he liked the boy, any
way, and wanted to help him out, he 
gave me his name and the location of 
his land, and asked me if it could be 
possibly used for the new branch. And 
it turned out to be the very 1and l want
ed. I have been trying to dig up that 
boy for at least two years!" 

"If Angus wanted to help the young 
fellow, why didn't he just give him the 
money, or at least wil1 it to him?" in
quired his wife curiously. 

"I am not quite sure. I think the boy 
had some auspicion of the way in which 

Angus made his money. He did not tell 
me much about it, however. And, be
sides, there would be sure to be a row 
in the family if the MacAllister for
tune, or a part of it, went to outside 
folks." 

Jimmy and Kitty knew nothing of this 
conversation, and they were ~rave and 
not a little disturbed, as they discussed 
the tin box. Kitty was determined that 
they should not accept a cent of the old 
man's money, especially now that they 
did not need it. Jimmy felt that he 
owed something to the friendship and 
kindly thought of the ccentric guest. 
They were still undecided when the box 
was given into their keeping. It was 
carefully fastened with a chain and pad
lock, even as it had been rumored. Final
ly i.t was opened and the boy and girl 
gazed long and earnestly within. Kitty 
looked at Jimmy and he looked at her. 
Then, with a sob of relief and remorse, 
she threw herself into his arms. Jimmy, 
holding her tightly, eyed rather sheep
ishly the tin box, the subject of so 
much argument. 

In tho box there lay a paper addressed 
to the two lovers, and on it were the 
words, "I bequeath to Kitty and Jimmy 
that which has lasted me all my life-
unfailing hope." Beneath this paper lay 
Angus MacAllister's inheritance-a 
thick bunch of notes issued by the Con
federate States of America. 

Grace Freese, 1922. 

Simonides and Wordsworth 
Whenever we think of Wordsworth, 

our minds inevitably turn to the great 
romantic period which was ushered in 
by the Lyrical Ballads in 1798. We 
think of that burst of color and sound, 
that turning to the simple themes deal
ing with man and with God, that break
ing away from the bondage of conven
tionality. The previous period was one 
of so-called classicism, but in reality, it 
was only the shadow of the real classic 
age. It emphasized beautiful form and 
expression, but it lacked the strong and 
uplifting spirit of ancient literature and 
dealt with the artificiality of the draw
ing room instead. For the real classic 
was a combination of exquisite form and 
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equally exquisite thought. If we turn 
to many of the ancient lyrists, we find 
there gems of literature which make us 
~col that there is indeed a perfect blend
ing of the romantic spirit and classic 
form. Such a writer as this is Simoni
des of Ceos. 

Let us glance for a moment in a 
general way at the subject matter of 
Simonides which is somewhat similar to 
that of Wordsworth. Wordsworth's 
poetry deals chiefly with nature and its 
inspiration to man, whereas that of Si
monides does not, and yet we can readily 
see that the latter had a keen apprecia
tion of the world about him, for we find 
many exquisite bits of nature in his 
poems, although there is no detailed 
study of it. Wordsworth writes on the 
French Revolution as does Simonides on 
the Persian Wars, paying tribute to the 
great dead who have offered up their 
lives valiantly to preserve the peace and 
freedom of those they loved. They both 
wrote on their ideal character, a strong, 
upright, brave, courageous figure who 
is willing to lay down his life, if need be 
for the right. Wordsworth's poem 
"Michael" and the "Happy Warrior" 
both show this character, which is also 
found in Simonides' epitaphs, although 
no real picture of him is drawn. Both 
have very simple subjects which appeal 
to the hearts of the people in their hu
man interest. 

The style of the poets has many points 
of similarity. Both have a calm unex
citable passion, not fiery and vivid like 
that of Burns, but one which is classic 
in its composur . Wordsworth said that 
poetry should be "passion remembered 
in tranquility," and we might also say 
that Simonides held this same view. Yet 
no one could say that either of these 
poets was lacking in depth and energy. 
They express that temperance in verse 
which gives greater dignity of treat
ment. We find a spontaneity and fresh
ness and inspiration which makes their 
poems living and vital. Where can wo 
find two more matchless and inspiring 
lines than those of Simonides summing 
up the Spartan character of loyalty and 
devotion? 

"Go, tell the Spartan, thou that passest 
by, 

That here obedient to their laws we lie." 

Walter Miller says that Simonidcs has 
crowded a "bookful of meaning into two 
faultless lines." This is a special gift 
which Simonides has to n great extent. 
In a brief sentence or two he could say 
perfectly what others might spend pages 
in trying to express and then fall short 
of perfection. We find this also in 
W 01·dsworth: 

"My heart leaps up when I behold 
A rainbow in the sky 
So was it when my life began 

o is it now I am a man 
So be it when I shall grow old 

Or let me die." 

What volumes this expresses! What 
spontaneity, what inspiration we have, 
and all in half a dozen lines. In these 
verses we find that neither Simonides 
nor Wordsworth believed in ornateness 
or decoration. They have little imagery, 
little ornament, their adjectives are few, 
but what a world of meaning they hold, 
and what eloquence they show. 

In the epigram, dirge, and elegaic vers 
Simonides is without a peer in the his
tory of literature. The Persian Wars 
called forth all the loftiness and no
bility of his nature and inspired him to 
a glorification of the d ad which has a 
universal appeal especially appropriate 
in the present day. Of the dead heroes 
he says: 

"Glory immortal they left, a bequest to 
the land of their fathers-

Fame for the land they loved, death's 
sable shroud for themselves, 

Still though dead are they not dead, for 
here their virtues abiding 

Bring them from Hades again, gives 
them a glorious life." 

Wordsworth also in "The Prelude" 
pays a tribute to the sacrifice of the 
French Revolution in much the same 
spirit as Simonides. 

Another point that these two men have 
in common is their human quality. 
Wordsworth is one of the most univers
ally beloved poets in the present day as 
no doubt Simonides was in previous 
times. They deal with what touches the 
human heart, with what elevates the hu
man spirit. They have sounded the 
depths of anguish and suffering, they 
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know the frailities of mankind and the 
depths to which it may sink. They of
fer healing and consolation in their sym
pathy with all. Simonides shows us 
that he not only can appreciate the cour
age and sacrifice of the heroes of Ther
mopylae, who leave behind home and 
kindred to offer all upon the altnr of their 
country, but that he also recognizes the 
fear and anguish of a mother's heart. 
He shows us "hearts that mourn" and 
are comforted by the healing power of 
tears sent in answer to prayers from 
Zeus. "Danae's Lament" is an exquis
ite and delicate poem of an indescribable 
pathos. The young mother adrift upon 
the waves, fearing for her own safety, 
and yet mo1·e for that of her calmly 
!!Jeeping child, is a picture which must 
touch every heart. In a similar way 
Wordsworth shows us mankind alone 
amid the dreadful powers of nature. Lit
tle Lucy Gray lost in the storm, never to 
be found, arouses in us this same feeling 
of pity. In "Danae's Lament" the con
trast of the terror-stricken mother and 
the tranquil baby is a wonderfully effec
tive picture which we feel to be fittingly 
closed by that touching prayer to Zeus. 
The noble and lofty words of the mother 
are a self-evident tribute to Simonides' 
power. 

"And while she lay within the carven 
chest, 

Rocked by the soughing winds and 
troubled waves, 

Fear crept into her not untcar-stained 
checks, 

And clasping Perseus closelier round 
she spake: 

"'0 child, what woes are mine! Yet thou 
sleep'st sound. 

In infant heedlessness thou slumbcrest 
Within the bronze-nailed chest, 

While lampless night and darkness 
swathe thee round, 

Nor though the washing brine bedew 
thy hair, 

Takest thou care, 

"'Nor though the wind lift up its voice 
aloud-

Face to my face, wrapped in thy purple 
shroud, 

Nor fearful unto thee the name of Fear! 
Else wouldst thou to my words lend 

readier car. 

"'Yet sleep, my babe, I bid thee sleep, 
my child, 

And sleep, ye waters wild; 
Sleep, mine insatiate woe! 

And grant, 0 father Zeus, some respifo 
come 

Out of thy mercy; nay, too bold I know 
This boon I ask, past justice to bestow; 
I pray thee, pardon me, my lips are 

dumb.'" 

Before leaving these two great men 
let us glance at their philosophy or their 
views on life and death. Crrtics disagree 
on Simonides' views. If we were to take 
for instance, one poem, "Time is Fleet
ing" as a sample, we should say that his 
was a pessimistic theory of life. Wo 
fl nd such views as : 

"To one dread gulf all things in common 
tend 

There loftiest virtues, amplest riches 
end.'' 

"Long arc we dying-Few years and 
evil there arc ours on earth-Hopes are 
vain-Mid mol'tal beings naught for 
ever stay" and the like. Youth is "vain" 
and "deluded" and is living a pleasant 
dream which presently fades from sight. 
But we cannot fairly say that this is Si
monidcs' real idea of existence here or 
hereafter. This might have been only 
a temporary period through which Si
monides was passing and which was 
quickly over, for we find the noblest and 
loftiest thoughts throughout his work. 
He believed that man never died, for his 
immortality was gained through the vir
tue which he left behind him on earth. 
"Still though dead, are they not dead," 
for they left behind them a glow which 
made their names resound through many 
generations and helped on the world in 
its struggle for perfection. 

"Of those who at Thermopylae were 
slain 

Glorious their doom and beautiful their 
lot. 

Their tomb an altar; men from tears re
frain 

To honor them and praise, but mourn 
them not. 

Such sepulchre and dread decay 
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Nor all-destroying time shall waste; 
this right have they 

Within their gl'a e the home-bred glory 
Of Greece wus laid; this witness gives 

Leonidas the Spartan, In whoso story, 
A wreath of famous virtue ever lies." 

. Wordsworth's idea of immortality, be
ing a sort of vision which we have from 
infancy and which app ars to us in 
transcendent moments until we go to 
the Divine Presence, is perhaps more 
satisfying to us than that of Simonides, 
in that Wordsworth goes further. But 
in Wordsworth we find ::ilso that same 
idea of our immortality being the effect 
of virtue which we leave behind. From 
the time of Simonides up to the present 
we have this view brought out strongly 
in poetry, and oven in prose, for George 
Eliot, in her prose as woll as her poeti
cal wol'lcs upholds this same view of im
mortality. It is a beautiful and illum
inating thought, one which stimulate:; 
man to his best effort. Wordsworth says 
to Toussaint words which bear much of 
tho same import : 

"Thou has left behind 
Powers that will work for thee; air, 

earth and skies, 
There's riot a breathing of tho common 

wind 
That will forg t thee; thou hast great 

allies; 
'rhy friends arc exultations, agonies, 
And lovo and man's unconquerable 

mind." 

These two men give us their ideas of 
present life as well as that which comes 
later. Wordsworth thought that perfec
tion could be reached only through na
ture. He thought the path to virtue 
easy if man l::iid aside the artificialities 
of convention and sought God as seen 
in nature. There he would get. the mor
al lessons which tho great moral teacher 
alone could point out to him. He pic
tures for us two different characters 
who have been brought up by nature and 
who possess all the beautiful qualities 
which the human soul can possess. These 
are Lucy, the sweet wild child, and Mich
ael, the strong and rugged man. Simon
ides paints virtue as coy and hard to 
win, that is, she must be sought after 

and struggled for. He docs not show 
man as perI ct. He says, "To be pcr
f ctly good is a hard matter, only God 
may be perfect, and man is good only as 
God dwells in him." And yet he does not 
condemn man for his fr::ii!ities. He knew 
human beings were weak and he be
lie ed in tho inevitability of fate, and 
yet we see the goodness and justice of 
the Divine Being, that Father to whom 
anguished Danae prayed. In the "Ode 
to Scopas" Simonidcs says that man 
cannot be flawless yet should not be 
blamed. It is foolish to seek for what 
cannot ho found therefore why seek for 
perfection in imperfect man? He em
phasizes his love for all men who have 
any particle of good in them, and ac
cepts this goodness, laying the evil aside. 

"Meanwhile ::ill those I love and praise, 
who do no wrong by will malign." 

In this brief sun ey we find that Si
rnonidei; and Wordsworth have much in 
common. Their subject matter is simi
lat· as is their style, their treatment of 
material, and to some extent their phil
o.,;ophy. They both have a music, a mel
ody, and a certain charm which hold 
the reader. And yet it is above all the 
spirit of their vorsc which we notice, the 
hum:m qualiti s which endear them to 
the heart, and the noble and uplifting 
ideas which elevate mankind and give 
him food for thought. These men were 
for distant in centuries, Simonides com
ing- hundreds of years before and 
Wordsworth hundreds of years after 
Christ, and yet we feel their fellowship. 

Thus we find thnt time makes no dif
ference in life or in great men, and that 
the human race will always call for that 
which is hcst in li.tcraturc. 

Dorothy Clark, 1920. 

The Negro as Seen by the Negro 
T~ o centuries ago Mr. Du Bois' 

great grandmother was one of many 
thousands stolen from African shores 
and sold as slaves in the United States. 
She brought with her her tril.Jal melo
dics and the habits and memories of a 
contented prirnitive life. 

People today arc conscious of a soul 
of the black man through his songs; it 
is the song alone that has convinced men 
that he is a man, something more than 

ill 
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c wttcl. The cgro in appeara11ce may 
be uncouth, colloquial, and amusing in 
language, but in his heart he is human. 
The world listens to his songs and sing
in1~-stil'red, if only half convinced. In 
comparison with other countries aside 
from hor natural beauty, America has 
gi\·en little of real grace to the world. 
She has expressed her spirit, less in 
beauty than in a splendid \ igor and in
genuity. Negro folk-songs stand as sole 
American music and as a most beauti
ful l!xpression of human experience. Al
though they are neglected, ha] r despised, 
and misunderstood, they are a gift from 
thl! Negro to the nation. 

The Negrc,, like all pl"imitivc folk, 
Rtands near to nature. His Rlavc song 
iJ hi:J message to the world, a music of a 
despl!rate people, sorrowfully telling of 
trouble and exile, of strife, of longing, 
and suffering, and cherishing the hope oC 
death. His is a soul-hunger, a .:avage 
rest!essnl!ss in confinement. In all his 
mu,-,ic there is an undercurrent of hope 
for the criterion of men judgi11g men 
by soul, not color, an ultimate justice 
of thing., a change from despair to con
fid,•ncc. 

In the past there is the record of a 
mi~hty Negro in Ethiopia and Egypt. In 
.'.merica the Negro gave his labor in 
breaking up the wilderness. He has in
f, critcd, what'! 

The life of the slave was tempered 
frequently with fidelity and happines , 
!mt he was classed with the ox, and upon 
the women was stamped the stain of bas
tardy. The South believed free Negro 
labor impos ·ible without restrictions of 
a slavery under another name; it re
garded Negro suffrage as n crime, and 
prevented it whenever possible, binding 
the cgroes to their birthplaces through 
fear. Negro suffrage came in at tho 
end of the Civil War, but it instituted a 
feud between the black and the white 
race. 

The white man proves his ignorance 
i!! greater than his prejudice in the as
sumption that n backward race of people 
today arc of proven inefficiency not 
worth saving. It is the "arrogance of 
irreverent peoples toward time and ig
norant deeds of men. Why has civiliza
tion flourished in Burope and died in Af
rica?" Throur:h slavery the black man 

suliel'c I the :mm of all villaini s. Ili · 
bu1H.lai;c is tlie cause of all sorrow, the 
~he 1 uot oi all prejudice. 

Ilis i 0 tho innate love of harmony and 
beaut ; a desire for a soul freedo 1, 

u'"do1n of life and limb, to work, think, 
101 c, and cherish uspiraLions toward n 
h11n1an brothel'huod. He know~ that Ne
gro blood hus a message fot· the world; 
he wishes to make it possible to be both 
a :',l"c1•ro and an American without hav
ing opportunity begrudged him, without 
b~in~ cun·ed. To the pickaninny boy 
llw sky is as blue, the grass as green as 
t0 the white lad. His triumph is as 
•rent in beating his play-fellows, eitlwr 

while or black in lessons or sports. The 
Hh ite boy longs no more intensely for 
succ,·ss in boy-triumphs and future 
worlds to conquer, but the world to the 
Y.·hitc hoy is his for the asking, to the 
black, a door slalllmcd in his race. He 
l1•arns either to nourish hatred in life 
or taste]e3s11ess for living, a cruel bit
lerncs:; and despair. Ile singH: 

"Derc's no ruin to wet you 
Dere's no sun to burn you 
Oh, push along, believer, 
I want to P,o home." 

What despair is more intense in white 
or bluck than that longing for a truer 
world, death? 

The Emancipation Proclamation seem
ed to intensify difficulties. The Negro is 
not free. In the Gulf States he may not 
lcuvc his birthplace. A black farmer is 
a peon bound in an economic slavery. 
Among the cultured he represents only 
the servile class, his rights and privi
leges are restricled. He is on a different 
basis in court from his white brother, 
and the white brother wonders at Ne
gro lawlessness and crime. 

During the Civil War and following 
the period, the army had of necessity to 
contPnrl with great hordes of fur,itive 
men, women, and children slaves. Tht• 
food, clothing, and housing problem was 
<'n.rmon~. The army authorities and 
the United States Treasury were organ
ized to combat. The final rPsult was a 
Fr cmen's Bureau. The work of the 
bureau was a national system of Nef." .. () 
schools, supervised employment, employ
ment bnreau!;, impartial protection in 
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court, su1 ing-s Lianl s, building as3ocia
tions, nn<l uocial settlements. This was 
the iaeal. To the present day ,conomist 
:t is th<' ideal. The re.mlt, not of Nci•ro 
Ol"if~in, n,ir of Nt•gt·o blame wa~ the fol
lowing: 

1. The hurcau set in motion n system 
or free I; bor, c~tal,lishc,1 the bcginnini.• 
,, Nc~·ro p,•nsantry, secured recognition 
for blacks in the com·ts, and foundC'<l 
frc schools throughout the South. 

The :'outhcrn white burned the 
r,,•hools, in"'n tecl the Negro and bloo<l
shccl rPsttllrd. In Southern courts the 
Nq•ro had no chance. The Freeclmen'fl 
.Lul'cau system for Nc1•r:o trial was of 
110!,1<, conception and poor xccution-at 
the expense o( the N<'gro. 

2. 'l'hc burc u 1~m·c him lane! which 
wa,; contraband of wnr and then the 
N ('l'."l'O was told by government officials 
thaL his fort· ttcres and onl' mu]~ wt re 
not his. • 

3. Where labor and wages were his, 
tlw Tcgro was taught thrift by a 
Frl!eclman's Bank, under control of the 
r~overnmcnt and under supervi ion of tho 
bureau. Tho majority of Negroes were 
cager and willing to work. The bureau 
advised, aided in contracts, guaranteed 
his wages, tho Negro put his every pen
ny in the bank trustingly. The bank 
failed through dangerous if not actually 
di. honest investments and speculation. 
'I'hc Negro's savings vanished and with 
them the faith of the black for saving, 
for thrift, and for men. Today the na
tion sneers at tho thriftlcssness of the 
Nrgro and secs blame nowhere but in 
him. 

True this is the result of poor local 
agents of the bureau, but the Negro suf
fer d, the Negro cannot in self-protec
tion blame, and he receives no redress. 

Prtitic,11s to our government received 
but half-hearted attention, produced 
half-hearted attention, produced half
hearted provision, and more often were 
vctoc>rl as "unsatisfactory." 

'l'he slave w~ corned frecclom, only to 
be repulsed by old mmiters. Ile then 
ilerl to those who had freed him. In the 
North, the ex-slave was leagued with the 
government, and the cm·pet-bar:gers, 
against all the white South, whelher 
vagabond, rascal, murderer, P,"cntle
man, or martyr. ThP feeling of 

the white ex-master for his 3lavc 
was one of hatred. His life was 
aging, broken. Ilis wealth, sons, 
and mean;; of production were gone. No
where could there be any establishment 
of g-oou will between ex-master and ex
sin, c. There , rcrc no methods to en
courage self-reliance. Promise of land 
was withdrawn. What power and in
dependence the ex-slaves received they 
were too untrained and ignorant to use. 

The Negro acknowledges there w re 
ty1:ants and itllcrs among the freedmen, 
that there were those who regarded free
dom as perpetual rest, but he longed in 
his heart for recognition, to be sure of 
honest ,mployment, sure of pay. 

provision for "book lcal·ning" seems 
his only pathway out, books and teach
ers, to teach him self support, super
vision of labor, and justice in court. He 
can learn, though it be a slow procl!SS. 
We have proof in the record of lives 
such as Booker T. Washington who 
stood "as the . . . recognized spokesman 
of his ten million fellows, as one of the 
most notable figures" of the nation, hav
ing been made free, but the victim of 
poverty, homeless, landless, tool-less. 
one of a "poor race in a land of dollars.'' 

Dorothy 0. Graves, 1922. 

Letter to a French Friend Upon 
My Voyage 

There is, my dear Yvonne, the letter 
you expect anxiously. At a glance you 
have seen by the post-stamp that it has 
co111e from America and surely you have 
torn the envelope, perhaps the Jetter, in 
~our precipitation. To make you calm, 
I will let you know at once that I am in 
excellent health, in one of the most 
beautiful countries of the world. 

Now, if you ,viii be calm and still clur
ing a few minutes, I will kl! you my 
impressions of the greatest voyage I 
have ever mad . You know how I love 
the sea, my dear little blue Meditcrran
em1 Sra, its smal l waves and its sandy 
shores. Th is friend of my childhood, 
which played with me and gave to me 
its wonderful toys, will be always my 
joy. But, now, it is not alone in my 
heart. How could one see without ad
min tion and enthusiasm the majestic 
ocean rolling ita green-blue surf? Lying 
on the deck <luring the sunny da?s, I 
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gazed at the white foam scattering its 
sparkles against the hull of the ship, 
and like Byron : 

"I felt what I can ne'er express, yet 
cannot all conceal." 
I repeated the verses which I read with 
you; do you remember? 

"Roll on, thou deep and dark blue 
ocean-roll!" 
And, when 

"Convulsed, boundless, endless and 
sublime, it went forth, dread, fathom
less, alone." 
I listened in rapture to 

"The music of its war." 
Now, far from it, I say again: 
"I love thee, ocean t and my joy of 
youthful sports was on thy breast to be 
borue." 

his feeling before the watery plain, 
on the greatest boat which looks like a 
fly on it, is the deepest I had over had. 
It L·, at the same time, a sensation of 
immensity and of smallness, of eternity 
and brevity. 

But I see you, my little friend. You 
b gin to wrinkle your pretty face; you 
thlnk "Will she speak once about the 
United States?" Yes, my dear, J shall 
write to you many pages about this won
derful country, the country of the 
dreams of so many restless boys and 
joyful girls. . 

The arrival in New York harbor 1s 
simply a wonderful scene. You cannot 
imagine a more beautiful and attractive 
landscape. I saw it in half darkness, 
when thousands of lights began to twin
Ide in the big city, sparkling with the 
brightness of the stars in the dark-blue 
sky. The last view which remains in 
my memory is the great silhouette of 
the "Statue of Liberty" raised to the 
clouds, shedding on the deep water its 
calm and eternal light. 

L. Lowiae Pascal, l 023. 

Editorials 
A year ago we celebrated Christmas 

with hearts full of rejoicing that the 
~eat war cloud which had enveloped 
the world for four years was lifted. 
Common sympathy and sacrifice had 
knit many hearts together, and we had 
learned deep lessons in co-operation, sac
rifice, and brotherhood. A year has 
passed. Technically we are still at war. 

Great industrial problems lace us for 
which there seem no satislacto1·y solu
tions. We, in America, have hardly 
felt the significance of the great strug
gle; we have slipped back so easily into 
the old selfish life. But let us not for
get the tl'uths we learned at great cost, 
but turn our strength into better com
munity life and world citizenship. 

Every now and then throughout the 
year our field of interests is broadened 
by some new vision. Recently a leclure 
was given by Mrs. Kenneth Brown 
(Demetra Vaka), who spoke to us about 
modern Greece and its achievements. 
Those of us who spend so much time in 
studying tho classics think o[ Gr •ece 
in terms of its ancient power. We must 
realize that now Greece is a modern 
country just as is any other European 
country, and is taking its part in the 
present political upheaval. Mrs. Brown's 
books are certainly an illumination of 
the conditions of the native country of 
their author. It behooves us to continue 
our study by reading this new litera
ture and adding to our fund of knowl
edge, since we have been so ndmirably 
Hlarted on the road. 

It has long been a custom at Wheat
on for the students to call upon the 
members of the faculty on Sunday even
ings. In a small college we arc on more 
intimate terms with the faculty than 
is possible in larg r institutions. Other 
colleges have spoken of the friendly re
lationships between the Wheaton girls 
and their instructors, which has been 
gained in part by our Sunday evening 
calls. The custom this year has been 
falling off, probably due to the fact that 
tho new girls do not realize that tho 
faculty wi h to see the girls any Sun
day evening after vespers. 

Three cheers for neat and attract
ive signs on the bulletin board! We all 
appreciate the work which lay behind 
them. 

Those four extra days which have 
been added to our scheduled Christmas 
vacation! What a host of things we can 
crowd into th ml All the mystification 
and bustle of getting ready for Christ-
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mas will bo ours again. And who minds 
staying in June a few days later to make 
up the lost time, Ior Wheaton holds her 
greatest charms at that time or the 
Year? 

e Vv_e all admit that Wheaton is situat-
d m a low-lying, flat country, and 

those of us who are accustomed to the 
mountains can never get quite accli
mated, but Norton revels in sunsets at 
least. A short brisk walk towards dusk 
up the _Mansfield road brings you to the 
reserv?ir, where the crimson flush of 
the winter sky is reflected in the light 
shades on the dark water. The bare, 
shadowy trees stand out against this 
background, changed to gold as if by 
the golden touch of Midas. It does you 
good to drink in at the close of day the 
beauty of such a gorgeous sight. 

November 
November 
November 

Ian. 

College Noles 
Calendar 

1-Hallowe'en Party. 
2-Presidcnt Cole. 
4-Mr. Donald B. MacMil-

"My Five Years with the Polar 
Eskimos." 

November 6-Y. W. C. A. 
Cabinet. 
Cercle Francnis. 

November 9-Rev. Frederick Palmer, 
D. D., Cambridge. 

November 11-Rev. Abraham M. Rih
bany, Boston. 

November 12-Y. W. C. A. 
Cabinet. 
Miss Emma Hirth, Director of 

Vocational Bureau of New 
York City, "Lecture Vocation
al Guid:mce for Women." 

November 13-Mr. Tucker's Concert 
(Messrs. Sabin, McDonald, Dal
beck, Tucker and Miss Plonk.) 

November 14-Psyche Initiations. 
November Hi-Circus. 
November 16--Rev. Frederick Palmer, 

D. D. 
Nov mber 17-20-Dr. Blake. Social Hy

giene Lectures. 
November 21-Y. W. C. A. 

Cabinet. 
Deutscher Verein. 

November 23-Rev. Vincent Ravi-Booth. 
November 26-12m-November 28, 12m. 

Thanksgiving Recess. 

December 2-Mrs. Kenneth Brown 
(Demetra Vaka.) 

Lecture on Greece. 
December 3-Y. W. C. A. 

Cabinet. 
Cercle Francois. 

December 6-Thc Brown Musical 
Clubs. 

December 7-Pres. E. D. Warfield, Wil
son College. 

December 10-Y. W. C. A. 
Cabinet. 

December 13-Sophomore Prom. 
"The Florist Shop". Dramatic So

ciety. 
December 14-Prof. W. W. Fenn, Har

vard Divinity School. 
December 17-Y. W. C. A. 
December l9- 12m-Jan. 6, 6 p. m. 

One of the modern problems of as
tronomy is the determination of the va
riation in intensity of the remote stars. 
These stars are at such vast distances 
from us that if there were two stars 
separated by a distance of as much as 
thirty-six millions of miles, they wou1d 
appear to us as only one star. In case 
of a dark star, and very many of the 
stars are dark, revolving about a bright 
star, the intensity of the bright star 
would apparently be diminished when 
the dark companion eclipsed it. There
fore by observing the variation in in
tensity of the bright star, we arc able 
to learn something about the motion of 
these r mote solar systems, so to speak. 

In a recent number of Popular As
tronomy, Professor Shook describes a 
precise instrument for the accurate de
termination of the intensity of such 
stars. The important part of the in· 
strument is that it has been so designed 
that it will not be impossible for many 
small 'observatories to provide them
selves with such an appliance. Where
as heretofore such instruments were 
confined only to such observatories as 
could afford expensive equipment. 

And as the best observatories cannot 
make observations in bad weather, it 
is really essential for the propagation 
of this line of work that a large number 
of people be engaged in it. 

At the meeting of the New England 
Association of Colleges and Pr para
tory Schools held in Boston on Decem
ber the fifth and sixth, President Cole, 



---~·· 

20 THE WHEATON RECORD 

Dean Everett, Dr. McIntire, and Dr. 
West were present. 

It was a pleasant opportunity for the 
senior class to become better acquaint
ed with the members of the faculty, 
when the faculty and the seniors were 
entertained at The Homestead on the 
evening of December the fourth. Presi
dent Cole read a paper on the place 
o{ the humanities in modern education, 
which was of great interest to all. 

A unique gift has been presented to 
Wheaton College by Miss Lucy L. Baker 
('15) and Miss Katharine Baker ('20). 
It is the original copy of a song by 
Lucy Larcom, written evidently on the 
occasion of a flag raising at Wheaton 
Seminary at the beginning of the Civil 
War. The poem is enclosed in a frame 
made from an old garret floor board 
from the Larcom House at Beverly, 
Mass. It was of this garret floor that 
she writes in her diary ... "I went on 
writing little books of ballads, which I 
squeezed down in the cracks of the gar
ret floor, for fear that someone would 
find them." It is pleasant to gain pos
session of such an heirloom, which is 
of significant interest to Wheaton as be
longing to one of its famous teachers. 

Ghosts and witches came into their 
own again on Saturday evening, No
vember the first, when they assembled 
to assist at the Hallowe'en Party. The 
new girls enjoyed all the mysteries 
which were offered in the rooms of the 
upper part of the gymnasium. Ono of 
the featur s of tho evening was a witch 
dance given by several of the girls. The 
party closed with an interesting Hal
lowe'en story told by Dean Everett. 

The circus, which was held on Satur
day evening, November the fifteenth, 
proved to be one of unusual attractions. 
There was a series of amusing stunts 
performed by trained animals of rather 
dubious construction, acrobats, and 
clowns. During the evening an operet
ta was presented in which Alice L. Oliv
er and Phyllis Coombs took the leading 
parts. The proceeds were for the bene
fit of the I. C. S. A. 

The second of the series of concerts 
given under the direction of Mr. Tucker 
took place November the thirteenth. Miss 

Lillian Plonk, who is in charge of the 
vocal haining department of the college, 
rendered an exceptionally fine program. 
She was assisted by Mr. F. L. Mac
Donald, Mr. Edwin A. Sabin, Mr. L. E. 
Dolbcck, and Mr. Tucker. 

The annual initiation of the P syche 
Society was held on Friday evening, 
November the fourteenth. The follow
ing nineteen new members were initiat
ed: Martha H. Cutler, Marion Abbott, 
Grace Freese, Ruth Tyler, Rebecca S. 
Eliot, Eleanor M. Cofran, Elizabeth B. 
Hall, Isabel M. Wilder, Frances B. Carr, 
Grace Haseltine, Constance C. Brown, 
Helen H. Knight, Mignonette Mortimer, 
M. Pauline Kreutz, Eulah Lane, Jean 
Barber, Katharine S. Kingman, Phyllis 
Coombs, and Mildred M. Ryan. 

An unusual musical treat was given 
on the evening of December the sixth, by 
the Glee and Mandolin Clubs of Brown 
University. The program, which was 
very entertaining, included the follow
ing: 

Brown Medley. 
COMBINED CLUBB 

"Musical Scenes from Spain," Lattge·y 
MANDOLIN CLUB 

"The Cat with the Baritone Voice," 
Scott 

GLEE CLUB 
Piano Solo, 

R. G. NoYES '21 
Vocal Quartet. 
Reading, 

S. H. TUCKER, '22 
String Quartet. 

Selected 

Selected 

Tenor Solo, Selected 
R. L. TINKER, '21 

"Peter Gink with Apologies to Grieg," 
Cobb 

MANDOLIN CLUO 
Violin Solo, Selected 

R. R. BALDRIDGE '21 
Old King Cole, Fors11th 

GLEE CLUB 

The Sophomore Hop, given by the 
class of 1922, took place on Saturday 
evening, December the thirteenth. All 
of the original members of the class in
cluding the Sophomore Associates and 
special students were invited. The com
mittee for arranging the dance consist-
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~d of Abbie W. Bodfish, chairman, Irene 
Beers, Martha L. Wyeth, Helen D. Ros
enthal, and Mildred M. Ryan. After 
dinner at the Tavern in Mansfield, the 
dance was held in the Wheaton gym
nasium. 

The first play of the year, The Florist 
Shop, was given under the direction of 
the Dramatic Association on the after
noon of December the thirteenth. Com
ing on the same date as the Sophomore 
Hop, it was largely attended by the 
members of the Sophomore class and 
their guests. The cast was as follows: 
Mr. Jackson ...... Doris M. Townsend 
Mr. Slovsky .......... Phyllis Coombs 
Maude, a salesgirl .Constance C. Brown 
Miss Welles ........ Virginia H. Baker 
Office Boy ........... Helen B. Meyers 

The different parts were acted very 
well and the play gave great promise 
of good work to be done in the pros
pective activities or the association for 
the remainder of the year. 

A series of four lectures in Social 
Hygiene was given by Dr. Eva M. Blake, 
Who is associated with the Y. W. C. A. 
These lectures were attended by the en
tire student body. 

Dorothy Gifford and Marguerite Saw
Yer represented Wheaton at a confer
ence held by the National Student Gov
ernment Association at Chambersburg, 
Pennsylvania. They brought back to the 
college much helpful information which 
will be of great benefit to the Student 
Government Association here, and they 
Were gratified to find that Wheaton in 
its student government compared very 
favorably with many of the colleges rep
resented. 

Edith F. Symmes and Barbara Howe 
were present at a conference of college 
magazine editors held at the Copley
Plaza Hotel under the direction of the 
General Electric Company. 

Dorothy Newton, Margaret Ridlon, 
and Edith F. Symmes attended a con
ference at Dennison House, Boston, in 
the interest of the I. C. S. A. 

Miss Emma Hirth, director of the New 
York Bureau of Vocational Informa
tion, gave a helpful talk to the s~dents 
on the opportunities of women in the 

business world. Many of the girls had 
individual appointments with Miss 
Hirth which were of great value to 
them. 

Reverend Abraham M. Rihbany of 
Boston gave a very interesting talk to 
the students on the League of Nations. 
He was a r presentative at the Peace 
Conference in the interest of Syria, and 
was, therefore, in a position to give a 
great deal of information regarding the 
activities of this great Conference. 

Athletic Notes 
Como out for basketball! We want 

to have keen rivalry this year in the 
inter-class basketball games. In order 
to have lively competition, we must 
have good teams. Lot everyone report 
at the gymnasium as soon as practice 
is posted. It is the faithful attendance, 
combined with determined effort, and 
not mere knowledge of how to play, that 
really counts toward making the team. 

The hockey season, now at an end, 
has been a very commendable one. 
There bas been great enthusiasm dis
played in the attendance at the game<.1, 
and the playing has been of a clean, 
sportsmanlike character due to sin
cerity of effort. The varsity t eam 
(starred) was picked from the follow
ing squad. 

Center Forwards: 
Mary W. Hillyer• 
Jean Barber• (sub) 
Margaret Wiley 

Insides: 
Isabelle M. Wilder• 
Lucia Bliss• 
Katharine M. Baker• (sub) 
Viola L. Howard 
Alice D. Padelford 
Marian Loar 

Wings: 
Margaret Ewing 
Annie M. Williams• 
Marian E. Kane• (sub) 
Marian Rosenwald 
Marion Abbott 
Florence Brigham 
Phyllis Coombs 

Halfbacks: 
Helen Lewis• 
Marguerite Sawyer• 



.,.. 

22 THE WHEATON RECORD 

0. Grace Haseltine• ( captain) 
Doris M. Townsend 
Eleanor 'f. Dickinson• (sub) 
Elizabeth B. Hall• (sub) 
Carolyn S. Heath 
Helen D. Rosenthal 

Fullbacks: 
Dorothy T. Morgan 
Mildred L. Avery• 
Marjorie C. Palmer• (sub) 
Chestina J. Redman• 
Dorothy Gifford 
Eleanor C. Genthner 

Goal: 
Eleanor F. Hadley 
Dorothy Roberts 
Frances B. Carr• 
Virginia H. Baker• (sub) 

The first of our outside games was 
played with Sargent on October the 
thirtieth. Wheaton played a cool-bead
ed game, holding the score down to 2-3 
till the end of the first half. But fatigue 
followed the earlier brilliance, which 
was not felt to such a great extent by 
the more experienced Sargent team, and 
when the final whistle blew the score 
stood 8-8 in the visiting team's favor. 

On November the eighth, Radcliffe 
beat Wheaton 3-1. The gumo was an 
exciting one, as the teams were very 
evenly matched and the score was a tie 
after the first half. 

The alumnae, fortified by three of 
the varsity players, beat Wheaton on 
November the fifteenth, by a score of 
4-1. The alumnae played a splendid 
game and showed little lack of practice. 

The juniors were the winners of tho 
inter-class hockey series, having final
ly beaten their rivals, the freshmen, on 
November the tenth, with the score 8-1. 
The other games of the series were 
scored as follows: freshmen and seni
ors, 5-1; juniors and seniors, 6-2; fresh
men and sophomores, 6-1; juniors and 
freshmen, 3-2. 

After the finals of the inter-class 
games were played, the weather being 
so favorable, everyone regretted the 
thought of putting hockey sticks away. 
The suggestion of inter-dormitory 
games, accordingly, was eagerly wel
comed. The first game was played on 

November the eleventh, when Cragin 
Hall was defeated by Metcalf Hall, with 
the score 10-1. The following day Chap
in Hall beat Larcom Dormitory, 2-1. 

The winner of tennis singles was 
Jean Barber (A. '20), who was also 
the champion last year. The finals in 
tennis doubles have not yet been com
pleted, but the scores will appear in the 
next issue of the Record. 

On the evening of November the 
twenty-second, after the Ha·rvard-Yale 
football game had been played in Cam
bridge, the girls of Wheaton undertook 
to fight out the important struggle in 
a basket ball game. The line-up was ae 
follows: 

Harvard: Eleanor T. Dickinson jc, 
Helen D. Rosenthal sc, Elizabeth S. 
Young rf, Jean Barber If, Elizabeth 
Phillips rg, Miranda E. Brooks lg. 

Yale: Doris M. Townsend jc, Kath
arine M. Baker sc, Helen B. Myers rf, 
Mildred L. Avery If, 0. Grace Hasel
tine rg, Dorothy Collins lg. 

The cheering of the supporters for 
both sides was ardent and the playing 
was spirited, but it was futile for tho 
Yale adherents to struggle against the 
fate which had already been decided 
that afternoon. The rcrer e's whistle 
blew when the score-board read 67-38 in 
favor of Harvard. 

Thus the fall athletic season has come 
to a close, and we arc entering upon 
the winter season. Soon the news will 
spread that there is skating on the reser
voir. Perhaps we can hold our winter 
carnival again, and pretend for a little 
while, at least, that Wheaton can enjoy 
regular winter sports like the more for
tunate colleges farther north in New 
England. 

Alumnae Nole• 
Marriages 

Wilkinson-Parmelee 
At Ansonia, Conn., October 18, Elean

or K. Parmelee ('14-'16) to Arthur W. 
Wilkinson. 

Bennett-Munro 
At New Haven, Conn., October 11, 

Helen Munro ('15-'16) to Alfred M. C. 
Bennett. 
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Baldrige-Trexler 
At Allentown, Pa., October 16, Marion 

S .. Trexler ('16-'16) to Edwin R. Bal
<lnge. 

Carney-Magoun 
. At Norristown, Pa., December 2, Bar

net H. Magoun ('19) to Hnrry B. Car
ney. 

Savige-Holderbaum 
At Somerset, Pa., October 22, Ethel 

M .. Holderbaum ('04) to Laurence D. 
Sav1ge. 

Florence 
II ills. 

.Engagemenb 
Andrew ('08) to Horace 

Lucille A. Struller ( '16) to Franklyn 
J. Lane. 

Births 
Born to Mr. and Mrs. Thomas W. 

Williams (Dorothy Trexler '11) a 
daughter, Jane. 

Born to Mr. and Mrs. Donald W. Na
ion (Edith N. Ratcliffe '17), a son, Don
ald Elwin. 

Born to Mr. and Mrs. Roy E. Marshall 
(Irene V. Telford, Physical Instructor, 
'12-'15) a son, Kenneth Telford. 

Alum.nae Association Meetings 

CONNECTICUT WHEATON CLUB 

The fall meeting of the Connecticut 
Wheaton Club was held on Saturday, 
November 22, 1919, at the home of the 
secretary, Marion T. Dean ('12-'13) in 
Glastonburg, Connecticut. The affair 
Was a social one and very much enjoyed 
by all present. 

NEW HAVEN WHEATON CLUB 

The New Haven Wheaton Club re
opened its meetings for the winter of 
1919-1920 on October 6th, at the home of 
Beatrice P. Hemingway ('10). One new 
member, Ruth Clifford ('16), joined the 
club. The work for the year was de
cided upon, and will be sewing for some 
local charitable organization at each 
meeting. The club bids fair for a profit
able winter as the old Wheaton spirit 
1till peraista. 

On December 27, 1919, the club will 
hold its annual luncheon and theatre 
party. Any girls who will be in or near 
Now Haven during the holidays are re
quested to communicate with Mrs. Stiles 
Woodruff (Hazel L. Carmichael '16), 
Orange, Conn. 

NEW ENGLAND WHEATON CLUB 

The first meeting of the New England 
Wheaton Club was held at the Vendome 
on Saturday, November 8, 1919, at 2 
o'clock . 

Mr. Edgar Park of West Newton, an 
eminent authority on his subject, spoke 
on "The Irish Question in International 
Politics." Mr. Park gave a very clear 
idea o:f the Irish problem of today and 
was an extremely entertaining speaker. 

Miss Clara E. Corrin ('16-'17) gave 
several pleasing vocal selections, accom
panied by Mrs. H. Carleton Slack, a 
former vocal instructor at Wheaton. 

A social hour followed during which 
tea was served. 

WESTERN NEW YORK WHEATON 

CLUB 
The first fall meeting of tho Western 

New York Wheaton Club was held Tues
day, October 7, 1919, at the home of 
Mrs. Inez Rogers Shearer ('06-'08) and 
proved to be a very pleasant one. 

It was decided that plans for the com
ing year should include a brief course 
in Modern Art by Professor Shearer and 
Mr. Olmstead, instructor at the Univer
sity of Buffalo. 

PHILADELPHIA WHEATON CLUB 

The Philadelphia Wheaton Club held 
its regular fall meeting and luncheon 
at the College Club, Thirteenth and 
Spruce Streets, Philadelphia, on Satur
day, November 1, 1919. Seventeen Whea
ton alumnre who were present enjoyed 
an interesting meeting. 

Personals 

Mayor and Mra. George S. Buck 
(Louise E. Hussey, 1898-190S) had the 
honor of entertaining the Belgian Royal 
party during their recent visit in Buf
falo. 
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'll-'12. 
Ellen Field Wilcox left New Haven, 

Conn., upon the return of her husband 
from France, to make her home in Rome, 
New York. 

A. '13. 
Marion B. Phelps is taking a course 

in advanced composition at Boston Uni
versity. 
'14. 

Genevieve T. Barber is teaching gym
nastics at Short Hills, N. J. 
'16-'17. 

Pauline Mansur is teaching English in 
the Bangor High School in Bangor, 
Maine. 
'17. 

At the recent wedding of Ruth L. 
Harding ('17) to Will R. Minchin, Dor
othy Blaisdel ('17) was maid of honor 
and Gladys M. Parker ('17) Martha R. 
N. Goddard ('17) and Edith A. Buck 
('17) were bridesmaids. 

Ada A. Swallow has a position as 
stenographer in the Extension Service 
of the Texas Agricultural College, Col
lege Station, Texas, where she intends to 
be until next summer. 
'18. 

Grnce W. Mackie has a position with 
the American Rubber Company of Cam
bridge, Mass. 

Olive L. Sadler is doing chemical work 
in a laboratory in New Haven, Conn. 

Mary Hoyt is engaged in settlement 
work in New Haven, Conn. 

A. '18. 
Marjorie L. Eccles is taking a course 

at Miss Gibbs' Secretarial School in Bos
ton. 

'19. 
Harriet Mason is teaching French and 

English in Edgartown, Mass. 

Helen F. Johnson is engaged in re
search work in Portland, Me. 

Marion R. Bottomly has accepted n po
sition as chemistry teacher in Saugus, 
Mass. 

Edith Gillette is teaehing in Morence 
Mich. • 

Constance \Vonson Davis and her 
husband, who has recently returned from 
overseas, have established their home in 
Gloucester, Mass. 

Hazel A. Sawyer has a position as in
structor of Science and English in Gard
ner, Mass. 

Dorothy C. O'Hearn is teaching 
!eicnces in Thomaston, Conn. 

Miss A. Ellen Stanton, a former prin
cipal or Wheaton Seminary, will soon 
publish a book to be entitled "My Lifo 
in Paris Fifty Years Ago." 

Exchanges 

The Wheaton Record is re-opening its 
Exchange Department, which has been 
curtailed during the period of the war. 
Through tho columns of this department 
the Record hopes to criticize other col
lef!'e magazines as it wishes to be criti
cized, in a constructive and helpful man
ner. The Exchange Department aims 
at constructive criticism. 

Membe1·s of the college who would 
like to get acquainted with the publica
tions of other colleges wm find our ex
chan~es on the bookcase in the Y. W. 
C. A. office. These may not be taken 
away from this !'oom until they are re
placed by later issues. Then they may 
be removed and kept if desired. 

The following arc among our present 
exchan)!es: 

The Simmons College Review. 
Goucher College Weekly. 
The Berna (Dartmouth College). 
The Mount Holyoke Monthly. 
Hunter College Bulletin. 
The Middlebury Campus. 
The Barnard Bear. 

"Misery loves company." It is con
soling to know that other papers have 
trouble with their printers as is evident 
in "The Mount Holyoke Monthly" for 
October where pages thirty-nine to fifty. 
two were duplicated. 

Goucher College Weekly. Can you not 
place your advertisements more attrae-
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An Invitation 
To Wheaton College Students-
(J]WHEN IN BOSTON we invite you to visit Th e MercariWe 
Heart of New England and to see the many kinds of m rchan
dise shown which are of special interest to coll gians. Whether 
it be apparel, room furnishings, or a novel article for a gift, 
you will find selections here easy, satisfactory and possibl at 
moderate expenditure. 

(J]WHEN AT COLLEGE remember that our Order Depart
ment is at your service. Write for what you may need and it 
will be forwarded to you promply. Any purcha e, large or 
small, will be sent to any city or town in Massachusetts free 
of delivery expense. 

Jordan Marsh Company 

SPORT HATS 
DRESS HATS 
TRIMMINGS 
VEILINGS 

FURS AND FUR COATS 

KORNFELD'S 
65-69 Summer St. 

NEW STYLE 

Dorothy Dodd Sho s 
NOW READY 

~ 

It is ::i Pleasure to Show Shoes 

We Fit Them Correctly 

25 

BOSTON Our Fitting Service is Unequalled 1 

~ 

Fashion Boot Shop 
Good Shoes and Hosiery 

Bronson Bldg., Attleboro, Mass. 

@1-::c-=====--===:-:==:.--11ffl 

Please Patronize our Advertisers 



26 THE WHEATON RECORD 

ti.vely? It would make your magazine 
neater and easier to read. 

The Simmons College Review. The 
"Foreword" published in the November 
issue of the Review is a commendatory 
editorial. Your magazine od'ers a clear 
idea of the college activities, but a lack 
of "the ardent spirit." 

Hunter College Bulletin. The "Scrap 
Basket" is a good page. It would seem 
as though your subscribers are interest
ed and wide-awake. 

The Middlebury Campus. Do you 
ever publish any college literature other 
than college news and articles? 

Wheaton Specials 
Table Etiquette for Freshmon 

1. Always push in freshmen before 
members of the faculty or seniors. Too 
much deference to members of the fac
ulty or seniors might embarrass them. 

2. Always enter a little late for din
ner. This offers opportunity for inspec
tion of one's wardrobe and makes the 
meal more informal. 

3. Always grasp tumblers by the top 
when passing them. 

4. If convenient pass salt and pepper 
to the members of the faculty after first 
using them. If not Jet the faculty ask 
for them and thus make table conversa
tion. 

5. Never return napkin to own table 
after visiting, as getting it during the 
process of the next meal gives exercise 
which makes for a keen appetite. 

6. Never sing grace. It prevents 
others from listening to solo and quar
tette work. 

Not a Movie Fan 
First Freshman: "I'm going to do my 

hair like Elsie Ferguson tonight." 
Second Freshman: "Why, whose table 

does she sit at?" 

Heard in Spanish ClaBB 
Instructor: "Next time we will have 

a little examination which you won't 
know anything about." 

Freshman PaHword 
"Being about to die, why do you sing?" 

Eohoea from Phil. V. 
Dr. McIntire: (Drawing analogy be

tween the sun and human reaiso11) 
"What corresponds to the sun?" 
Over-cager student: "The moon." 

In Art/. 
Instructor: (Showing pictures of ear

ly Greek statues) "How would you 
classify these pictures?" 

Voice from rear: "Nondescript fe
male." 

N. B. The point of this joke can be 
seen only by students of Art I. 

Overheard at Table 
Sophomore: ( One week before Thanks

giving) "One week to turkey." 
Senior: "Short trip isn't it?" 

Jack: "Mable just worships her hus 
band, doesn't she?" 

Jim: "Yes, I should say so. She pre
sents him with burnt offerings three 
times a day."-Exchange. 

Gillis-"And then her countenance 
dropped." 

Hillis: "Break it?" 
Gillis: "No never cracked a smile."

Pelican. 

Feelin's 
'S yo'-all eber feel yo' heart 

A-swellin' jes' about 
Like she was gwine ter busticate, 

'F you didn't let 'er out? 

An did yo' haid feel dizzy, 
An den was dcre a lump 

Stuck half-way down right in yo' froat 
Dat made n awful hump? 

Yo' feet, d' they-all grow bigger, 
An' yo' sleeves jes' seem ter shrink 

'Till they most reached yo' elbows, 
Where yo' shlrt'd faded pink? 

P'raps you've had them symptoms 
And didn't know what's wrong, 

And reckoned like yo'd et somethin' 
T' affect yo' pow'ful strong. 

Don't worry, it's jes' boun' ter come 
And make yo' soul jes' curl I 

It's jes' yo' natchral feelin', 
When yo'-all sees yo' girl. 

Ethel Dorr, 192S. 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

HENRY M. ROBINSON 

FLORIST 
2 Winthrop Sq., and 34 Otis Street 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Keep Your Feet Warm Dainty, Delightful, Fragrant 

Young women by 
the thousand wear 

WALK~OVER SHOES 

TO COLLEGE, TO BUSINESS 
and all occasions 

D. H. MASON & SON 
27 Main Street Taunton, Mass. 

A PLANT PURCHASED NOW 

Q 

rr 
will brighten your room 

all winter. 

Remember the Home Folks 
\\ c deliver OoweTs to any paTl of 
the Unitl'd StatesoTOrnada through 
the Florist's Telegraph System. 

H. W.VOSE, 28 So.Main St. 
ATTLEBORO 

THE FLOWF.R SIIOI-' 

HANSON'S 
EXQUISITE 

Lotus Cold Cr am 
25c. 

Best for the Complexion 

DIEGES & CLUST 
MANUFACTURING 

SPECIALTY JEWELERS 

CLASS RINGS 
CLASS PINS 
MEDALS 

149 Tremont Street Boston, Mass. 

Please Patronize ou.r Advertisers 
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Where all the world may 
see the College Girl pro, 
claims the Character, Style 
and Quality of 

MALUNSON'S 
Silks de Luxe 

the first word, the last word, 
and the best word in the 
language of silks. 

There's a Silk for every 
month and every pur, 

H. R. MALLINSON & CO .• Inc. , 
"Th~ New SiUu Fiut" 

adison Ave.-3lst St.-New York 

Please Patronize our Advertisers 
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A Gateway- Electrical 

ONLY a forty-foot gateway bounded by 
two briclc pilasters and ornamental 

lamps, but unlike any other gateway in 
the entir world. 

For baclc cf it is the General Electric Com
pany's main offico building, accommodating 
2300 timployees. And just n ext door is its 
laboratory with the best equipment for test• 
ing, sta ndardizing and research at the com• 
mand of capable engineers. Then down 
tho strcot- a mile long-are other buildings 
where everything elecuical, from the sm11ll
est lamp socket to the huge turbines for 

electrically propelled battleships, is made 
by tho 20,000 electrical workers who dally 
stream through. 

What n 1tory this irate would tell, IC It could, of 
the leaders of the eleetrlcal lndu1try and bull• 
nese,of ambae•adora from other in1titutlona 11nd 
from forele;n lands. 

The atory would be the bletory or electric ll1tht• 
IDK', electric tro.n1portatlon. electric lndu1trt11ila 
and eleculclty In the home. 

Thls a:oteway, .wa well•• the research, ena:lneer• 
tnJ, mnnuractudns: and commercl11l re,ource1 
back or ll, Is op~n to all who are workJo11 for the 
betterment of tho electrical Industry. 

11/uotrated bu lie tin, Y • 863, describing the company'• 
~evera/ plant,., will be mailed upon requeat. Addreaa 
Gener•l B/octrio Company, Deak 43, Schenectady, New Yorlr 

General 
General Office Co mp an1v Sales Offices in 
Schen~la(\y.NY. "J .n J~c cities. 

Pleaae Patronize our Advertiaera 

H-100~ 
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WHEATON GIRLS 

Distinctive Photographs 

AT SPECIAL PRICES 

Enlargements, Frames 
Amateur Finishing and Coloring 

GODCHAUX STUDIO 
ATILEBORO, MAS 

Street Cars from your door to ours 

Meyer,Jonasson& Co. 

Tremont and Boylston Sts. 

BOSTON 

Suits, Coats, Gowns, 

Waists 

Separate Skirts, Furs 

Special Department for 

Misses' Sizes 

Please Patronize 

Our Advertisers 

Pleaae Patronize our Advertisers 
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~ lhv Ho.vi ton Sln•et bul;w,ty, ninl-1.• It the id ea l (> lace ~ 

or hul,ii n ~ ~ 

Club, Society or Fraternity ~ 
~ 
~ 

Peacock Tea Room 

Attleboro, Mas· . 

AFTERNOON TEA AND 
LUNCHES 

Three Pines Tea Room 
79 Church Green 

Taunton, Ma5s. 

AFTER-NOON 'TEA 

Home,made Cake a Specialty 

_-_..~THE 

FLORIST 
TAUNTON. MASS. 

Clark & Mills 
Electric Company 

69 Newbury St., Boston 
Telephone, Back Bay 365,366 

Student Lamps, Chafing Dishes 

and everything electrical 
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