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Complaint 
lier brow is streaked with furrows deep, 

Her eyes ~re dull from Jack of sleep, 
And cvc_ry time she opes her lips, 

Impat1cnt, whining, each word drips 
From them with such ugly sound 

the station when I went to the village 
Saturday, and I got a good look at him." 

Mrs. Crockett spread out her hus
band's wet coat over the chair by the 
fire, and then regarded him thoughtfully 
from beneath her silver-rimmed spec
tacles, pushed up over her forehead. That good folk flee for miles around. 

"About how old should you say he 
was, Zeke?" 

Ethel Dorr, '23 

Joy 
A shout, a laugh, 

A rushing sound; 
A flash, and colors 

Whirling 'round, 
A smile just full 

Of lflsh glee 
That warms the heart 

Of you and me, 
That's Joy. 

Ethel Dorr, '23 

Her Motherly Duty 
The back door opened and shut with 

a. bang, letting in a blast of cold night 
air and a little flurry of snow. The eld
erly woman who sat nodding over a 
newspaper by the kitchen table started 
and opened her eyes, as her husband 
came in, stamping the snow from his 
feet. 

"Well, I declare; I must 'a' dozed off. 
I didn't hear you d1·ive in. Was there 
many out to meetin' 7" 

She got up to help him out of his 
coat. 

"How did you like the minister?" 
Her husband set down his lantern and 

began to unwind the long, knitted scarf 
from around his face and neck. 

"Well, I thought he preached a mighty 
fine sermon. I was talkin' to Bill Hop
kins about him, an' I sez 'I shouldn't 
wonder u' he'd be hired. He's a good 
lookin' young feller; he'll take with all 
tbe women, anyway,' I sez. But Bill did
n't seem to fancy him, an' he's one o' the 
committee-'' 

"He's a good Iookin' man. I see him 
when he got off the train. I hed to go to 

"Oh, 'bout twenty-eight or nine, I reck
on. He hed a real boyish :face. Looked 
kinder peaked, too; I told Bill if he was 
to stay up to my place a while, I could 
soon put some meat on him." 

"Zeke, do you know our Elizy-Anne is 
twenty-seven come next September?" 

"Well, it ain't time fur birthday pres
ents now, is it?" 

"Ain't a man the beatenest! I wam't 
thinkin' o' presents." 

"Well, what was ye thinkin' of?" 
"I've had it in my mind fur sometime. 

It's high time Elizy was gittin' married, 
an' this looks to me like her chance. I 
can't think o' no likelier man than a 
minister. I uster think I'd marry a min
ister myself, when I was young." 

"Ho, ho! You ain't goin' to try to 
marry Elizy to Mr. Randolph, be ye?" 

"Well, I don't know what's to hinder. 
He's single, ain't he? An' I don't know 
of a better cook, nor a nicer, more mod
est girl than Elizy, i:C I do say so of my 
own daughter. She'd make any man a 
good wife, Ezekiel Crockett." 

"Well, I ain't disputin' it, be I? But 
I don't want to hear no more about such 
foolishness tonight." 

Mrs. Crockett's lips closed together in 
a thin, straight line. She rocked ener
getically back and forth, watching her 
husband as he warmed his feet by the 
fire. 

"Did you say Bill was out to meetin'? 
He must 'a' got somebody to stay with 
his mother. Poor woman, she's hed a 
hard life. I should hate to hev Elizy 
git the kind of a man she did." 

"Yes, Will was kind of an ornery, 
quick-tempered old cuss. How he took on 
about that old fence up in the pasture, 



4 THE WHEATON RECORD 

the time the cows broke through into 
hie oats! Wouldn't come over to talk 
peaceable about it, but hcd to go get 
Lawyer Brayman, and stir up a big fuss, 
and afore he was done, if he didn't re
fuse me to set foot in his house." 

"Yes, that was real mean, after me 
an' Jen was sech good friends, too; grew 
up together, like sisters, almost. But 
that's over now, an' I hope Jen kin git 
a little peace at last. I hear Bill is aw
ful good to her, an' that'll be a comfort 
to her old age." 

"How is J n, now?" 
"Well, she ain't very spry, I guess, 

but she gits out a little now an' then. 
I sent Elizy over with some red cur
rant jell fur her this mornin', an' she 
said Jen was real pleased. I'm goin' over 
again to sec her pretty soon. It seems 
kinder wicked to say ill o' the dead, but 
now Will i'> gone, I shall enjoy runnin' 
back an' forth jest like old times, when 
Bill an' Elizy was little." 

Mrs. Crockett folded up her news
paper and crossing the room slid it care
fully behind the tall clock on the shelf. 

"You remember an' shet the stove 
up tight, before you come to bed," she 
admonished. 

Long nfter her husband was comfort
ably breathing forth evidence of sound, 
untroubled sleep, Mrs. Crockett lay 
staring into the darkness and thinking. 
The next morning she beckoned her 
husband aside into the chilly sitting
room while · Eliza-Anne was clearing 
away the breakfast dishes. 

"l'vo thought it all out, Zeke," she 
whispered. 

"Thought what out?" 
"Why, about Elizy an' the minister. 

You're chairman o' the committee, an' 
bein' one o' the deacons is goin' to help 
out considerable. If you tell the board 
to hire Mr. Randolph, they'll do as you 
say, an' after we once get him here, I 
kin do the rest." 

"Now look here, Miry, you don't know 
nothin' about this church business, an' 
you don't want to go meddlin' in. Why 
don't you leave Elizy be, an' let her get 
married when she gits good an' ready?" 

"Ezekiel Crockett, that girl ain't got 
any more gumption when it comes to 

gittin' married than a bump on a log. 
Why Elizy ain't got a notion o' sech a 
thing in her head. But it's natural fur 
a girl to like havin' a home of her own, 
an' a man to cook an' sew for, an' she's 
goin' to see the day she'll thank me for 
all my trouble. I tell you it's my moth
erly duty to the child, Ezekiel, and if you 
intend to shirk your fatherly one, an' 
wreck the happiness o' her whole life-
well, I ain't goin' back on her, anyway." 

Mrs. Crockett's voice broke. 
"Oh, come now, Miry; there ain't no 

need o' gittin' riled. I'll do what I can 
to hev him appointed if that's what you 
want, but Bill was awful set against 
him." 

According to his promise, the deacon 
used all of his power and persuasive abil
lity in behalf of the young minister. Ho 
spent an entire afternoon driving around 
to see the others of the committee and 
some of the most prominent members of 
the congregation, to talk the matter over 
with them. At the church meeting he 
spoke heartily in Mr. Randolph's favor, 
and nearly all the members were won 
to his side. It was decided to write tho 
minister at once, and inform him of 
their decision. Bill Hopkins alone re
mained opposed to him. 

"If that ain't jest like his father," the 
deacon said to his wife that night a1 
they discussed the meeting. "I didn't 
suppose Bill did take after him so much. 
I don't remember when he's acted so 
pig-headed before, but 'Blood will tell' ". 

The first Sunday after Mr. Randolph 
came, Mr. and Mrs. Crockett and Eliza 
drove to church, and after the service, 
Eliza and the minister met for the first 
time. She was resplendent in her best 
garnet satin, and her gold watch and 
chain, and just before they started, her 
mother had fastened her own cameo 
brooch in the front of her collar. But 
Mrs. Crockett was rather doubtful 
about the success of the meeting. Eliza 
did not pay much attention to the min
ister beyond a nervous, "I'm pleased to 
meet you," and a timid little handshake; 
then he stood quietly watching the con
gregation file out, one hand fingering the 
cameo brooch at her throat. But Mrs. 
Crockett was cordiality itself. 

"We'd be real pleased to hev you 
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come up an' see us, Mr. Randolph. It 
gits real kinder lonesome up on the farm 
sometimes, especially fur Elizy. There 
ain't many young folks around." 

"I should be delighted, I am sure." 
He smiled at Eliza as he spoke, but she 
did not notice. 

"Well, we'd like to hev yer. Elizy, 
you wait here a minute while I go speak 
to Miss Hopkins. Ain't that her over by 
the door with Bill?" 

Eliza started suddenly and blushed. 
"You excuse me, please, Mr. Ran

dolph, I want to ketch her afore she 
gits out." 

Thus deserted, Eliza stared at the 
floor and fingered the cameo brooch. The 
minister talked on about the weather, 
the church attendance, and the prospect
ive social, and Eliza soon recovered her
seif. When her mother returned, they 
Wel"e getting along very well. 

"We shall expect to sec yer up to the 
farm soon," Mrs. Crockett said to the 
minister in patting. "Why don't you 
come up an' take dinner with us some 
Sunday :ifter church? I hear you're 
boardin' o ·er to Widder Simmons. I 
don't believe in sayin' ill o' folks, but 
if she feeds the way people say she 
does, you'll be glad of a change." 

The minister looked pleased. 
"That is very good oi you to ask me, 

Mrs. Crockett. I shall be delighted to 
come. Good-day, Deacon. Good-day, Miss 
Crockett." 

He shook hands with them all and 
helped Mrs. Crockett and Eliza into the 
sleigh, and watched them as they drove 
ofl'. 

"Ain't he polite? I declare, if I was 
a girl, I should be settin' my cap fur 
him." Mrs. Crockett settled her beaver 
tippet more closely about her throat. 
"What did you turn so red for, Elizy, 
when I went over to speak to Jen?" 

"I-I didn't." 
"Well, I guess I could see yer. It 

looked to Bill and his mother as if you 
was stuck on the minister. There, don't 
look so scairt. There ain't no call to get 
wrought up about it as I know of. May
be they never noticed." 

"There," Mrs. Crockett said to her 
husband that night, "I've planted the 
seed; now we'll see what'II come of it. 

Did you ketch on how flustered Elizy was 
after I told her about blushin' when the 
minister spoke to her? She'll begin to 
think about him now, but she won't nev~ 
er suspect I'm planning nothin' ". 

The date of the minister's visit was set 
for the next Sunday. As Mrs. Crockett 
told her husband, 

"There ain't no sense dilly-dallyin' 
about it an' givin' some other girl a 
chance to ketch him. Elizy's lost time 
enough already." 

'The deacon drove to church after the 
minister, but Eliza and her mother 
stayed at home to get the dinner. And 
such a dinner as it was! Eliza was some• 
what surprised at the lavishness of her 
mother's preparations, for although 
their former pastor, an elderly widower, 
had frequently dined with them, her 
mother had never before shown so much 
concern about the meal. However, she 
was not in the habit of questioning any
thing that her mother might decree, and 
she did everything that she was told, 
deftly and silently. 

"There," said her mother, at last, 
")OU run up an' lay down an' rest a 
spell. I'll stir up the biscuits when it 
gits time. You'd better crimp up .Y .r 
hair a little, an' I'd put on my blue d1m1-
ty if I was you. That looks real pretty 
with yer hair an' eyes, and ye won't 
be runnin' out to git cold.'' 

Eliza obediently went upstairs, aml 
when she heard her father driving into 
the yard with the minister, she came 
down, radiant in the blue dimity. It did 
look well on her, and the excitement and 
her work over the cookstove had put a 
soft pink in her checks. 

"There, you look real nice. Jest let 
me tuck up that lock o' hair-" 

"Why, how do you do, llir. Randolph? 
Ain't you cold drivin' way up here? 
Come right inter the parlor where it's 
warm, an' set down. Mr. Crockett will 
be in jest as soon as he gits the horse 
put up." 

Eliza followed her mother into tho 
parlor, and sat down in one of the stiff 
red-plush chairs. The minster chose the 
hair cloth sofa, and leaned one elbow on 
the red and white biscuit pillow. 

"That pillow is one that Eliza made 
when she was ten years old," said Mrs, 
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Crockett, with pride in her voice. "Jest 
see what little stitches she took! Eliza 
was always a great hand at sewin', even 
as a little girl." 

The day went off well. The young man 
seemed to enjoy himself. He ate heart
ily of the dinner and praised everything. 

"Elizy done most o' the cookin'," said 
Mrs. Crockett. 

The only flaw in the whole occasion, 
as Mrs. Crockett looked upon it, was the 
fact that the deacon talked too much. 
She beckoned him out behind the pan
try door and remonstrated. 

"Poor Elizy had to set there mum as 
an oyster," she scolded. "If you're go
in' to make a match between 'cm, don't 
keep talkin' all the time about the spring 
crops an' that everlastin' tractor. Give 
Elizy a chance. Mercy knows, she says 
little enough, anyway." 

Mrs. Crockett certainly did her best, 
but the deacon couldn't seem to remem
ber. Returning with him to the parlor 
after her attempt to instruct him in her 
ideas of n skillful matchmaker, the dip
lomatic Mrs. Crockett said, 

"Elizy-Anne,why don't you take Mr. 
Randolph inter the scttin'-room an' show 
him them shells your Uncle Peter sent 
you? Elizy's uncle is a sea captain, an' 
he sends her lots o' handsome presents," 
she added in explanation to the minister. 

"Yes," said the deacon, "they're real 
handsome, Mr. Randolph. Jest you step 
here, this way-why, what's the matter, 
mother? Jest a minute. Wait 'till I show 
Mr. Randolph them shells." 

The minster had to leave early, so they 
all drove down together to the evening 
service. Mrs. Crockett, who had always 
boasted of her lack of nerves, sat with 
her husband in front, "because she felt 
safer when she could see the horses and 
know jest what they was up to," she ex
plained, so Eliza and the minister were 
together in back. 

A few days later, Mr. Randolph came 
to call. Mrs. Crockett received him cord
ially. 

"I thought I saw a young woman go
ing across the field into that path 
through the woods, as I came up the 
road," he said. 

"Well, that was Elizy. She jest got 
started a few minutes ago. She was 

sewin' over there by the winder, an' all 
of a sudden she remembered that sho 
bed promised to go over an' see Mrs. 
Hopkins this afternoon. Poor woman, 
she gits so lonesome when Bill has to be 
out to work. E!izy's real good about go
in' over to read to her an' help her a 
little with her sewin' an' sech. She'll 
be real disappointed not to sec you." 

When Eliza returned shortly before 
supper time, her mother told her about 
the minister's call. 

"Why, I should 'a' thought you'd seen 
him comin' up over the hill. You set 
right there by the winder." 

She cast a sudden, suspicious glance 
at her daughter's downcast face. 

''I wa'n't lookin' out o' the winder." 
"Humph! Well, I don't know what 

there was to be scairt of, if you did see 
him comin'. There ain't no reason to be 
so bashful." 

Eliza's checks were very pink, and her 
voice was timid. 

"I don't know as I'd want to appear 
too forced." 

"Stuff and nonsense I The next time 
he comes don't you go runnin' out the 
back door. That ain't n decent way to 
treat nobody." 

Mr. Randolph came again, nnd Eliza 
obediently was present. She answered 
all his questions demurely and politely, 
but she ventured few remarks of her 
own. However, Mrs. Crockett filled in 
the gaps of the conversation, and pretty 
soon the deacon came in and monopolized 
the talk, as usual. 

The days passed and Mrs. Crockett's 
efforts did not relax. Night after night, 
she lay and planned ways to bring about 
the match. Everything was apparently 
going well. The minister was a frequent 
visitor at the house. He called often, and 
it became almost the custom for him to 
take dinner there on Sunday. By now 
Eliza had gotten over her apparent shy
ness and indifference, and they were very 
good friends. 

But although Mrs. Crockett gave him 
every opportunity to declare himself to 
Eliza, he said nothing. He was alway11 
cordially pleasant and seemed to enjoy 
talking with the deacon fully as much as 
with Eliza. Mrs. Crockett considered 
this a bad sign. 
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Thero was to be a church picnic on 
May-day, and it was to be held at their 
farm. Mrs. Crockett hoped that as the 
minister saw the other young men and 
their girls together, his tongue would be 
loosened. And then one day her mind 
was set at rest. 

The minister came while she was out 
calling on her old friend, Mrs. Hopkins. 
Hearing voices in the sitting-room as 
11he came in the back door, she started 
in, then suddenly retreated at the sound 
of the low words. 

"Do you really feel that way?" 
"Yes." 
"Then I'll rent the Trollope house 

tomorrow." 
Mrs. Crockett sofily tip-toed back to 

the kitchen and almost collided with her 
husband. 

"Sh! You ain't goin' in there," she 
whispered, catching him by the arm and 
pulling him out of earshot of the cou
ple in the sitting-room. 

"Why ain't I goin' in?" 
"Sh! Don't talk so loud." She beamed 

on him with an air of a triumphant 
conqueror. "The minister is proposin' 
to Elizy; I heard him." 

"You don't say! Do you s'pose she'll 
take him?" 

"Of course she will." Mrs. Crockett 
sat down by the open window and began 
to plan rapidly. "We can git that white 
silk down to the Corner an' st.art right 
in makin' her dress. Let's see, she'd 
oughter be ready by June, if we work 
re.al fast. A June weddin' is so pretty 
with the roses an ' daisies to fix up with." 

She looked up suddenly as the minis
ter and Eliza stood in the doorway. 

"Why, mamma, I didn't know you had 
got back. I was just tellin' Mr. Randolph 
how orry you'd be not to s e him. He 
came up to talk over the plans for the 
picnic." 

"It's very kind or you to let us use 
your farm, deacon. It's quite the loveli
est place I know for such a·n outing.'' 

"Well, it's a pleasure to hev it hl'r<!. 
It's jest like hevin' a party. How many 
do you expect?" 

"The whole neighborhood is invited. 
I have a great surprise in store for 
them, and I hope everyone can come." 

He looked at Eliza as he spoke, and 

Mrs. Crockett saw Eliza smile back. She 
cast a significant glance at her husband, 
It said as plainly as words, "I told you 
I could do it". 

Eliza went to the door with the minis
tor, still talking about the picnic, and 
Mrs. Crockett commenced to fry the ham 
for supper. . 

"Kinder funny he didn't say nuthm' 
about him an' Elizy. When I was a boy, 
a feller would of spoke to a girl's folks 
right off." 

"Well, I thought that was kinder 
queer too, but I think like's not he 
got kinder nervous when he found we 
was both here." 

But the days went, and the minister 
had not spoken of his matrimonial inten
tions to either of Eliza's parents. 

The morning of the picnic, Mrs. 
Crockett rose at daylight to see that 
everything was ready. She ironed Eliza's 
blue dimity and polished up the cameo 
brooch. All her thoughts centered on 
the surprise the minister had promis~d. 
She could guess what it was to be. Eliza 
must look pretty today. It was almost as 
important as her wedding day. 

Soon after breakfast the people be
gan to come, many in lumbering two
seated carryalls, packed full. Mrs. 

rockett stood on the lawn to welcome 
each new-comer. 

"Well, I declare, if there ain't Jen with 
Bill. I didn't s'11ose you'd git out to-day. 
Bill, you pull up that big rockin' chair 
fur her, an' Elizy, you might run get a 
glass o' my dandelion wine. It'll be real 
strengthenin' after the ride over." 

The lunch was over, and the women 
were clearing off the big tables set out 
under the tr es, when Eliza ran up and 
drew her mother aside. Her eyes were 
shining and her voice was full of ex-
citement. 

"Mother, I want to tell you some-
thing." 

Mrs. Crockett beamed. 
"There, don't I know all about it! I've 

got eyes in my head, and I could tell 
'twas comin' long ago. It's jest what 
I've been hoping for." 

"Oh, then you don't mind, mother? 
You're glad for me?" 

Mrs. Crockett was softly crying, but 
her face was filled with love and joy. 
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She was just going to reply, when the 
mini!1t.cr rose to make a speech. 

Mrs. Crockett afterwards remembered 
only one portion of it, but that one she 
thought she could have repeated in her 
better. 

"I have tried to fulfill all the duties 
of my position," he was saying, "but I 
realize there arc some which only a 
woman can perform. I know you will 
be glad with me, that I am going to be 
married next month to the best little 
womnn in the world. 

"When you said that you wished for 
a married man for my position, I wanted 
to tell you that I hoped soon to be able 
to fulfill that desire on your part, but 
at that time I hesitated to ask Anne-er 
-Miss Buffingham to share my moder
ate ch·cumstanccs." 

Mrs. Crockett was stunned a moment 
from the shock of it. Then she turned 
suddenly upon Eliza. 

"Anne! Miss Buffingham!" 
"Yes, ain't that a sweet name? When 

I heard it, I said, 'That's just the kind 
of a name I'd like to hev' ". 

"You knew about it all the time?" 
"Oh, yes. He told me about her a 

long time ago. They've been engaged 
over a year, but he was afraid to ask 
her to marry him yet awhile because he 
was poor, but I told him I didn't think 
if she loved him she would mind at all. 
They're going to live in the Trollope 
rent." 

Mrs. Crockett left Eliza and crept 
away into the house. She heard the 
people pushing up to congratulate the 
minister, but she could not join them. 
She went into the kitchen and dully be
gan to wash up the picnic dishes. She 
did not even look up when she heard 
someone coming. It was Eliza and Bill. 

"Eliza tells me that you hcv suspect
ed all along how we felt towards each 
other," Bill said, bashfully putting his 
arm around Eliza's waist. "I'll own up 
though, I thought for a while you want
ed her to marry the minister, an' I was 
pretty sore." 

Mrs. Crockett stared at them blankly. 
"Bill was afraid papa wouldn't let him 

have me on account of that old trouble 
about his father, but I told him it would-

n't make any difference. It won't, will it, 
mother?" 

Mrs. Crockett weakly collapsed in the 
nearest chair and began to laugh hyster
ically. 

"No," she said, "that won't make no 
difference." 

Alice E. Parlccr, '23. 

The Wedding Ring 
As Richard Cunningham entered the 

living room that vening, Edyth greeted 
him with her customary after-eight o'
clock pout. 

"I had just about decided you \Vere
n't coming," she frowned. 

"I'm sorry, Goldy-locks," he replied 
contritely, kissing her fluffy hair, "but 
I saw a chance for another client-the 
second new one this week, mind you I
if I waited at the office a little-" 

"Well, now that you're here, won't you 
please stop calling me that silly name 
and talk something besides business for 
about t en minutes ? That's as long as you 
can stay to-night anyway. Gertrude's 
coming over to help me decide about the 
draperies for the dining room, and a 
man's always such a nuisance?" 

"Granted!" he laughed, as he pulled a 
richly upholstered chair opposite hers 
and sat down. 

"I suppose, then, I might as well make 
the most of my allotted time." 

"I suppose you might as well." 
She gave him a hnli-unwilling smile. 
"Oh, Dick, I've got the best plan," she 

continued, "sec what Gertrude brought 
me over this morning." And she produced 
a small, greatly-mussed newspaper clip
ping from the magazine she had been 
reading. She handed it to him and sat 
watching him closely as he read. A puz
zled expression was passing over his 
£ace, and when he had finished, he looked 
at her questioningly. 

"So the direct descendants of George 
and Martha Washington are going to sell 
at auction at the Union Lodge Building 
-queer place-in Beverly, tomorrow 
afternoon, some of their most valued 
heirlooms-namely, an unknown por
trait of Washington's mother, valued at 
ten thousand dollars, and an unknown 
one of Washington himself, valued at 



THE WHEATON RECORD 9 

five thousand, in addition to various oth
er personal possessions. V cry interest
ing, I admit, but I really don't sec how it 
concerns us." 

"'In addition to various other preson
a] possessions among which is Martha 
Washington's wedding ring!''' she re
torted triumphantly. "Now, Dick, I want 
to be married with that ring." 

"You want to be married with that 
ring!" he ejaculated. 

He looked at her quickly to sec if she 
was serious. He recognized the deter
mined set look in her oyes--hc had seen 
it the day she decided they must have 
one of the new Parkway apartments and 
again when she informed him of their 
six weeks' honeymoon at Palm Beach
and realized that she was. 

"But, Edyth, that's impossible," he re
monstrated. 

"I'd like to know why it's impossible," 
she flashed. "It's to be sold at auction 
tomorrow afternoon, and you can buy it, 
can't you?" 

"Of course I can't. Bo reasonable 
Edyth. That ring wouldn't go for a cent 
less than a thousand, anyway-probably 
more." 

"Well, what of it? Gertrude says Hor
ace is going out tomorrow to see if ho 
can't get her some silver or some lace 
or something, and he's not making an; 
more than you are-and he doesn't work 
half as hard, either." 

the last thing I'll ask you to do. And 
I'd be ,so very, very much happier if I 
could have that ring. Please, please, say 
you '11 get it." 

He hesitated an instant, looked un
warily into her blue eyes, now filled with 
tears-and yi lded. 

"All right, dear, I'll try." 
"Really try?" in a relieved and very 

sleep. She pressed forward to hear the 
sweet tone. 

"Really try." 
He was silent an instant and looker! 

contemplatively about tho handsome, but 
over-furnished little living room. Ho felt 
this room to be an adequate excuse 
for any of Edith's unreasonable extrava-
gance. 

'l'ho harsh sound of the bell roused l1im 
from his thoughts. 

"That's probably Gertrude, now," he 
suggested, "so I'll obey OJ'dcrs and leave 
you two to fix up the draperies." 

"All right. You'll bring the ring to
morrow night, won't you?" 

"I hope so," he sm·led a little doubt
fully. 

Tho auction was at three o'clock. It 
was almost quarter of when Cunning
ham's train pulled into tho suburb or 
Beverly. He was more or less familiar 
with the little town, and lost no time in 
making sure of the one taxi drawn up 
behind the station. He gave the driver 
the address and was about to step into 
the chugging machine when he heard 
a woman's voice behind him. 

"This is engaged? Oh!" 
The disappointment, oven distress, in 

her voice made him turn quickly. 

" Inybc 11ot, but don't forget that Hor
ace has a rich grandfather. Remember, 
I warned you, dear, when I got the en
gagement ring you wanted that we'd 
have to go slow for a little while. The 
apartment's going to cost us a good deal, 
and you know the furnishing's coming 
to a lot more than we'd counted on. Some 
day, when we got started, I hope I'l1 be 
able to get you-" 

"I'm rather in a hurry, or I should be 
glad to lot you have it. Suppose we 
share it-that will be quicker for both 
ol us." 

"'Someday!' That's what you always 
say l 'Some day!' What would I want 
with a wedding ring 'some day'-ten 
years from now? Dick, I want to be 
·married with that ring, I tel1 you. And 
what's more, I don't intend to be mar
ried with nny other!" 

"But, Edyth," he expostulated, "it 
would take-" 

"I don't care what it would take!" she 
insisted. "And, Dick, I promise this is 

She hesitated. She looked doubtfully 
at the well-dressed young man who stood 
holding the door open for her. In o 
glance she noted his recently shined lace 
oxfords, his plain black necktie, his 
straight-forward, clean-cut face and 
wavy, brown hair. Still hesitating, she 
looked contemplatively into his direct, 
grey eyes. Then, with a low, imperson
al "Thank you", she stepped into the 
taxi-cab. 

"If you will give me your address," 
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Cunningham suggested, "the driver can 
take you there first." 

"The Union Lodge Building, if you 
please," she directed, in a clear, low 
voice. 

"Why, how fortunate!" Cunningham 
exclaimed. "I'm going there, myself. 
We'll both be in time, you see." 

She did not reply-and somehow man
aged to make that fact unmistakably ev
ident. Cunningham mentally raised his 
eyebrows. 

His companion was young-about 
Edyth's age, he judged. She wore a sim
ple, tailored brown suit, a little brown 
turban, anrl a closely drawn face veil, 
under which he observed a wisp of soft, 
brown hair-not nearly as pr tty as 
Edyth's, he decided. She had a sensi
tive, rather pale face, with fascinating 
brown eyes and a firm, determined chin, 
which, apparently aware of his furtive 
scrutiny, was elevating itself at an al
arming rate of speed. 

The silence, filled as it was with un
expressed disdain on the girl's part, 
was becoming oppressive, and Cunning
ham a trifle embarrassed. 

"She needn't be so huffy about it," he 
thought. "I'm sure she doesn't want me 
at that blooming auction sale any less 
than I want to be there." 

"Thcre're some really valuable things 
going to be ~old this afternoon, I hear," 
he ventured at length. "It's a shame 
such heirlooms have to pass out of the 
family, don't you think?" 

She nodded-involuntarily but em
phatically. 

Cunningham felt foolishly triumphant. 
He recognized the need of saying some
thing else quickly, but could think of 
nothing to say. He felt strangely em
barrassed again. 

"I don't believe-I'm sure, that is, 
that nothini;r would persuade me to part 
with them," he floundered. 

"No?" very distinctly and very, very 
icily. 

Before Cunningham had time to reflect 
further on the conversational limits his 
companion had apparently set for him, 
the taxi stopped. With a hurried "Thank 
you, very much" to Cunningham, the girl 
jumped out, paid her bill, and ran quick
ly up the steps of the Lodge Building. 

Cunningham followed slowly. He had 
almost forgotten the wedding ring, but 
as he recalled his business in Beverly, 
his heart sank. Why did Gertrude have 
to show Edyth that fool clipping, any
way? 

As he <Jntered the auction room, he 
saw Horace thoughtfully regarding a 
pair of elaborate, heavy silver candle· 
sticks. Deliberately, Cunningham turn
ed and walk€d towards the opposite side 
of the room. And as he watched Horace 
and his ,;andlesticks out of the corner 
of his eye, he determined again to him
self that he should have that ring, if he 
had to move heaven and earth to get it! 

The room was nearly filled. The great
er number were men-prosperous, don't
care-about-thc-price kind of men, for the 
most part. Cunningham grimly wond
ered how many of them were after the 
ring. But the portraits, he decided, 
would be more in their line-au over
abundance of money didn't usually make 
men sentimental. 

The two portraits hung side by side, 
directly behind him. He turned and re
garded them admiringly. 

"A fellow must be pretty hard up," he 
remarked to the man standing next to 
him, "to :iell such heirlooms as those." 

The man shrugged his shoulders. 
"You'd think so, but as a matter of 

fact, he isn't. I happen to know that nt 
this very minute he has one small for
tune in United Steel." 

Cunningham whistled beneath his 
breath. 

"There he is, now," his neighbor vol
unteered. "Up here in front looking at 
that big bed spread with the auctioneer." 

Cunningham turned and regarded the 
man curiously. He was handsome in a 
careless, dissolute sort of way. But 
there was a sharp, driving gleam in his 
black eyes, a scornful twist about his 
thin lips, a stoop to his shoulders, that 
raised in Cunningham an unexplainable 
feeling of animosity. Instinctively he dis
liked the :'nan. Cunningham moved near
er the door so that he could see him 
better. 

"I beg your pardon," came in low and 
strangely agitated tones from the hall 
behind him. 

Cunningham recoitlized the voice, but 
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had not the courage to turn and f cc 
t he s1wakcr. He looked around him to 
sec to whu111 she was speaking. 'rhcn he 
felt a touch-a very light touch-on his 
arm. He turned quickly. 

"Will you please step out into t]1e 
ha II?" she r ·quested. 

doesn't unclerztand, that's all. I?ut you 
do, don't rou ?" she demandt•cl i,n1mfaive
ly. 

Cunningham nodded. 
"\ 'di, among other things, lL'':, g inr; 

to sell a wedding rin1~-Martha Wafh
in)'ton's wedding ring-:1n<l my mot. -
er',. r [utlwr lwsn't ,·;01n it since fath
er dit:d, but it's L>rcakin ~ Iv'!' heart to 
]>art w:th it now. I can't t· .plain it, :'>fr. 
Cunningh:rn1, but you ]:now Low yo 1'd 
f:-cl about any wcddin~ 1·ing that h:vl 
been in yo:1r family for so many ye::r;,, 
and f/i;s ring-why it means tll'Jl'<J to my 
mother than anything els(;; in ihc v:o,·'.d. 
I ldicvc she would die i! nnyt:iin·~ like 
t'ti:; happened to it." 

He saw that she was lrcmb]ing. 
"Why, certainly," he as.-iented, making 

nn effort to conc1;al his astonishment. 
Once ont,;idc the room, whern foe sale 

was just heginning-, and in the quiet, 
desert;,;d con idor, he wnitcd fo1· her to 
be~in. 

"I wonder-:" she hesitated. "I 
wonder i r you wouW mind biclcling' for 
me on something whi"h is to uc sold in 
a little while. I-would you?" 

"Why, ccrlt1inly not-if I can be of 
any l'ctvlcc to you-" 

"Of courzc you must think I'm rather 
-wrJ!l, that it's not quite the thing to 
do, but I assure you, Mr.-" 

" Cunnitwham." 
''..!lfr. Cunning:iam, tliat absolute nec

cs.;1ty alone would force me to ask you. 
No, I don't mean quite that-not the 
wny it so1.111d~ , anywuy-" 

Sh• sc~mcd more cmbarn:i~~ed than 
ever, and n1zcd long- and earnestly ut t c 
door knob :may down at the end of the 
hull. .Judging from past experience that 
n remark from him would not help mat
ters any, Cunningham waited in si lence. 
Suddenly, she turned to him again. 

"It's rather a difficult matter to ex
pla in," she began, "-and quite pcr~on
al. I know you have a right to some 
explanation''. She ignored his denying 
shake of the head. "Besides, I'd rather." 

''l h.-ui·~d1t every cent of mon ·.•y I conld 
get toi.rcthcr with me to.lay, ink11Jing 
to buy it, but my brother's here. I did
n't expect he would br, you ,e~he's 
brcn away. He'd he ,·ei-y :incry if he 
saw 111e and be ,idc.;, he'd never in the 
world let me hnve the rin~. I don't 
know nnyone here-my home fa in Clear
field- anll I jn~ t muRt have it;-.nnd there 
was no one c!s to ask." 

Meanwhile, Cunningh::1111 ,·;::u e,·p~ri
encin1~ a v:iriety of 1,.cn.;.nti01:s. Chief 
among them was an almost ov~nvhclm
ing- dcsirn to knock down lllis.1 La·1-
throp':1 brother on the 1-1pot, and swd 
that young lady home to Clcarfi~ld with 
a portra·t under each arm and the rini; 
in her pocket. Then he rcmemhercd that 
Edyth harl sent hi111 expressly for that 
ring for her. But nevcrthclc:c:s, Edyth 
had not the slightest claim to it, while 
Miss Lanthrop and her mother-why it 
belonged to them. He had no right and 
Edyth had no right to-he smiled to 
himself as he realized that his mind hnd 
been unconsciously rehearsing the line 
of argument he would have to use with 
Edyth. Yes, it was with Edyth, not 
himself, that he was arguing. For 
there was, of course, only one thing to 
do. 

" 1y name," she continued , "is Lan
thrnp-Vi rginia Lanthrop-and it's my 
brothe r who is selling these things today. 
They're all-well, in the family, you 
know, bnt neither my mother nor I 
wished him to sell any more. He-he 
thinks-." She was sveaking with ap
parent reluctance now, and Cunningham 
felt that she was passing over as quickly 
as possible the most unpleasant part. 
"He thinks it's more practical for us to 
have the money we can get for the 
things you sec, in there, than to keep 
them. But-oh, J can't explain, but it 
isn't really necessary. He has sold a 
great many things already and-he just 

And so, when she had finished, he re
plied without hesitancy, "I shall be only 
too glad, Miss Lanthrop, to be of service 
to you and your mother. And thank you 
for trusting me." 

She smiled at him a trifle doubtfully. 
Even so, it was such a smile that Cun
ningham involuntarily wondered why 
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she hadn't started out with it. Most girls 
would have, he decided. 

She opened her bag and took from it 
a roll of bank notes. 

"There's II thousand dollars here," she 
explained, handing them to him. "It's 
all I have, but maybe there won't be 
much bidding for it-" 

"1'11 do the very best I can," he as
sured her. "And 1'11 find you-?" 

"Here--as soon as you have it." 
It was just forty minutes later that 

Cunningham delivered to her-a plain, 
gold band ring-which looked just like 
any other old-fashioned wedding ring, 
except for tho precious names engraved 
inside-and a much depleted roll of 
notes. 

"Thank you, vccy, very much," she 
eaid simply. "My mother will be more 
than grateful t-0 you when she knows. 
And I'm sure that she'll hope for the 
pleasure of being able to thank you, her
self, some day." 

She hesitated. 
"I was sort of. horrid in the taxi, 

wasn't l'I" 
And before Cunningham could say a 

word, she was gone, down the steps and 
up the street, towards the station. 

Cunningham felt a trifle uneasy as he 
prepared to go to Edyth's that night. 
And he realized that it was the uneasi
ness of intuition rather than that of rea
son. For he found it not at all difficult 
to convince himself that Edyth would 
understand-would be reasonable, at 
least. Indeed, unfortunate, as he admit
ted the incident to be, the more he 
thought of it, the clearer it seemed to 
him that he had followed the only pos
sible course. And he would not wrong 
Edyth by allowing for an instant the 
thought to enter his mind that she, her
self, would have done otherwise. And 
yet, deep in his heart, he felt uneasy, 
uncertain that he would be able to make 
her understand. 

That the incident had provided a con
venient escape for him, never entered 
Cunningham's mind. Although he still 
realized how unwise the purchase would 
have been, it never occurred to him sec
retly to welcome any circumstance which 

would prevent his keeping his promise. 
He was genuinely so rry to have to dis
appoint Edyth. She had set her heart 
on having that ring, and Edyth, ho ad
mitted to himself with a rueful smile, 
was used Lo getting what she wanted. 

The telephone rang. It was Edyth. 
"Oh, Dick," she greeted him, "I'm so 

glad you .;ot it!" 
"Got what?" he asked, conscious of 

an uncomfortable, sinking feeling in his 
heart. 

"Why, the ring, of course. Horace saw 
you there and told me you had it. I'm 
crazy to see it. Hurry and bring it over, 
won't you?" 

"I'm coming right over now. But, 
Edyth, I haven't tho ring." 

"You haven't the ring? Why, Horace 
saw you got it!" 

"I'll explain when I sec you, dear. 
I'm coming right away. Good-bye." 

Once again Cunningham felt strongly 
resentful towards Horace. Of course, it 
would be harder than ever to make 
Edyth understand now! 

When ho entered the living room, half 
an hour later, ho found a rather icy lit
tle person impatiently waiting for him. 

"Well?" she greeted shortly. 
He told her the story from beginning 

to end. She heard him through without 
a word. She was so calm that Cunning
ham was beginning to breathe freely 
again. 

"And so you see, dear, I just couldn't 
get it," he finished. 

"Perhaps," she suggested in a cool, 
matter-of-fact tone, "perhaps your 
friend, Miss Lanthrop, would like this 
ring, also." 

She jerked the solitaire from her fing
er and hold it out to Cunningham. He 
made no effort to take it but sat stupefied 
and motionless. 

"At any rate," she continued calmly, 
"I'm suro I no longer have any use for 
it. I told you that I would be married 
to you with that ring or not at all. I
I hate you, Richard Cunningham!" 

Cunningham spoke with apparent ef-
fort. 

"You mean that, Edyth?" 
"Certainly, I mean it. Good-bye." 
And., without another word, she left 

him alone. 
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Cunningham was thankful for his 
work that winter-was thankful for all 
the demands upon his time, which, be· 
fore, had been so unwelcome. As far as 
possible, he erased the subject of the 
wedding ring from his mind. When he 
thought of it at all, it wns with a curi
ous mixture of regret and thankfulness. 

Spring came. It seemed to rouse Cun
ninghnm from his lcthnrgy. He felt a 
new sense of life and power. 

Then one morning on his way to his 
office, he saw the red flag of an auction 
sale. For the first time he felt no bit
terness, no regret-only relief-and hap. 
piness. Yes, he admitted to himself, he 
was happy-unreasonably, but unmistak
ably, happy. He pictured it all again. 
He remembc,red how Virginia had looked 
and every word she had spoken. 

"And I know my mother will hope for 
the pleasure of thanking you, herself, 
some day," she had said. 

Well, why not? He really deserved 
the thanks, even though th y didn't ex
pect he'd ever come for it. She--Mrs. 
Lanthrop, that is-lived in Clearfield. 
Clearfield wasn't so far away, or so large 
-he'd find her easily enough. 

And find her he did. 
It was a warm, beautiful day in early 

May that Cunningham went to Clear
field. The Lanthrop house, he learned, 
was on the very outskirts or tho little 
town. As he walked swiftly along the 
wide village street, which soon became a 
shady country road, he felt a curious 
senst of freedom, of elution. He had nev
er before seen the apple blossoms so 
lovely, and the wonderful smell of spring 
seemed everywhere. 

And then he saw the house. It was a 
lovely old rambling frame house-the 
kind he'd always dreamed of. He pic
tured wide, high-ceilinged halls with lit
tle round rag rugs on tho bare floors, a 
tilt-top mahogany table with a shining 
mirror above it and a big bowl of frag
rant, purple wood violets on the glossy 
top. Nearby would hang a quaint samp
ler, and here would be one or two lovely 
oil portraits, dimmed a little with age, 
perhaps-portraits of tho illustrious an
cestors of a brown-eyed girl. 

The sweet-faced, white-haired little 
lady in black who met Cunningham at 

the gate, titted into the picture exactly. 
She welcomed him with gracious, old
fashioned courtesy, before she knew who 
he was. 

And then Virginia came. She had on 
a simple, blue gingham dress and the 
brown hair Richard remembered so well 
was lovlier than he had imagined, as it 
blew loosely around her flushed cheeks. 
In her hands she carried a big bunch of 
the very violets he had dreame of. He 
took this as a favorable sign. And it 
must have been, for everything hap
pened just as he had told himself it 
must, and just as the gods must have 
decreed long ago. 

"I suppose," he remarked as he was 
about to say good-bye at the nd of that 
first golden afternoon, "that you have 
quite made up your mind to be married 
with that ring?" 

"Why-yes, I suppose so--yes.'' 
"Isn't that interesting," he replied. 

"Because, do you know, Virginia, I have 
tool" 

And she smiled l 
Irene Hamilton, '23 

The Privileges of Age 
I have always longed for the privileges 

of age. Now that I have reached the 
mature age of twenty-three, it has oc
curred to me that 1 am at last entitled 
to claim them. For years my greatest 
ambition has been to attain that high
water mark of maturity when I should 
not be considered a child, but old enough 
to do whatever I chose without restric
tion or advice. To be able to drive an 
automobile whenever and wherever I 
would, to go to a dance unchaperoned, 
buy my clothes without assistance, 
and to be consulted on such important 
matters as the new paper for the li
brary, or what to have for lunch, was 
to me the acme of all that advancing 
years should hold. 

In order to prove just what I mean in 
a more comprehensive manner, let me 
consider the days of old. It is not a 
pleasure to be the youngest one of a large 
family. For fourteen years, I was the 
only child, the only grandchild, and the 
only niece. Consequently it fell to my 
lot to be the last one served on all oc
casions, especially on Thanksgiving and 
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Christmas. How often have I watched 
111j' fnther 01· uncle serve all the breast 
of the Lurl·ey to the elderly aunts and 
cous:n:i, or been mnde to wait until Aunt 
Sal'a or Uncle Edwin had helped them
s..ih c, to the choicest hits of cc•lcry be
fore my turn cnme. Aftt'r dinner, too, I 
lad to sit stiflly about in son1e corner, 
quil'tl~' turni11g the p:i1tes of an unintcr
cst · :; bool·, while niy elders played auc
tion a:irl ate bon-bonJ with n care!ess 
gra:: , 1w:cr thinl-in~ that lit ,le Bc~ky 
111i~~·1t like to I.ave f,Omc one play with 
her r offer hn a nice caram l. It is 
no womlcr lhat I e.,pr ·s~C'cl the , ul rar 
and tlistrc.:.,inr; cntimcnt that I w:shccl 
1 b !o. , l to th:! butcher's famil:, where 
thc,·J v:cre c;·~ht children in. tend of one 
c'1i ,l. The thought tl.ut my Lum \.'as 
con~in, ·,, hen I shou'd be old enou:;h 
to eXJll' .1 my i,lc: s as Lo how the younp:
cr ceneration he trcntt-,1, w:is a <'ontin
unl s.il..cc. It entcrL:iined lilt' more thor
o 1 :h :, tl.an either the illustrated Hiblc 
or "The Life of th Dee". I tihould be 
a ,, 0\"11-up s nw clay myself! Such w:H 
my rilent suffcrini; ! 

And whnt did I nsk in return? 1'1ercly 
this, thnt I be one of tho;;e ,;ho shonl<I 
do alt the tall·in"', g-ct all the ntLrntion, 
stir up alt the di ·tnrbance and nev1>r be 
puni:.ht•d nor reusoncd with for "spoil
ing the whole party". That would be 
he,. ven inclcecl ! If I could say in a loud 
and distinct voice, "Dr. Shepard, we 
don't U[~n:e with you on that suhj.,ct," 
juot , .; Aunt Katht•rine us .cl to .ny when 
that 1·cverend gentlemen started in on 
his pct theory or Salvation by Faith; 
or if I ould a.k someone to run up
stair:; and get my jacket, or even have 
a gentleman put on my rubbers, I .;hould 
be well rewarded for my long years of 
quiet, unobtrusive childhoorl. 

Young people are supposed to be man
nerly, but old people arc privileged to 
be rude. That I have often noticed. 
When the Misses Pendleton used to come 
to tea, Miss Carrie was apt to speak her 
mind quite openly, and no one ever told 
her to juclge not that she be not judged. 
She didn't always like the things we had 
to eat either. Once we had creamed sal
mon and when she was served she said 
she never ate fish, so Mother had Ellen 
make her an omelet. They never did that 

for Ille. I was alwayo told when I went 
out to a meal, that if I didn't like n 
thing-, I wa.; Lo say nothing about it, 
Lut to prtlend I enjoye<l it. I well re
nwmbcr frying to c·aL tur ips at irs. 
Briin~s'. I had a Hpccial awrsion to 
tlH m, anyway, but folio ving in.;tructions 
I had heroically eaten them firflt, saving 
the delicious beef. teak and mashed po
tatoet: until last, a:- a 1sort of reward of 
n ~1 it. However, Fate was against me 
that clny, for I had 110 soonc,r finished 
the last 11oulh ful or turnipt; Lhan l\Ir. 
Di-i.··1;s ~licl another helping- on my p'nte, 
nncl I d'<l my Lest to cat that too, but 
I had c:it •n so 111 eh tnrnip that my ap
pet:tc was completely t. ken aw:1y. 1 in
wardly re ·okecl Lhcn and there, never 
to force things on n child. 

T:t1'c the mnttt•r o( thunder storms, to 
help :trm1~th\:11 1 1y point as to the un
clcniablc pri, ilc·;'cs of age. A maiden 
cou~·n of mine has ah-rnys been fri~ht
enccl into h. ~terin by lhcm, nnrl when
!'\ er a dorm is .;ccn to approach, fri •1111 
and rclulivc3 rush to her hum(' to be with 
her and so divert her mind, while the 
storm i. raging. I, too, disliked thund
er it or111s, but no ot1P e,·cr tric·cl to 
amuse me nt such times. If I utt,,red 
the JcasL c ·y when a pnrticularly blind
i11g flash of lighlnin1; came, i;onte one 
would say, "Su~an Rebecca, don't you 
know that God will protrct you in n 
rto1·m us well as in the sunshine?" I 
u~ed to wonder why Cousin Sue wasn't 
told that too, nncl once I asl·ecl Dael ancl 
he said that I . houlcln't be disrPspcctful. 
Childr ,n never do get sati:factory ans
wers, anyway. 

The two ends of life, infancy ancl old 
a;::c, arc indulged in tht>ir little fancies. 
,vhencvcr my baby brother cried, Romc-

ne used to rock him or Ree if the cause 
of his crying could be discovered. Just 
so with my 1;randm0Lher. If she coughed 
or sneezed, one person would get a shawl, 
another would light a fire on the hearth, 
or try in some wny to remedy matters. 
But not so with a child of nondescript 
age. Whenever I cried, Mother always 
knew the cause-sometimes she was the 
cause herself-and when I coughed or 
sneezed, out came the medicine. 

It is really no small wonder that youth 
is haunted with misgivings. It seems 
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impo.;sible at times to ascertain whether 
pt:oplc arc laughing with you or at you. 
There is no use to make a fuss over 
thing"S, for if you do you arc punished, 
nnd when you am docile, you come out 
at the wrong encl of the horn. 

There is rnmc consolation however, 
in the fact that if you onl; dislike a 
thing enon1~h, there must be some merit 
in the disliking of it. That is the way I 
feel about youth. People always tell you 
that you arc hrn ing :i,-our h:ip1>icst days 
when you arc a chilu, but I notice that 
they imiile when they say it. Who could 
be enjoyin herself who i. supposed to 
be seen ancl not heard? The mere foct 
thnt every snccccdim~ year is n little 
nicer than the preceding one mnkes you 
1·ea!iz<' that your c>lclers are merely de
lud1111~ you. I therefore foe] justitled in 
dl·t1olmcinr:- youth as a : t , ppi111t-stone to 
higher things-a 11eriorl in one's life 
when the least d, cit upon, the b0ttcr. 

0, rare old a re, thou ha t heC'n mri
lir~n!.'rl. Although it has bc0n Raid that 
ag('d people have to be helpc>d ahout nnd 
trmt1•cl like childr<'n, I thin!· that the few 
disach'antag-cs which ag-e may hrinr~ are 
not to be comparc>rl with the utter de
f ,nee! sHnes;; of youth. 

Rebecca Eliot, '20 

Horace, Odes III, 30 
My life draws near its close. 'l'he race i 

run, 
And I an im·entory take to judge 
My worth and pow'r. I now have made 

complete 
A monument more la ting far than 

bronze; 
More lofty, too, than regal dust of man's 
Vast pyramids. No wasting rains, nor 

yet 
The mighty strength and rage of Aquilo, 
Nor countless seasons' flight may harm 

my fame. 
It cannot be that I shall wholly d ie. 
Libiteria , t hat grim and sable gua r d 
Of Death's dark rit es, will ne'er r eceive 

within 
H er clutch t he greatest part of me. So 

on 
And on my glory must increase,- re

newcd 
By praise from generations still to come. 

As long as, with the silent maids, the 
priest 

'l'he sacred hill ascends, my nume abroad, 
In place:; where the rushing mountain 

stream 
Descends, where Daunus holds his roy-

al sway 
0' r rustic folk, I clure to think will be 
'l'he chief mnon r the poets there, l.i •c:luse, 
Though I am sprung from humble pa-

rent.·wc 
The first W!\H I to set Acolic verse 
'l'o Latin m a . ure. Then as5urne the 

pride, 
J\1elpomenr, yo r merits hrl\' deserved, 
And :~ladly now upon my shining- heat!, 
A , Tt:, th of WOY<'n Delphic laurel plar-c. 

J'athl·cn E1.1u·::io11, '23 

The Fourth In ercolleginte Voca
tional Confcre ce 

Th ,\ nnu:11 Vo ·ntional Con ferc>nc, for 
undcn•racluat!.':; w:1s heh! this .'enr at 
Cornell Unin•rsit. •, • lar h the fifth and 
sixth. Since \Vhcaton play, d ~u ·h an im
portant part in thr org-anization uf this 
moYement, a Tl' iort of the conference 
should be of intf'rt' t to all of thosu con-

cctcd with the collcw·. 
A fler adclrL ~c:; o': welcome to the uc1<•

g-ntcs, the conference was op 0 nccl by Dr. 
Drewer of Harvard University, who di:
c>u~sed the import-Ince of ihc> ·ocntional 
mo\•emenl. At prc•t•nt Vocational Guid
ance is a much 111isunclc>rstood term. Dr. 
Brewer believes thiA to be due to ignor
ance and to confusion with vocational 
education. The fc:tr that Yorational stu 
dy is not cultural is ill-founclccl. On the 
contrary there is a definite unity be
tween vocational and cultural study. 
There shoul<l be a distinct combination 
between theory and practice. He also 
brought out the point that the world 
needs n great deal of vocational guidance 
befor t he industrial problems can be set
tled. Vocational guidance ought to make 
culture richer and more permeated with 
practic.'1.l values. 

T he vocations covered by the speak
er s were chemistry , industrial research 
(statistical and investigation work in 
factories and other industrial organ iza
tions) , household economics, d ietetics, 
textiles, interior decoration, educational 
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work in stores, psychiatry, politics, news
paper work, social work, banking and 
bonding. 

There are now forty-nine member col
leges of the lntercolleginte Vocational 
Guidance Association. Of these member 
colleges Wheaton has the most efficiently 
organized student bureau. The intercol
legiate committee voted to employ a re
search worker and to circulate monthly 
letters and reports. 

The answer to "what is education?" is 
as indefinite as the answer to "what is 
life?". Both are what we make them. The 
highest life is that of service. Each in
dividual owes the duty to himself to 
learn what sort of service he is most fit
ted for, and then to use his energy to 
develop himself for life. 

Doris M. Townsend, '20. 

Editorials 
The end of the Easter Vacation means 

many new things for Wheaton student-s. 
It means that the last term of our col
lege year has come and that we arc 
soon to become Sophomores, Juniors, 
Seniors, or Alumnae as the case may be; 
that we arc to choose our rooms and 
make our plans for our life the next 
year; and above all, that we are to elect 
those girls who are to represent us in the 
various organizations. Elections arc one 
of the most important features of the 
spring term. They are a big part of 
our college life. W c must elect girl who 
will go out and represent Wheaton. We 
must put aside all personal prejudice 
and vote for the girl who is suitable for 
the position. Let us put elections this 
year upon an entirely impersonal basis 
and vote not for our friends but for 
those whom we believe to be most capable 
of upholding their office. In that way, 
the year 1920-21 will bid fnir to be a 
p1·osperous and successful year. 

The end of the year is upon us. Final 
examinations are already posted and 
we know that before many weeks 
we shall be going through a period simi
Inr to that which we experienced in Jan
uary. It is much harder now, however, 
to buckle down to work than it was in 
January, when the campus was buried 
in snow. Let us keep up our courage, 

however, and work harder than ever to 
rnnke this term a fitting close to a euc
cessful year. 

Few colleges have the facilities tor 
nature study that we have here at 
Wheaton. We are situated at a sufficient 
distance from the city, so that we havo 
woods and fields which are quite undis
turbed. Now the springtime is here, and 
we have a wonderful chance for observ
ing the birds and wild flowers here in 
Norton. These spring days lure all out
of-doors the greater part of the day. We 
walk morning, noon, and evening and 
should be noticing what is happening 
around us. How many students know 
the different kinds of wild flowers which 
may be found in Norton'/ One member of 
the faculty had seen twenty-four differ
ent kinds of birds bchveen the first of 
January and the last oi March. Can any 
member of the student body say the 
same? Why not get up, these beautiful 
spring mornings, and take count of the 
birds seen in an early walk before break
fast? 

We have all enjoyed the splendid post
ers which have been made generously 
this year by various girls of the art 
classes. They represent, many of them, 
hours of patient work, and we wish to 
extend a hearty appreciation to all who 
have contributed to the attractiveness of 
the Bulletin board this year. 

Our Song Book is now two years old. 
Is it not time to be thinking of getting 
out a new one'/ 

College Notes 

Calendar 
March 1-Inter-Church Movement Cam

paign. 
March 2-Mr. W. R. Renton, Winches

ter, Lecture in the interests of Red 
Cross on Belgium. 

March 3-Y. W. C. A. 
Cabinet. 
Psyche. 

March 4-Studio Club. 
March 6-Y. W. C. A. Fair. 
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March 10-Y. W. C. A. 
Cabinet. 
Deutsche Verein. 

March 11-Lecture by Mrs. 
Clark. 

Kate Upson 

"Solomon's Versus The Modern 
Woman". 

March 13-Vaudeville. 
March 14-Rev. Dr. F. H. Palmer. 
March 17-Y. W. C. A. 

Cabinet. 
Classical Club. 

March 18-Glee Club Concert. 
March 20-Athletic l\.foet. 
March 21-Rev. Dr. F. H. Palmer. 
March 22-Lecture by Mr. F. C. Brown. 

"Elizabethan Stage." 
March 23-Y. W. C. A. Miss Honsinger, 

speaker for Student Volunteer 
Movement. 
Cabinet. 
Cercle Francais. 

In the Outlook of March the 24th tho 
article entitled "Music and the Ame;ican 
Soldier" is of unique interest to those 
C?nnected wit~ Wheaton. It is a descrip
tion of eft'cct1ve war work done without 
any red. tape and with no expense by 
a comm1tteo of only two. What was ac
complished was the fulfilling of the 
great ~esire of the men for music by 
appeahng to Americans for the unused 
musical instruments found in many 
homes. The people of the United States 
responded heartily with the result that 
over three thousand instruments were 
received and given out to the soldiers 
which brought unestimable cheer. Thi~ 
splendid work was initiated by Mr. Or
lando Rouland, and his special interest 
to Wheaton is his portrait of Miss A. El
len Stanton, a former principal of the 
Seminary. This painting hangs in the 
faculty room. A drawing of Mr. Reu
land himself, done by Miss Amy Otis of 
the Art Department, is on exhibition in 
the Lower Studio. 

On the evening of February the twen
ty-seventh, Wheaton was fortunate in 
hearing a concert given by a quartet of 
singers from the Hampton Institute. 
Miss Scoville, who accompanied the men, 
pleaded for the education and uplift of 
the negro race. The concert was of es-

pecial interest to the students because 
Wheaton College has for a long time 
maintained a scholarship at the Insti
tute and has watched with admiration 
the success and progress which it has 
made. 

Beginning on March the first, and con
tinuing for two days, speakers represent
ing the Inter-Church Movement Cam
paign gave enlightening talks on the 
work which is being undertaken by that 
organization and its future plans for the 
campaign which has been inaugurated. 

The Y. W. C. A. Fair which was held 
on March the sixth proved to be one of 
unusual success. The sale of handiwork, 
Japanese articles, and billets doux, wore 
among the many attractions. 

Fancy dancing by Juliet Hughes ('23), 
music by the Mandolin Club, and a play
let by Bethiah F. Waterman ('21) and 
Elizabeth B. Hall ('21) furnished excel
lent ntertainmcnt. The officers of the 
association were well pleased with the 
proceeds realized from the fair. 

On March the eleventh, Mrs. Kate Up
son Clark gave a lecture entitled "Solo
mon's Versus the Modern Woman". Her 
charming personality is a constant de
light, and her lecture held up admirable 
and inspiring ideals of womanhood. 

The Vaudeville Show took place on 
Saturday evening, March the thirteenth. 
The program consisted of eight clever 
and entertaining acts, among which, one 
given by the faculty was especially en-
joyed. 

Phyllis Coombs (A.'20) has brought 
honor to Wheaton by submitting the 
prize cover to the Lehigh Burr Maga
zine. The issue for which her drawing 
was accepted is made up entirely of com
petitive work, being a composite of the 
best stories and dra,vings from many 
colleges. Wheaton, therefore, feels proud 
that the magazine cover should be the 
work of a Wheaton girl. 

The Colonial Party was held on Febru
ary the twenty-first. Among a great 



18 THE WHEATON RECORD 

variety oC costumes, those of Dorothy T . 
Morgan and Ecthiah F. Waterman were 
awarded the prize by the judges. An 
amusing sketch on the youth of George 
,vashir;:;-ton , ·a· given by Elhcl Dorr, 
'23, Louise Dinp:well '23 , and Eleanor 
Hutchinson '23. 

On Sr.turclay evening February the 
seventh, the Sophomore Class was enter
tained b • Dr. and l\lrs. Cole. 

Doris Townsend and Frances B. Carr 
atten rlcd a conference at ornell Univer
sity in connection with their worl· with 
the Vocational Bureau. 

The Glee Club Concert was held on 
March the eip:htecntl1. After a splendid 
program given by the Club, the girls en
joyed dancing with music furnished by 
two orchestras from Boston, an oppor
tunity afforded through the efforts of 
Mr. Tucker. 

Under the auspices of the Pi,yelP So
ciety, Profcs~or Dallas Lore Sharp lec
tured to the student body on April the 
seventh. 'l'hose who have heard him be
fore anticipated the event and their ex
pectations were delightfully atisfied. 

With no trolleys running and frequent 
blizzards crippling train service, habitual 
week-enders have found in the past 
month difficulties hard to overcome. 
These circum!ltances have been respon
sible for the impromptu parties held in 
the gymnasium the Saturday evenings of 
February the twenty-eighth and March 
the twentieth . 

On March the twenty-second, Mr. F. C. 
Brown gave an interesting lecture on 
the Elizabethan stage and its relation to 
the modern theater. 

Athletic Notes 

The first game of the basket-ball sea
son was played between the seniors and 
sophomores on Tuesday, February t he 
seventeenth. The game was an exceed-

ingly close one, being a tic at the end 
of the first half. The final score read 
38-37 in the sophomore:;' favor. 

On February the nineteenth, the jun
iors bJat the frc shnwn 31-30. The fresh
men foiled to get warmed up till the last 
haU:, when they succeeded in vcn ·ng up 
the Ecorc to an exciting point. 

The soph011ores brat the juniors 40-25 
on the twcnLieth of Fcbruury. 

The ga1ne between the sophomores and 
fre3hmcn was the mo.;t exciting of all 
the series. The gumc took place on 
Thursday, February the twenty-sixth. 
Almo:it the whole student body turned 
out to sec the contest, and the cheering 
w, s very spirited. The plarin~ was most 
pcctacular, the sophomo1·es standing 

out especially for their splendid t<'am
work . The sophomores were the winners 
with a ::;core of 52-11. 

The last game of the series took pince 
on the following duy, whim the sopho
rnorcll won the championship by def1mt
ing the seniors ,17-30. The playing on 
both iiicles was most commendable, hut 
the tt'an1-work of the sophomores again 
won the day. 

The varsity basket-ball squ~d has been 
practising for some time, but the team 
had not been chosen when th is goes to 
press . It is to be hoped that we shall 
have isome outside gam s this year, for 
Wheaton gives promise of a e-ood team. 
The alumnae game is ~cheduled for the 
firsL day of May. J enn Barber ( A.'20) 
ha been elected captain of the varsity 
team. 

The annual sophomore-freshman meet 
was held in the gymnasium on March the 
twentieth. Both classes showed the re
sults of hard, determined work under t he 
able guidance of Miss Walli s. Bu t in 
both apparatus and fl oor work t he fresh
men proved superior to the sophomores , 
a nd they were given the guardianship 
of the cup. 
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. Phyllis Coombs (A'20) was the indi
vidual winner of the meet. Second place 
wa~ held by Elizabeth L. Savage ('28), 
wh1lo Eleanor T. Dickenson ('22) ranked 
third. 

Tho winners of the sophomore class 
Wero as follows: Phyllis Coombs (A.'20), 
first place; Eleanor T. Dickinson ( '22), 
sc~ond place; Hazel B. Mayhew (A.'20), 
third place. 

The winners of the freshmen class 
Were as follows: Elizabeth L. Savage, 
first place; Mildred L. Avery, second 
place; Alice P. Phinney, third place. 

The wand drill was won by Phyllis 
Coon,bs (A.'20), first place; Hazel B. 
May~ew (A.'20), second place; Eleanor 
T. Dickenson ('22) third place. 

The freshmen dumb bell drill was won 
by Roselle E. Fuller, first place; Eliza
beth L. Savage, second place; Doris L. 
Black, third place. 

The marching tactics were won by the 
freshman class. 

The dancing was won by the freshman 
class. The Kerry dance was won by Mil
dred L. Kline ('2S), first place; Roselle 
E. Fuller ('2S), second place. The 
French polka was won by Doris L. 
Black ('23), first place; Katharine S. 
Kingman (A.'20), second place. 

The apparatus was won by the fresh
man class, but the individual places 
were: Elizabeth L. Savage ('23), first 
place; Eleanor T. Dickenson ('22), sec
ond place; Phyllis Coombs (A.'20), third 
place. 

A number from all the classes took 
part in tho cxhibitional apparatus, but 
no points were given for this work. The 
travelling rings were won by PhyJlis 
Coombs (A.'20). On the flying rings, 
Eleanor T. Dickenson ('22) won the 
handstand ; Phyllis Coombs (A.'20) was 
the winner of the angel; and the neck
hang was won by 0. Grace Haseltine 
('20). The winner of the somersault 
vault was Eleanor T. Dickenson ('23). 
Mildred L. Avery ('2S) won the giant 
stride. 

The game of kick-ball was won by the 
sophomore class with a score of 7-0. 

The judges of the meet were Mrs. 
lnglekaufer, supervisor of gymnastics in 
Fall River, Miss Nelson from the Sar-

gent School, and Miss Bass, physical in
structor at Jackson College. 

Girls, we want to have a baseball se
ries this year. Last year the idea had to 
bo given up as the girls failed to come 
out to practice. We have some good ma
terial and we want to make use of it. 
Plan your work so that there will be 
plenty of time for baseball! 

Alumnae Notes 
NEW YORK WHEATON CLUB 

The Wheaton Club of New York held 
its second meeting of the season on Sat
urday, November 21st, at the Hotel Mc
Alpin. The annual el ction of officers 
took place at the business meeting, and 
the following were elected to servo for 
1920: president, Mrs. William H. Kniffin 
(Gertrude M. Griffin '10); first vice-pres
ident, Mrs. Frederick D. Greene (Sarah 
A. Foster '8G); vice-president, Mrs. 
Frank H. Twyefi'ort (Ruth Haviland 
'07,); secretary, Harriot E. Hughes 
('18) ; treasurer, Polly Dix ('10-'12) ; 
business manager, Elizabeth Briggs; as
sistant business manager, Elsa K. Jans
sen. 

Following tho plan adopted for the 
meetings this year, the program was of 
civic topics. Mrs. Cornelia S. Robin on, 
of the State Federation of Women's 
Clubs, spoke on the subject, "Our City 
Government". Mrs. Kate Upson Clark 
('69) talked on "What is a Patriot?", the 
subject of one of her most recent lec
tures. There were also musical selections. 
After the meeting tea was served. 

The annual spring luncheon of the 
Club will be given on Saturday, April 
the tenth, at the Hotel McAlpin. Presi
dent and Mrs. Cole will be the guests of 
honor. The program will be in charge of 
Mrs. Kate Upson Clark. 

WESTERN NEW YORK WHEATON 
CLUB 

A meeting of the Western New York 
Wheaton Club was held at the homo of 
Mildred L. Ogden ('09), February the 
sixth. Papers by Miss Florence L, Sher
man ('10) and Miss Ogden were read on 
"The Beginning of American Art". Fol-
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lowing the discussion tea was served and 
the usual social hour was spent in remin
iscing about old Wheaton days. 

CONNECTICUT WHEATON CLUB 

It was the great pleasure of the Con
necticut Wheaton Club to have as its 
guest in Hartford, on Friday evening, 
March the 5th, Mrs. Kate Upson Clark, 
author and lecturer, a graduate of 
Wheaton in the class of 1869, and since 
1907 a trustee of the institution. 

Following the dinner held at six-thirty 
o'clock at the Hotel Bond Annex, Mrs. 
Clark addressed the members and their 
guests on the subject "The Mother of the 
Future". 

Births 
Born to Mr. and Mrs. Frank M. Col

linwood (Justine Taber '13) on January 
31, a son, Frank McFarlane, Jr. 

Born to Mr. and Mrs. Charles E. 
Howe (Florence E. Burt '17) on Febru
ary 2G, a daughter, Marilyn, 

Born to Mr. and Mrs. Harold S. War
ren (Helen K. MacArthur A.'18) on 
February 3, a daughter, Margaret Eliz.a
beth. 

Born to fr. and Mrs. George Shipmnn 
(Elizabeth Johnson '13) on December l!>, 
a son, James. 

Engagements 
Marian C. Luce ('16) to Ernest R. 

Stock. 
Vera N. C. DeMeritte ('18) to Eaton 

Cook. 

Katherine Bell ('11-'13) to Paul L. 
Russel. 

Deaths 
Mrs. John K. Creevey ( Caroline A. 

Stickney) a graduate of the Seminary in 
the class of 18G3, died February 19, 1920, 
at Fort Myers, Florida. Mrs. Crcevey 
was the author of various books on bot
any, and was considered an authority on 
this subject. She was a devoted graduate 
of the Seminary. 

Recently, Mrs. James H. Dean (Eve
lyn Reed '45) of Taunton. 

Recently, Mrs. Freeman F. Fisher 
(Eliz.aboth D. Clapp '54-'60) of Rcad
ville. 

Personals 
'69. 

Mrs. Kate Upson Clark will leave early 
in April on a four months' lecture tour 
with the Chautauqua. This trip will ex
tend to cities as far west as the coast. 
'11-'13. 

Caroline Wolverton of Scarsdale, N. 
Y., has been most successful in her work 
in the Doshisha Girls' School in Kyoto, 
Japan. This work, which has been of a 
miscellaneous character, includes the 
leadership of a flourishing Bible class of 
young men from government colleges. 
'16. 

Helen Shepardson, in partnership with 
a friend, is managing the Bide-a-wee 
Tea Room, in Jenkintown, Pennsylvania. 
'16. 

Mary Bates is living in Now York with 
Margaret L. Lawson. 
'17. 

Dorothy Griffin is spending the wint
er in Winterhaven, Florida. 
'15-'l 7. 

Ping Hai Chai is studying at Oberlin 
University, Oberlin, Ohio. 
'18. 

Nora A. Brophy has resumed her 
work at the Bryant and Stratton school, 
Boston, after an enforced vacation of 
some months, due to ill health. 

Mildred D. Burnham is employed in 
tho office of the advertising department 
of the Hinds Company in Portland, 
Maine. 

Vera N. C. DcMcritt has a position in 
the Foreign Exchange Department of 
the National City Bank 0£ New York. 

Eliz.abeth Hawkes is teaching Biology 
and French in the High School of 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts. 

Harriet Hughes is still with the J. 
Walter Thompson Co. of New York City, 
where she has a position as secretary 
to the head of the Copy Department. 
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An Invitation 
To Wheaton College Students-

WHEN IN BOSTON we invite you to vieit The Mercantile 
Heart of Nsw England and to see the many kinds of merchan
dise shown which are of apecial interest to collegians. Whether 
it be apparel, room furnishings, or a novel article for a gift, 
you will find selections here easy, satisfactory and possible at 
moderate expenditure. 

(JlWHEN 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 promp!y. Any purchase, 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. 

BOSTON 

'i? 

NEW STYLES 

Dorothy Dodd Shoes 
NOW READY 

It is a Pleasure to Show Shoes 

We Fit Them Correctly 

Our Fitting Service is Unequalled 

~ 

Fashion Boot Shop 
Good Shoes and Hosiery 

Bronson Bldg., Attleboro, Mass. 

21 

11-=========== =II 

Puase Patroniz• our Advertisers 
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Ruth M. Jones is employed in the of
fice of the Leavens Furniture Co. in Dor
chester, Massachusetts. 

The New York Evening Sun of March 
6th contained an article by Rhoda Kong, 
telling of her work for the Y. W. C. A. 
in New York's Chinatown and the out
look for the modern young Chinese wom
an. 

Louise B. Meyers is still studying at 
the Presbyterian Hospital, New York 
City, and will receive her degree as a 
Registered Nurse in October. 

Marion H. Murchie is substituting as 
English teacher in the High School at 
Holden, Massachusetts. 

Susan B. Plant is registered in the 
Sheffield Scientific School of Yale Uni
versity, New Haven, Connecticut. She is 
the first woman to be registered in Yale 
Sheffield. 

Sylvia F. Meadows has accepted a po
sition as organist in one of the churches 
of Waban, Massachusetts. 

Frances E. Talbot is teaching English 
and Latin in Washington Academy, East 
Machias, Maine. 

Among the speakers at the recent Vo
cational Bureau Conference held at Cor
nell, under the direction of Catherine 
Filene ('18), were Mildred Nason ('10-
'11) who spoke on "Social Phychiatry" 
and Margaret S. Gray, who talked on 
"Journalism for Women". 

Glimpses of Other Colleges 

Henceforth the permanent class rec
orrls at Yale will be kept on motion-pic
ture films. Moving pictures of every 
important event will be taken, and in 
later years the films will prove to be a 
very valuable source of information and 
pleasure to Yale students. (Goucher Col
lege Weekly.) 

Dr. Charles Odell, former English pro
fessor at Goucher College, recently gave 
to the college a choice selection of books 
on English Literature. Many of the 
books are on Shakespeare, Anglo-Saxon, 
and Middle English, although the col
lection is not confined to such books 
alone. 

Smith College is to have a Junior 
Prom as well as a Senior Prom this 
year. 

Yale, Harvard, and Columbia are ma
king plans for an intercollegiate airplane 
race to Mineola. Former army and navy 
aviators now in college will compote. 
(Radcliffe News.) 

The oldest college building in America, 
Massachusetts Hall, at Harvard, is to cel
ebrate its two-hundredth birthday party 
next y ar. The Hall was started in 1718 
and finished in 1720. It will have a more 
elaborate celebration than Hollis Hall, 
whose birthday party was celebrated 
some years ago by a dinner, pageant, 
speeches, and poems. (Goucher College 
Weekly.) 

The year 1920 marked the first carni
val of winter sports at Wellesley College. 
Events consisted of tobagganing, skiing, 
ski obstacle race and snow-shoeing. The 
object of the Carnival was to encourage 
out-of-door activity, and to incite the 
students to acquire skill. 

Cups were awarded by the classes to 
those individuals who had spent the 
greatest number of hours in out-door 
sports this winter. The Athletic Associ
ation awarded two cups, the class cup 
for the greatest number of points in the 
carnival plus class-time score, and the 
individual all-college cup for the great-
st skill in all sports. The former was 

pr scnted to the freshman class, and the 
latter to a senior. 

The Student Alumnae Building com
mittee at Simmons College conducted a 
brick campaign to raise a fund for their 
building. Each blue and gold box sold 
represented a brick paid for in their 
Student Building. 
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E LECTRICAL energy generat~d by wat,er power 
has grown to be one of our greatest natural 

resources-and we have only beeun to reach Its 
possibilities. lt mines and refines our ores, tur-ns the 
wheels of industry, drives our street cars and lights 
our cities and towns. The power obtained from 
Nature saves many million tons of coal every year. 
At first the field of its utilization was limited by the 
distance electricity could be transported. Bot soon 
re3earch and engineering !lkill pointed the way to 
larger and better electrical apparatus necessary for 
high-.,.oluige transmission. Then ingenious devices 
were invent•d to insure protection against lightning, 
sbort-circuilll, etc., which cause damage and interrupt 
the service. And now all over the country 11 network 
of wires begins to appear, carrying the magic power. 
The General Electric Company, with ils many years' 
experience, has played a great part in hydro-electric 
development. By successfully co-ordinating the in
ventive 6enlus of the company and its engineering 
and manufacturing abilities, it has accompllshed 
some of the greatest achievements in the production 
and application of electrical energy. 
The old mill wheel of ye!ltcrday has gone. Today the 
forces of immen10 volumes of water are harnessed 
and sent mlles away to supply tho needs or industry 
and business and the comforts of tho home. 

Genera C 115.13119 

General Office C 0 
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Wheaton Specials 
Around the Piano in Larcom: 

Who pinched "My Baby's Arms"? 
Who borrowed "My Alice Blue Gown"? 
"I Never Knew" a thing in that exam. 
"You'd be Surprised", we didn't have 

beans on Friday noon! 
But, "Oh, My Dear", we had them 

Saturday! 
"Tell Me," if the mail's out. 

In Art Class (What a blo-w) 
On entering this cathedral one is im

mediately struck by these ugly tie rods. 

Junior: (looking at an ad. of the Thor 
Washing Machine) "What a silly name 
for a washing machine." 

Another junior: "Why, no, didn't you 
know Thor was the god of war?" 

Junior: "Oh, I see, a war-shing mach
ine.'' 

M.-"Was she telling the truth?" 
N.-"Well, I don't know, she was ly

ing right on my bed.'' 

GROCERIES 
OF THE HIGHEST GRADE 

Perfumery and 
Toilet Articles 

The largest and most complete line 
in New England. 

CONFECTIONERY 

Selected for its Superior Quality from 
the best specialty manufacturers 

in e.ach line. 

Prices sent on application. 

S. S. PIERCE CO. 
BOSTON AND BROOKLINE 

What is a Bolshevist? 
Answer-A brainstorm surrounded by 

whiskers. 

What is coming back after vacation 7 
Answer-A lot of hugging and tug

ging. 

Instructor: Providence, with all its ad
vantages in museums and collections is 
so near we should make the most of it. 

Student: (musingly) There are other 
reasons, too. 

Freshman Letter Home 
Dear Mother: 

The food you sent is all gone. Will 
you send some more right away? Also 
will you send more money? I can't think 
of any more news. 

Love, 
Daughter. 

Girl: (bringing in a bowl of goldfish 
and placing them on the piano). 

Another girl: What are you putting 
them there for? 

Girl: Why, it's so appropriate on ac
count of the scales, you know. 

MUSICAL GOODS 

UKULELES 

STEEL GUITARS 

MANDOLINS 

INSTRUCTION 

INSTRUCTION BOOKS 

Wm. Place, Jr., Music Co., Inc. 
44 South Main Street 

Attleboro, Mass. 

Please patronize our advertisers 
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COMPLIMENTS OF 

HENRY M. ROBINSON 

FLORIST 
2 Winthrop Sq., and 34 Otis Street 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Keep Your Feet Warn1 
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. 

Dainty, Delightful, Fragrant 

HANSON'S 
EXQUISITE 

Lotus Cold Cream 
35c. 

Best for the Complexion 

25 

A PLANT PURCHASED NOW 
Q will brighten your room 

DIEGES & CLUST 

II
: Rememi~r::~ome Folks 

We deliver flowers to any part of 
the United States or Canada through 
the Florist'• Telegraph Systeni. 

H. W. VOSE, 28 So. Main St. 
ATl'L'l!BORO 

THE FLOWER SHOP 

MANUFACTURING 
SPECIAL TY JEWELERS 

CLASS RINGS 
CLASS PINS 
MEDALS 

149 Tremont Street Boston, Mass. 

Plea,e Patronize our Advertisers 
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for Out.·Doors and In-Doors 

MALLINSON·s 
Silks de Luxe 

arethe invariable first choice 
for the girl who appreciates 
character,_ .. style and quality.' 

iThe silk inspirations for 1920 
are:-

INDESTRUCTIBLB VOILR 
.PUSSY WILLOW DBW-KIST. 

I• 11•1• ulor, .. J n,., 1rl#II 

KUMSI-KUMSA DREAM CRHPB 
FISHBR-MAID NBWPORT CORD{ 
KHAKI-KOOi KLIMAX-SATIN 1 

CHINCHILLA SA TIN THISLDU 
ROSHANARA CREPE 

{A l11ral1·••rl HMul 

B, 111, ,a~d at tire /mt Sm D,part,,w,u
J,, u,eorirrt a/)/Jar,I al tire b,tt,r Garm111I 

' Departments aad Clos, Slio/J• 

' The 11a111t llfALLJNSON •• 
,,., ,elr,011 marh 1/J, ,, .. ,,,, 

H ...... R.' MALLINSON &);o;/Jsu;. 
./ 'T/11 N,111 Sllh Flr11" 

M1di100 Aveouo-lbt Sb'Q.D 
~BW YORI\ 

Please Patronize our Advertiaers 
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WHEATON GIRLS 

Distinctive Photographs 

AT SPECIAL PRICES 

Enlargem nts, Frames 
Amateur Finishing and Coloring 

GODCHAUX STUDIO 
A TILEBORO, MASS 

Street Cars from your door to ours 

"COLUMBIA" 
Athl tic Apparel 

FOR 

GIRLS AND WOMEN 

Gymnasium Suits 
Camp Costumes 

eparate Bloomers 
Middies 

Sport Skirts 
Swimming Suits 

Athletic Brassiers and Garters 

Consumer's League Endorsement 

COLUMBIA GYMNASIUM 
SUIT CO. 

ACTUAI, l\fAKERS 

301 Congress Street, Boston 

J.C. PRA1T 

Groceries 
and 

Provisions 

NORTON, MASSACHUSETTS 

Try our assortment of 
National Biscuit Company's 

Fancy Cookies 

Plea!e Patronize our Adv,rtuers 
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~ The VENDO ME ii a hotel conducted OD tho American ~ I plan for the tran1lent and pormanont ~ 1 
jl! irueat, and Hpeciall7 cat•r• to tadlH traYollns alone. Ito Ideal ~ 
!fii location, onlF one bleck from th• Cople7 lltatlon of ~ 
~ the Boylaton Street Subway. rnake1 It the fdaal place ~ 

for holdlnir ;::a 

Club, Socuty or Fraternity I 
· Lunckeons, Dinners 

and Banquets 
Menu• and 1u1r1rHtlOB1 ,heerC11lly oobmftted 

1 
t and apeedtb dl1patched by 1peclal mcuoniror 

,,..,.:,:a,. ... :u, , ~ or by po1t. a, reque1t~ . 

§§ 
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~ 
~ ~...,-:;~----------'=--------' li! 
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·vENDOME· 
Commonwealth Ave {S Dartmouth .Street 

Peacock Tea Room 

Attleboro, Mass. 

AFfERNOON TEA AND 
LUNCHES 

Three Pines Tea Roon1 
79 Church Green 

Taunton, Mass. 

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 

Please Patronize our Advertisers 


