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Mme. Lou-ise 1 _ 
Attleboro's Leading Millinery Store 

44 SOUTH MATN ST., ATTLEBORO 

A PRESENTATION OF 

Smartly Tailored and Trimmed 

HATS 
For Sport. Street or Evening Wear 

For those who have a definite desire for style, character and 
youthfulne s, our hats will have a direct appeal - e. pecially so if 
MODERAT NESS of PRICE mu. t be considered. 

We show hundreds of beautiful hats in a lovely variety of 
colors and styles, all of which exprcs that touch of smartness so 

appealing- to AMER[CA'S BEST DRESSED WOMF,N. 

78 PARK ST., Opposite Post Office, ATTLEBORO 

Dresses 

Hosiery 

Skirts Over blouses Sweaters 

Underthings Accessories 

THE INDIVIDUAL SHOPPE OF MODERATE-PRICED 
APPAREL FOR THE WELL-DRESSED COLLEGE MISS 

Ten per cent reduction to students 
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My Riddle 

Day after day the clouds sail to and fro 
To weave upon the world's gigantic loom 
With warp of sunshine and with woof of gloom 
Fantastic patterns .. easons come and g 
And ~ti! 1 with patient industry below 
The Fates spin on and on. What fixed doom 
/\waits? Shall Spring's brigh garb of blonm 
Clothe all at last, or Winter' . shroud o f snow. 

From gray dawn do the weavers daily ha . Le, 
Into the gray of twilight disappear. 
Green ~rows the plain and gold the desert ,ra~te, 
Beneath their touch, then dun again and sere. 
So runs my riddle; who mav comprehend 
Or light r darkness waits us at the end'. 

E1,E.\NOR \\' . D .\Y, '25. 

' . . 
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Autumn Windflowers 
"No, Mis' Thompson, 't ain't no use any

~ay. No, I don't feel sick nor nothing, but 
Jest you let me lie here till I go. It ain't 
going to be very long now, 'cause I seen 
'em awful plain. No, I don't need no doctor 
-I'm all right. Oh, course I'd rather die in 
my own bed, anybody'd rather die in her 
own bed, but yourn is jest as good, Mis' 
Th?1;1pson. An' if I can't ha e great Aunt 
Julias patchwork quilt over me, that she 
m~dc when she wasn't but sixteen, I'd take 
this one of yourn next any day." Her thin, 
dried fingers plucked at the tassels of my 
best white puff and her little deep-set eyes 
peered keenly about my guest room. I 
agreed perfectly with Miss Samantha Price 
that it were far more pleasant to die in your 
own home, but then, I didn't think that she 
was dying, and I had yet to learn why she 
t~?ught so. She seemed to realize my skep
t1c1sm. 

"Oh, it's true 'nuff. It's allus been jest 
that way in my family, and I allus knew 
t~at they'd come to me sometime. But I 
didn't think that it would be quite so soon. 
ry great aunt that seen the lilac was ninety-

_ve and my grandmother on my mother's 
side was so near one hundred that she 
couldn't tell what side of the century she 
was on, .and everybody else had forgotten, 
too, and it wasn't written in the family Bible 
'l~ng with the rest. I can remember that 
Bible jest _as plain. Father used to keep it 
locked_ up in the bottom part of his desk. It 
had big gold clasps on it, and we children 
used to beg for it Sunday afternoons as a 
treat. He'd take it out and set it down on 
the floor, and we would all get around on the 
floor and look at the colored pictures the 
whole of the afternoon. An' then there was 

the place where all the births, marriages and 
deaths in our family was recorded. My, I 
didn't realize it then, when I used to look at 
'em· and try to spell 'em out, that every last 
one had met death jest as I'm a-meeting it 
now. If you'll b'lieve me, 1is' Thompson, 
every one had seen something. Wish I knew 
what 'peared to each. Sometimes I sorta 
come around to thinking that there's a pur
pose in it all-that ,ve see 'cording to what 
sort or humans we be. l{ that's so, I dunno 
jest how to e plain what I seen as relating 
up to me." 

"But what did you see?' I hastened to 
ask, trying to lead her to the point. 

"Oh, I seen 'em, jest as plain as anything, 
but I didn't know it 'till after-'till I got 
most back here. An' then I went to bed 
right off; it's allus the best way. We Prices 
<lie in our beds. Well, it's this way, lis' 
Thompson, an' I'll try to tell you all about 
it afore 1 go. I guess there'll be time, 'cause 
1 ain't got no chills yet." 

"It's quite possible that you might have 
chills after that walk of yours," I remarked. 
"The idea of going for a walk on a cold day 
like this, and in the woods or all places. 
What on earth possessed you? H you had 
waited until I'd finished the dishes I'd h.ivc 
gone with you and we could have called on 
Miss Rowe; she's been wanting to see you 
before you go." 

"Now don't you blame me, Mis' Thomp
son, and as for nnie Rowe she's goin' to 
get a chance to see me all right, 'cause I'll 
be layin' right here in my coffin in less'n two 
shakes of a lamb's tail. As for me goin' to 
walk, why, it was Fate leading me-or may
be it was Providence. Why, I jest had to be 
led out there and made to see 'em if 'twas 
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my time to go. Couldn't go no other way, 
being a Price. Well, it was awful cold and 
bleak out, regular November day, even if 
'tis October, and I thought in them woods 
it might be warmer, 'cause there wouldn't 
be so much wind. So I walked along, and 
it was quiet as church, and there was a 
wilhery smell of old leaves and damp earth. 
An' I was thinking to myself and poking, 
jest for the sake of doing something, with an 
old tree limb that I'd picked up, when, sud
den, I seen something white, and I gave the 
leaves a good stirrin' up, and there they 
was, standing all straight and white and 
smelling jest like spring. My sakes! but I 
was surprised to find windflowers this time 
of year! I dunno why I didn't pick 'cm, 
but I looked at 'cm a while, thinking how 
beautiful they was, and then turned to come 
back here when-" 

"Why, windflowers don't grow this time 
of year, Miss Samantha," I interrupted. 

"No, I know they don't, that's jest what 
I'm telling you. I knew they didn't the 
minute I come to think of it. That's why I 
know the good Lord has sent for me. It's a 
real pretty way of goin', us Prices have. 
Allus seein' flowers furst an' then droppin' 
off peaceful." 

"Nonsense," I scoffed at her, thinking that 
the poor dear really must have got a fever. 
"It's quite possible that you saw some kind 
of flowers; you just thought that they were 
windflowers, that's all. You caught cold in 
those woods, too," for her voice was almost 
a hoarse little croak. 

"No, I didn't, and I guess that I'd know 
windflowers anywhere. When I was a little 
mite of a girl I used to go out on the hill in 
back of our house looking for 'em as soon as 
it came spring. I ain't mistook 'em. So I 
guess that Samantha Maria Price is agoin' 
to be laid out in your spare bedroom. An' 
say, don't you forget that black lace shawl 
of mine. I've had it since I was a young 
girl, an' it's kep' jest as nice as you please
never a single tear or moth. It's in the bot
tom drawer, over there," she lifted herself 
on one elbow and pointed at the chiffonier 

in the corner. "An' I guess that maybe 
you'd better shake it out careful and maybe 
it better be aired for a second, an' I want 
you should put it over my shoulders afore 
you let anyone look at me. I allus planned 
to wear Mother's brooch, too, but that'& 
t' home, and I guess that I'll have to be put 
away without it. It won't be long now-I 
keep rememberin' how they looked." 

She rested quietly for a few minutes, and 
I was hoping that she had dropped to sleep, 
but, no-

"Well, I'm goin', and I ain't lamenting; 
we none of us do that. Why, my great aunt 
that seen the lilac on Christmas day went 
in three hours. She was sleigh-riding as a 
treat, 'cause she was awful old and didn't 
get out of the house much. An' she was all 
wrapped up warm and taken jest a little bit 
of a ways when it started to cloud over, and 
my father turned to drive her home again, 
All to once she pointed over the trees and 
sez-and her voice was so weak and cracked 
it made only a whisper-and sez, 'John, see 
that lilac bush. I didn't know as spring was 
so near.' (She was so old that she was sorta 
losin' her mind an' didn't know that it was 
Christmas.) An' my father se-z., 'Ain't 
nothin' but a cloud, Liza.' But she knew 
better, jest as me now. An' by the time that 
she got home she didn't have no conscious
ness-an' she died in less'n three hours, as 
I told you. The doctor jest set by an' 
watched her go, 'cause, of course, he couldn't 
do nothin'. 

"But, my stars, that ain't nothiri' out of 
the ordinary! We allus see something, we 
Prices-why, one even saw some dandelions! 
but he was a black sheep, anyway. An 
that's what we see, accordin' to our deserts-

"An' then there was my grandsire, as bale 
an' hearty a man as ever drew breath. fte 
was out in such a snow storm one night that 
he couldn't get home, an' had to stay at thC: 
inn next town. In the mornin', when hC: 
came down to pay his bill, an' he didn't fee:! 
much like payin' it, for he'd spent a terribl~ 
wakeful night, he sez, 'Them is wonderf_tl, 
life-like posies you have on your wall, M•9 
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Jackson. My wife would be pleased as 
Punch with some rosy wall paper like that 
for some of our rooms as needs doin' over. 
Would you mind telling me where you got 
it an' how much you paid for it?' No, I 
guess that he didn't say that last, either; he 
was real genteel, my grandsire was. 

"But, anyway, Mis' Jackson looked at 
him, an' sez, awful puzzled like, 'Why, there 
ain't no rose wall paper in th' whole house, 
wa'n't no flowers at all on the paper in the 
room that you had. Guess you dreamed it.' 

"So my grandsire said he guessed he must 
have, and laughed like he thought it was a 
good joke. But he knew that it wa'n't no 
joke, an' he went right straight home and sez 
to my grandmother, who was puttin' on the 
potatoes for dinner, 'Well, my days is num
bered.' An' she knew right away from the 

queer look in his eyes that he musta seen 
something, an' she stood there wipin' her 
hands on her dean white apron and whisper
ing, 'Oh, Silas, what was they?' 

"So he told her, an' he began to have chills 
an' fever, an' pretty soon he took to his bed 
an' he never got up again. 

"And now I seen windflowers; no Price 
ain't ever seen 'em before." 

She pulled the quilt up closer above her 
chin and turned over with her face towards 
the wall. And I thought, with satisfaction, 
not unmixed with relief, that she was surely 
going to sleep now. I sat watching the little 
tight gray curls rise and fall evenly on her 
forehead. Once she murmured drowsily, 
"An' now I seen windflowers; no Price ain't 
ever seen 'em before." 

ELAINE N. LECLAIR, '24. 

"And Her Name Was Maud', 
" ome day the silver cord will break and 

then you can't buy hot tamales from the old 
man any more. Sometime the silver cord 
will-" and Ben Williams turned his cart 
away from the station and ambled down 
Main Street. 

Ben was a familiar character in this down
cast college town both to the college boys 
and to the delightfully antiquated inhabi
tants. The town itself, rather isolated from 
the rest of the world was devoid of attrac
tions, and consequently the college had be
come the sole center of interest to the popu
lace: The boys liked and appreciated the 
~amtness of the place, and the good-will of 
t. ~ ~ownspeople toward them and their ac
t1v1t1es was well established. A few charac
te~s _were outstanding, and among these Ben 
~1lhams and his contemporary, Hank Mar
tin, Were favorites with the boys. But this 
takes u~ away from the story. 

Our interest in Ben and Hank begins at 
th~ tim~ when they were both lonely souls, Mmg w1.th each other over the attentions of 

aud Simons, daughter of the village post-

master. No one person of the triangle was 
young-all being at that station in life when 
one counts his age as twenty-one-plus at the 
voting polls, but still smiles to himself to 
think that he is well on the sunny side of 
fifty. Maud, although she had lived all her 
life in this small town, was what might be 
termed (for one of her kind) progressive
at least progressive enough to exasperate 
thoroughly all those who sought her atten
tions. Perhaps one would not call Ben and 
Hank exactly ardent in their pursuit, but at 
least they tried as hard as they ever had for 
any woman, "an', by hickory, she jes' up an' 
says she wunt every time." 

"She sure is jest about the stubbornest 
critter," mused Ben, puffing his pipe as he 
read a tattered portion of the city news
paper. "I've courted others in their day, 
but they wa'n't so stubborn as Maud. She 
turned me down flat th' other night." 

Poor Ben, he could not realize that his 
shiftless nature, which was not conducive to 
an earning capacity, was what had made him 
ineligible even to the simple girls of his 
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acquaintance. But if Maud were stubborn, 
Ben was equally persistent. The persistency 
was probably fostered by the existence of a 
rival-though a friendly rival he was-in the 
person of Hank Martin. The rivalry had 
never become bitter-they had spent too 
many idle hours together, chuckling over 
each other's unsuccessful attempts in their 
common purpose. 

Ben decided to make one last effort, and 
forthwith sauntered down the road at his 
usual pace. A droll appearance he pre
sented-baggy corduroy trousers; a blue 
shirt, loose at the neck and without a tie; 
and a checked cap, not quite covering a mop 
of dishevelled gray hair. His eyes were blue
gray, but not of the piercing variety; a pipe 
hung from the corner of his thin lips, but 
every now and then a humorous twitch be
spoke his good nature. At times his facial 
expression was almost winsome. 

Some minutes later Ben arrived at bis des
tination, and as the door was open (it was 
the kitchen door) he walked right in-not 
the least intimidated, as was Zek'I in Lo,, -
ell's well-known poem, "The Courtin'." 

Ben did not need to announce his pres
ence further. Maud confronted him instant
ly. "I guess as how you can clear right out 
o' here, Ben Williams. Ain't I told you it's 
no use you comin' again? I ain't a-gain' to 
marry you or hitch myself up to any man. 
What's more, I've had more learnin' than 
most the folks in these parts, an' I guess I 
can make a clean sight better livin' than you 
can. You allus was good-for-nothing
harmless, but jest no-account. There ain't 
no chance for a woman like me in this town, 
an' I guess you'll be surprised to know Pm 
gettin' out o' here; clean out an' for good. 
Yes, you'd stay on forever, but not me-I'm 
gain' where there's a chance. Now I'm fin
ished, an' you can go." 

Ben did not wait to touch his hat. He 
bowed awkwardly and stumbled out the 
open door. Again he shuffied along the dusty 
road. 

Perhaps he was a little meditative; it was 
hard to tdl. Anyway, he was sorry that 

Maud Simons was going away. He thought 
he might go too-but then he liked his pres
ent line of work, such as it was. He did odd. 
jobs about the town, and when there weren't 
any odd jobs he had many idle hours, and 
he liked that sort of thing. He was gray and 
getting along in years-yes, soon the silver 
cord might break; he might as well stay on 
and not "swap horses in the middle of a 
stream." As he continued on his way, he 
muttered, 'Some day the silver cord'II break 
-some day the silver cord'll break, and · 
then there wun't be anyone to do the odd 
jobs any more." Gradually an idea dawned 
upon him, and in a tone indicating an entire 
change of f ecling he ejaculated, "By hickory; 
why not do it? Sure, there's them as '11 say 
it's queer, but I guess it ain't impossible if 
the good Lord's willin'." 

• • • • • 
Nearly twenty years have passed since 

Ben conceived his idea. The college still 
stands the same, the familiar landmarks re
main, but many of the old faces have gone. 
Ben and Hank, the two old cronies, still 
feature greatly with the college boys-Hank 
as a good-natured but shiftless soul, living 
with Ben, who is an enterprising vendor of 
hot tamales. Ben's idea of so many years 
ago had formulated, and with it came the. 
advent of a new vehicle, now well known in 
the streets of the town. The vehicle was an 
ingenious device on wheels, made of zinc, 
and heated in a likewise ingenious manner, 
so that Ben could cook hot tamales and keep. 
them warm "right on the wagon." Outward
ly, it gave the appearance of a large boiler. 
The top was closed, but a small cylinder 
emerged as a smoke-stack, from which is
sued short, periodical puffs of steam. The 
cart was propelled by a handle similar to 
that on a baby carriage. The main part of 
the wagon was painted red; but on the side, 
in large white letters against a background 
of black, appeared the words, "And her 
name was Maud." 

Yes, there had been "them as had thought 
it queer," but mostly there had been "therP 
as had thought it funny." The whole toWII 
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had smiled to itself; but anyway, the good 
Lord must have been willing, for the same 
town now " 'lowed as how Ben Williams has 
been makin' a mint o' money off'n that tin 
cart o' his, goin' on twenty years now." 

Now, however, a new era was b~inning 
to dawn for old Ben. One fall morning he 
took his stand in front of the station to await 
the arrival of the morning train from the 
city. oon the cars roared down the track 
and came to a standstill. Immediately Ben's 
resonant voice rose monotonously above the 
noise of the descending passengers-"Hot 
tamales, better buy 'em now; some day the 
silver cord'll break an' you can't get 'em 
from the old man any more." 

Most of the passengers had been students 
and they had quickly scattered. One alone 
r~mained to give Ben his customary saluta
tion. This was lfred Thompson, Ben's 
favorite among the college boys. Alfred 
often stopped, and on such occasions the two 
would become engaged in conversation. The 
boy never found Ben wanting for something 
to say. Alfred enjoyed the vendor's yarns, 
his gossip, his bits of philo ophy, and, most 
of all, his soliloquies. Ben was flattered by 
attention, and Alfred furnished all the audi
ence the old man desired. One remark 
would start him talking. Sometimes he said 
something new, many times he repeated, al
w.ays there was something just the least bit 
d1ff erent. All these things interested the 
boy, and he found in Ben an inte resting 
study. Alfred often talked of his hobby
dramatics-and told his friend of the many 
e".ents at college along that line. Ben like
wise enjoyed hearing of the boys' affairs, 
H"d i:nade in his turn an attentive listener. 

is interest grew into pride for the boy 
when ~e learned that he was writing and 
ma~agmg a play to be produced before the 
entire town. Ben listened to an account of 
tl~e unde:ta_king. Suddenly, in the midst of 
his descnptton Alfred broke out with "Say 
B ' ' ' ' . en, you re a good friend of mine, and I'd 
hk_e t<;> have you in that play. How's to just 
bnngmg the old bus up and pushing her 
across the stage once or twice? All you have 

to do is walk across and call, 'Some day the 
silver cord'-just like that. Don't you see? 
lt'll take like a million. Come on; say it's 
a go!" 

Ben looked up and gave a sly little wink, 
and his mouth spread into a satisfied grin aa 
he said, "Sure, boy-you can count on us. 
Me an' Maud 'II be there a'right." Alfred 
slapped the old man on the shoulder by way 
of appreciation and walked briskly away. 
Ben turned to the cart, and stroking it on 
the side as though it were a pet, he half 
chuckled as he said, "Guess we ain't so bad, 
ol' girl; both of us in on a first-rate show." 

Several days elapsed and finally the ap
pointed hour arri ed. Ben and his wagon 
were behind the scenes, ready to make their 
entrance at the command. He was not 
frightened, but as excited as a child over the 
prospect of his appearance in public. At 
last the signal came, and Ben pushed his cart 
shiftlessly ahead, calling in his usual tone, 
"Some day the silver cord-" the rest was 
drowned in the laughter of the audience. 
His appearance had lasted but a brief mo
ment, but it was a sufficient length of time 
for a stranger seated near the front to read 
the words on the wagon recognize the actor, 
and understand the significance of the affair. 
The stranger had quickly recognized Ben, 
but fortunately their eyes had not met. As 
it was, Ben made his exit correctly, and the 
play was over. 

Ben withdrew hastily from the auditorium, 
somewhat embarrassed by the experience 
and confusion. He had scarcely swung his 
wagon into the street when he felt a tap on 
his shoulder. Turning around, he saw clearly 
under the light the rather stern face of a 
middle-aged woman.. He looked a moment, 
dazed and wondering; then, "Well, I'll be
if it ain't Maud," came in a surprised voice. 
"Who'd a dreamed I'd a' known you, this 
many years gone by." He waited for her to 
speak. Finally she answered: 

"Who'd a' dreamed when I left here that 
you'd ever be gettin' to work an' makin' a 
regular living? And if it ain't off'n my name, 
at that! Ain't it jest like a man? You're 



8 THE WHEATON RECORD 

right smart an' doin' welJ; an' actin' in the 
theater, too." 

With this slight encouragement, Ben's old 
persistcncy returned. He pulled himself to
gether and looked Maud squarely in the 
eyes. "There'll probably be them as '11 
think it's queer, but if the good Lord's 
willin'-I'II pop the question right here." 

Ben waited a moment. He did not know 
what unknown force had impelled him to do 
this thing. In an instant Maud fired her 
reply: 

"Ben Williams, ain't I told you I want 
never goin' to hitch myself to any man?" 
Then she stopped a moment and relaxed to 
her natural self. She continued: "But I guess 
if you've hitched my name up to your wagon 
this many years, you might as well take me 
on now." 

They both turned aside, laughing, and 
started down the road. They progressed 
but a short distance when a man approached 
and stood beside them-it was Hank. He 
had al ready heard of ,laud's return, and all 
that remained for him to learn was that he 
came too late-Ben had won. 

Hank looked around him somewhat sheep· 
ishly. Ben knew that his friend feared lest 
he might have to abandon his place in the 
comfortable little home they had shared so 
many years. This thought, and not Ben's 
victory, caused Hank to assume a rather de
jected attitude. 

Ben met this occasion by saying, "No, 
three don't make a crowd in this family, eh, 
Maud?" laud replied in the negative, and 
Ben continued: "But I 'lows you'll have to 
make a bit more o' your own livin' from now 
on." 

The next morning Ben took his stand by 
the station just as usual. After the train 
had passed by, he turned his cart away and 
ambled down Main Street, calling, 'Some 
day the silver cord'll break an' you can't buy 
from the old man any more. Some day the 
silver cord'll-" He stopped. Approaching 
him was Hank, wheeling a wagon identical 
to his own. On one side, in large white let
ters, against a background of black, ap· 
peared the words, "Maud's Sister." 

MARY-Jo1rn HESSE, '26. 

The Birth of Color 
Long before the earth took its place in the 

ordered gyration of worlds, before the vi
brating star-lights vied with silver moon
beams, before man or animal or insect came 
as life into the universe, a kingdom of es
sence existed within the clouds. This king
dom was ruled by an artist-creator, a 
Divinity who controlled the yet unfashioned 
universe. The dwellers of that lancj were 
Beings of form and consciousness. There 
were maidens and youths, but no color. All 
was white-as pale as the petal of the calla 
lily in early dusk. To be sure, the whiteness 
was relieved by darkness so that deepening 
shadows toned the monotonous colorlessness 
to shade. 

For reons, these Beings dwelt here in un
broken contentment, walking in pure white-

ness or steady penumbra. But they grew 
restless and wistful as the centuries passed, 
They groped for something, they knew not 
what. Nevertheless, the great Artist-creator 
saw what troubled them. He perceived that 
another milestone of eternity was rolling 
into view. Just as his children had growo 
tired of an existence of shade, so were the)" 
now tiring of the paleness of their life. Just 
as he had then bestowed upon them forrn, 
now he would educe the magic of chroma, 
And so he called his children before him to 
prepare them for a great and sublime 
change. 

Through pallid arbors, wistaria blown, 
over fields of waving grass, as colorless as 
the sands of a southern sea; bet,..;een stalks 
of bending ivory-tinted tulips, they came--
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youths and maidens of chaste form and of 
marble whiteness. Slowly and gracefully 
they approached the snowy banks of a trans
parent stream over which birds of many 
kinds flew or darted down threateningly at 
fishes faint against the blanched waters of 
the river. 

The Artist-c reator stood beside the stream 
and watched his children gather. And when 
the last had approached and all stood in ex
pectant silence, he told them that on that 
day a sister would be born to them and that 
this sister should bring them joy. As he 
spoke the last words, he lifted his arm to
ward the heavens, and all turned their faces 
whither he pointed. 

Straightway, the clouds separated and a 
shaft of light burst forth through the ragged 
fissure and dissolved itself into one gorgeous 
splash of color. Slowly the golden clements 
fused together and escaped into a continuous 
flow from the mass down from the heavens 
and melted into the river by which all the 
dwellers of the kingdom stood in pure white
nc ·s, and surges of blues and reds and 
oranges poured out, losing themselves in the 
clouds about. 

Then from the prismic mass unfolded the 
graceful form of a virgin-perfect of limb 
and beautiful. The glow on her skin was the 
pink of rose petals, and as golden as the 
molten path was her hair. Deep red stained 
~er lips and heels; and all blended together 
1n perfect harmony. 
. She stood straight for a moment, extend
mg her arms heavenward, stretching her 
lovely body with the delight of a novice. 
Then, slowly, she descended the golden path
way through the piled clouds of gentian 
color, streaked with the pink of mountain 
!au.rel. On she passed, down to the wondcr
stn.cken creatures standing blanched and 
white near the river's edge. And as she 

neared them, she smiled about her-a smile 
which transformed all that it fell upon. 
Birds that were before colorless now flew on 
wings of blue or ash or gold or cardinal red . 
They pecked golden grain with yellow beaks 
or darted wilh long, black beaks at irides
cent fish which moved quickly through water 
of blue, Slreaked with the golden reflection 
of the molten path. 

Forward came the beautiful spirit of color 
-forward, changing the ivory tulips to 
topa:z.-yellow and venetian red, and the white 
wistaria to blooms of delicate lavender. The 
waving grass grew green beneath her gaze, 
and yellow star-grass pushed up from among 
the coarser shoots, beckoning with its sweet
ness to the gold and black bodied bumble
bees. 

Toward the cl\ ellers of the kingdom she 
came-timidly at first, for all were strange 
to her. But the others held out their arms 
to her with love, and she went to them and 
kissed each one. nd \ ith each kiss she left 
lhe glow of happy life which suffused itself 
through the body of each and showed itself 
in the warm red lips and soft pink skins, in 
the sparkling eyes of blue or brown, in the 
golden or nut-brown hair. 

So 0n this day-the day of the Birth of 
Color-the dwellers in the kingdom were 
gi en a new joy, which they loved and which 
humans also will glory in forever. 

Sometimes when we see the field of heaven 
bursting with color-with a path of molten 
gold winding toward the horizon, a path of 
gold between a web of blue cloud-threads 
streaked with rose, or when we catch a 
glimpse of the prismic mosaic of a flitting 
butterfly's wing, we must give our thanks to 
the great Artist-Creator who gave to the 
universe the Beauty of Color. 

GRACE G. LOCKWOOD, '23. 

-
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The Sea Dog 
June Ramesy picked up her black mitts 

from the bureau, and went downstairs. In 
the kitchen a fresh ocean breeze stirred the 
potted geraniums, and fr. Hyde, the dog, 
lying in careless abandon in the patch of sun 
cast by the window, tried in vain to wipe 
the beams from his eyes. June stepped over 
the dog, or at least she intended to at first. 
An indignant grunt from Mr. Hyde testified 
that she had not been successful. Neverthe
less, June continued on her way down the 
front walk. 

On this particular Sunday in June, the 
flower gardens which the narrow brick walk 
divided seemed to bloom and bloom, and 
smile and smile. Behind the foreground of 
blended blue and pink, yellow and purple, 
red and white, the old Ramesy homestead 
stretched out parallel to the sea. Over the 
low roof of the farmhouse appeared the top 
of the evergreen forest which served as a 
shelter on the north, and on the east and 
west great elms rose high in the air before 
touching lightly with slender fingers the roof 
itself. Beyond the gate stretched the road, 
a wide strip of wild sweet peas, the beach 
which ended at the foot of ragged bluffs at 
one end, and in sand dunes at the other, and 
the ocean. To the west, hidden from view 
by the bluffs, lay the little seaport town of 
Sunny Harbor, Maine. 

June stood with her hands on the gate
posts musing over this familiar scene. It 
was impossible for her to put into words the 
love which she had for the old house, the 
garden, the beach, and the sea. There had 
been bred in her the great respect for the 
homestead which her great, great grand
father had built after giving up the sea. 
Succeeding generations had gone forth, sea 
captains, merchants, soldiers, and just plain 
fortune seekers. Now June, often bemoan
ing the fate which made her a girl, lived 
with her father and mother. 

The object of June's waiting advanced 
whistling down the dusty road. When he 
came opposite the gate, he stopped in the 

middle of the road admiring with boyish 
frankness the picture that June made at the 
gate. Under the poke bonnet dark brown 
hair waved itself into a frame for brown 
eyes, glowing cheeks, and irresistible red 
lips-a daughter of the sea, glowing with 
the health and b_eauty of twenty. 

"David Bachetter, how dare you keep me 
waiting ten whole minutes? Please don't try 
to explain, for I will not Jisten. Just remem
ber that this is the last time I shall promise 
to go to walk with you before church," and 
June haughtily stepped through the gate and 
preceded David in the direction of the bluffs. 

The outburst did not seem to affect David 
in the least, for his eyes lost none of their 
twinkle, and his mouth twitched at the cor
ners. His eyes were large and black, as was 
his hair, which waved a tiny bit. Under a 
deep coat of tan, his cheeks glowed red. Two 
years older than June, they had grown up 
together, and he knew well her love of mis
chief and feigned anger. David caught up 
to June in a few. strides, dared to take her 
hand, and soon two-toned laughter floated 
back to the open w.indows of the farmhouse. 

Mrs. Ramesy, having watched the couple 
disappear up the beach, turned from the 
window to her husband, who was lost in the 
depths of the closet on the quest of his Sun· 
day shoes, a regular Sunday morning per· 
£ormance. 

"The weather's holding good, ain't it, Si?" 
observed Mrs. Ramesy. 

"Yes, pretty fair, pretty fair, but I'm hop· 
ing it won't keep up too long. Things got 
started so good it would be a mighty sharnc 
to lose them by drought." 

"I've often thought people who don't have 
to depend on the weather for a living mus' 
be spared a lot of worry," mused 1'vfr5• 

Ramesy. "Now there's David's father. flt 
has the farm, but he's got the store, toOi 
which he can fall back on if things go bad~ 
Not many boys come into the good Jue 
which David has. He'll make a good huS' 
band for someone," with which remark fr$ 
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Ramesy started downstairs, without waiting 
to learn her husband's views on the matter. 

Meanwhile June and David had gained 
the summit of the highest bluff, and stood 
on the edge, while the sea gulls flapped and 
screamed above their heads. To the left 
might be seen the village, a mile away. 
From the midst of small, white houses shot 
the slender guardian church spire, and be
yond it many masts. Far below on the left 
the hard packed beach was almost covered 
by the high tide. Straight up the waves rose, 
curled, hesitated, then broke in a shower of 
foam. The same long line of rising waves, a 
process never changing, the hesitation, the 
crash, and the mad race up the beach of 
waters unbound. 

The silence which had fallen between the 
two standing on the bluff was broken by the 
sound of footsteps on bare rock. They 
turned and saw Rufus Eddy, captain of the 
Sea Dog, sauntering toward them. One of 
June's characteristics was her loving nature, 
but for some unaccountable reason she hated 
Rufus Eddy. Ever since she could remem
ber, the sight of the sea-scarred face and 
leering mouth had filled her with the greatest 
disgust and hatred. Rufus Eddy owned and 
commanded a huge coal carrier, which had 
come into the harbor just now for supplies 
before it continued on its way up the coast. 
Eddy was accustomed to make these short 
visits to his native village, and in this way 
kept in touch with affairs, but imparted no 
knowledge of his own life during his ab
senc~s. Because he was ugly, close-mouthed, 
and ID a way mysterious, many stories were 
r1:1mored, and June, hearing them, abhorred 

t him more and more. 
Eddy approached, hands in his pockets. 

June, shuddering at the sight of him, turned 
her face to the sea again, but David looked 
up as th~ man walked slowly by, staring, 
b~t offering no greeting, though he recog
nized both David and June. When he was 
fina}l_y out of hearing, June relaxed her rigid 
pos1t1on with a shiver. 

"F.ather said yesterday that the Sea Dog 
was in port, and I have not been to the vil-

!age just for fear of meeting the captain. 
It's a shame his ugly face had to appear this 
morning. Do you remember the time he 
almost let you drown when we were just 
learning to swim? Heartless old brute! I 
wish he would stop coming home so often. 
I don't see why he does. He hasn't anyone 
in particular to see." 

June would have been terrified if she could 
have known Eddy's thoughts at that very 
minute. It was on account of her that he 
returned so of ten, and his actions for the last 
fi e years had been with one object in view. 
Ie had been watching her grow into woman

hood, and had determined to pluck the rose 
in due time. The sight of her averted pro
file, turned away to avoid looking at him, he 
knew, made dark anger overflow his face. 
And the young upstart beside her he could 
have throttled with joy, so great was his 
jealousy. Now, he thought, the time had 
come: Miss June would soo~ have to look 
at him, look and smile. He would make her, 
and often. 

The next morning at breakfast June no
ticed that neither her father nor her mother 
was eating. 

"You look tired, Father," she said, as she 
passed the hot biscuits; "you ought to get 
someone to help you in the garden these hot 
days." 

Captain Ramesy's answer had no connec
tion with the subject. 

"Rufus Eddy was here yesterday before 
church. You remember him, probably. You 
didn't use to like him, I guess." 

"Yes, I remember him, Father." June 
could not trust herself to say more. 

"Well, he came to look over the place, and 
rather frightened your mother and me. I've 
never told you, June, for I did not think it 
necessary, but this house more than half be
longs to Eddy." The captain's hand shook 
as he raised the coffee cup, but he continued, 
though it was hard: "I needed money badly 
several years ago, and there was no one who 
could give me ready money except Rufus 
Eddy. I mortgaged the farm. I've been 
paying every year, but there is still a lot 
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due, and Rufus made it very plain yesterday 
that he must have the next payment very 
soon, when he comes back in July. I don't 
see how I can pay it, for nothing will be 
quite ready to sell in the garden, and last 
year was so bad we couldn't put anything 
by." 

"But, Father," flamed June, 'even Rufus 
Eddy wouldn't be so mean as to take this 
house away from us. Why, everyone knows 
it's belonged to our family for centuries, and 
we wouldn't know what to do or where to 
go if we lost it. I don1t doubt, though," 
June's face darkened, ' that Eddy wouldn't 
stop at a thing like that. H he wants a 
thing he spares no one in getting it . But, 

' » Father, there surely must be a way out. 
"I believe Rufus means right," answered 

her father, "but for some reason he must 
have money, and I'm the one to give it to 
him. There's only one way out, June, and 
he suggested it himself. I think your dis
like for him is only a childish fancy, and that 
you could learn to like him, don't you 
think?" 

"Father," June whispered faintly, "you 
don't mean-" 

time, if she did not marry Eddy. But they 
felt an older husband was better for her, 
and, if the mortgage were foreclosed, she 
would be the cause of all the misery. 

Before dawn the Sea Dog had sailed ~n 
its way, this time with a captain who felt 1n 
his grasp the prize he had coveted so long. 

July came. 
June grew daily paler and thinner under 

the strain. She tried not to let her parents 
guess her true feelings, and, though her 
heart was breaking, she laughed and sang at 
her work, and they never guessed. All the 
time June and David were trying to think of 
some plan to thwart the crafty Rufus. They 
finally determined on one three days before 
the Sea Dug was expected. 

It had been a hot July day. No sea breeze 
had blown, and the evergreens did not whis
per. t nine o'clock a small gale blew 
straight off the sea, sending the waves thun
dering up the beach with a deep undertone, 
or lashing them against the cliffs, determined 
to beat out all life. 

The farmhouse was dark and expectantly 
silent. It had weathered many storms like 
the one which was rising. 

Suddenly the repose of the house was 
broken by the opening of the garden door. 

"Eddy said he'd forget about the mort
gage if you'd marry him, June. Your 
mother and I don't want you to do it unless 
you feel that you'd be happy, June, and we 
feel that you would be. Of course, the bur
den of the payments would be lifted, but 
that has nothing to do with your decision. 
We would like to see you married to an 
older man, and one with more experience 
than most of your boy friends." 

June rose from her seat, and without a 
word went quickly to her room. Burying 
her face in the pillows of her little bed, June 
fought her battle. In the balance hung her 
own happiness and the wishes and happiness 
and even lives of her mother and father. 
How could a girl, brought up as June had 
been, to respect the comfort and pleasure of 
everyone else before her own, decide in any 
other way than she did? She knew her 
mother and father would ~o cheerily on pay
ing off the mortgage if they were allowed the 

June, closely wrapped in a cape, and carry
ing a bag, stepped out and, keeping close to 
the house, slipped to the rear. In the west a 
dark, forbidding cloud was steadily creeping 
upward. From behind one of the elms a 
shadowy fi gure advanced toward June took 
her bag and, putting a protecting arm 'about 
her, led her to the road, where a hone and 
covered carriage waited. 

In a short while David and June were well 
on the way to Lightening Cove and happi
ness. The first part of the trip June and 
David talked in whispers of the future, but 
as they drew near their destination June 
became strangely quiet. 

At ten o'clock the horse's shoe struck on 
the cobble stones of the little town. The 
sharp noise, after the continued dull sound 
on soft ground, quivered through June's 
body, and scattered the last of her reserve 
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Strength Sh 
David, shockede began. to cry hysterically. 
onto a s·d and grieved, drove the horse 
Was so s•h:rtstreet a!1d stopped. The time 
Would be r:1°W-in a few minutes they 
down at t~arned .. That June should break 

The cries, sounding from all directions, 
broke in upon June's fevered sleep. She 
sprang from her bed and ran to the window. 
The beach was covered with people swinging 
lanterns and shouting messages, back and 
forth. June could see no ship wreck. Never
theless, she dressed and went downstairs. 
Her father was lighting his lantern and her 
mother was preparing bandages and water 
for any emergency. 

"Oh D .dast minute was a calamity. 
controi of ahvi ' David!" June tried to get 
J erself " . arn a we k r' can you ever forgive me? 
back! To b ittle idi?t ! Please let's go 
Would be too e happy J~st for three days 
ever found g;eat a price to pay if Rufus 
kill You Dou.~ had married you. He would 
than th~t h~~ 'k~eally he would, and worse 
couldn't s'taned . •.II F athe_r, too. Oh, I just 
to You, David ,:t if anything should happen 

In vain D · · . 

"There's been a ship wreck, June. You'd 
better stay here with your mother, so if she 
should need help." He regarded her closely 
and, noticing the strange pallor and heavy 
eyes, he added, "It's not a night for you to 
be out, anyway," as June did not take off 
her coat. that no 0 ~ avid tried to make her believe 

happiness !
0
:fJ't ever. find out, that their 

and that he D . e theirs and theirs alone, 
self. Fin Ii avid, could take care of him
quiet Jun~ Y,h he realized only rest would 
that she e 

6 j attered nerves, and knowing 
out in a Wou d be better home in bed than 

"I should like to help, Father; I wouldn't 
be in the way, please." 

"Stay here," her father answered, as he 
closed the door behind him. 

h storm he t d orneward · ' urne around and the 
the face of journey began. They' drove in 
Wrout:tht b _great storm, and in June's over-

Captain Ramesy joined the neighbors as 
they rushed to the scene of the disaster. Far 
up the beach a great hull rose from the 
sands stuck fast, lying on one side. The 

h" o rain . h 8 1P at sea wo idw,s ~armed .that a certain 
Long before u run .into this storm. 

shelter of th I the carnage had regained the 
~e sky an/ drms, t?e tearing wind had rent 

avid whi e enchmg floods poured down. 
but the w PP d the horse to a faster rate 
the road way ~as dangerously narrow and 

A as sltppe · h t last th h ry Wit mud. 
f~orn the ho~s orse drew up a short distance 
f•ther David e. 

1
Not a word was spoken by 

rorn the or. une as he helped her step 
asharned of chrnage. June was mightily 
she Were back er ;e~kness, and half wished 
ever, Was th" "! air Harbor. David how
and had b mk,ng only of June's co~fort 
ry. Y no rn ' tng her. Ac cans g1_ven up hope of mar-
~te door Da .dompanymg her in silence to 

e tur~ed ~1 gently bade her good-night. 
sh~ opened th owly and, without speaking, 
st~1rs to her j. door softly, crawled up the 
\V1shint:t to d" ittle bed, hopeless crushed 

"S t> 1e. • • 
hip Wreck r Sh" 

• 1P wreck! Ship wreck!" 

rain ~ut the men's faces, the wind almost 
lifted them off their feet, yet they pressed 
on. They could almost touch the ship be
fore Captain Ramesy shouted with all his 
might: 

"It's the Sea Dog.' It's the Sea Dog! All 
hands to the rescue!" 

Feverishly the men worked to rescue the 
crew, David among them. They brought 
out men stunned, or men crushed under 
fallen objects, or from the waves, men half 
drowned. But nowhere could the Captain, 
Rufus Eddy, be found. . David mad~ his 
way precariously up the side of the ship to 
the first deck, cli~ging to any a':'ail?ble _ob
ject to prevent himself from slippmg into 
the waves and with his other hand lifting 
the debris' for prostrate forms. Finally the 
rope by which he was holding gave way, and 
he began to slide, throwing his arms out 
desperately for something to grasp. The 
rail caught and held him, and he lay for a 
minute looking straight down into the water. 
Several feet away from the ship a head and 
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two arms were bobbing up and down. The 
features of the face were unmistakable. 
They were those of the captain of the Sea 
Dog, too exhausted even to cry out for help. 

David's first impulse was to smile at the 
sight of his enemy, and the destroyer of 
June's happiness, in such a condition. He 
was going to enjoy it immensely to watch 
this beast go to his death. 

The arms sank into the water, and the 
head disappeared under a high swell. 

The man rose in David. No matter if 
this drowning man were the cruelest brute 
on earth, he, David, would be a murderer if 
he deliberately let him drown without off er
ing any help. 

The head rose again, this time several feet 
farther away in deeper water. David 
steadied himself for the jump, when there 
sounded a splitting crash, a rending of tim
ber. David did not stop to think. He threw 
himsel£ fiat on the sloping deck. Instantly 
a great splash showered the stern with salt 
water. David slipped to the side of the rail 
and looked over. The thickest part of the 
mast had fallen where Rufus Eddy had 
been. 

My House 
My little house 
ls a pussy eat, 
Whose Mother, the warm west wind, 
Rubi dry her child in rough gray spott 
Though the rain blow& down mist-fine. 

L1LUAN Kxowua, '26. 

Shadows 
I like to sec the sun thine on a long hedge, 
Casting 1hadow1 acrou ita green-gold crat, 
But never penetrating far within its dark center. 

David, sick with the thought, crawled 
back to the prow of the Sea Dog, and 
dragged himself to the homestead. He 
found June administering to a wounded 
sailor, but she left her patient immediately 
she saw David's haggard face. 

"David, are you hurt? Don't look so! 
What has happened?" 

"Rufus Eddy is dead. I was on the deck, 
and I saw him struggling in the water. I 
didn't want to help him, but I couldn't see 
him drown before my eyes, and I was ready 
to jump. The wind broke the mast above 
me, and it fell into the water. It must have 
hit Eddy. He has not come up again." 

June did not reply, but pressed David's 
hand between hers. Death was death, to 
whomever it came. She was silent for a 
long time before she raised her eyes to 
David and whispered: 

"Do you realize what this means to us? 
Now we won't have to be married secretly, 
David." 

RUTn HusToN, '26. 

"l Would Follow with the Autumn" 
I would follow with the Autumn 
With the hillside's dimming splendour, 
With the flagrant leaves of scarlet that go swirling 

past my door. 
I would rise into the smoke-blue 
Where the birds have sent their singing, 
And never sec the Springtime, though no one'• loved 

it more. 

Let me follow with the Autumu 
When the crisp bright daya arc ending 
And the clouds along the skyline hold the tint of {ail-

ing leaves. 

I t0metime1 think my love casts shadows on your 
heart, 

Let me pass, a golden shadow, 
With no memory or desire, 
And forget the mists of Springtime that hang silvered 

on the caves. 
But never penetratu within it, depths. 

AADaA Hoocnu, '2S. ELAINB N. L1:CLAU\, '24. 
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ne~is~ folk say that chan~e is an absolute 

0 
essity for this progressive old world of 

a~~s. J t is t:u~, but truth carries both joy 
T sa ncss m its wake. 

HE \I, II CATON RECORD not being a thing 

hapart from the laws govc;ning the universe 
as ch d ' issue ang_e · ow, instead of the usual five 

s which came out when least expected, 

a brand new copy will greet you every 
month. This increases the number of the 
issues to nine a year. 

Another of the very happy announcements 
is that Miss Amos has consented to be our 
literary advisor. Miss Amos takes the place 
of Miss Croff, whose loyal, conscientious 
work for the RECORD has made possible this 
step in advance. We shall miss the enthusi
astic spirit and jolly good humor of Miss 
Croff. Hers was a sympathetic comprehen
sion chat never flagged in its belief that 
Wheaton girls could write. he will ever be 
an inspiration to those who knew her and 
who keenly enjoyed the courses she gave. 
Both the NEws and the RECORD are grateful 
for the lo}ral services of fiss Croff. 

Autumn again! And a new college year 
begun for many of us, and the beginning of 
college for some of us. 

Well, how about it, Freshmen? The col
lege is interested to know what you think of 
Wheaton and how you are going to respond 
to the demands of your Alma fater. For 
to you we are handing down our cherished 
traditions, and before you we are setting our 
high ideals, and during your college years 
we want you to make of them, and of your
selves, all that is possible. We , ill help you, 
and gladly; but, after all, it rests with you 
whether or not you will be the type of girl 
of whom Wheaton may rightly be proud. 
So we are watching you and expecting much 
of you, Freshmen. 

(Coutinu~d on pare 19) 
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BOOK REVIE\V 
A Lost Lady 

WtLLA CATHER Knopf 

It is Willa Cather, I think, who believes 
that writing should be done from a warm 
remembering glow, where everything but the 
essence of reality has faded and personality 
stands out stripped of excrescence. "A Lost 
Lady" is written from such memories, and it 
gives the reader contact with a vividness 
that had existence over and above the person 
who possessed it. 

Mrs. Forester is such a woman; a per
sonality apart from character, a charm ex
ternal of self. She is the center and heart 
of the house of Captain Forester, an old 
pioneer, and yet she is not the pulse of that 
home. \Yhen Neil Herbert looks in upon 
her after her husband's death, he, who has 
grown up loving her and has given a year 
out of his life that he might help her hus
band to die peacefully, realizes that it was 
the Captain who was the reality. For she 
is in the arms of Ivy Peters, a common fel
low, and her own friends have been cast off, 
"and her home was a place where common 
fellows behaved after their kind, and knew 
a common woman when they saw her." All 
her !if e she has been graciousness and charm 
and culture to the people of pioneer Sweet 
Waters; now she is Neil's lost lady. But 

eventually, when she had drifted out of his 
ken, after he did not know if Daniel F ores
ter's widow were living or dead, Daniel For
ester's wife reLurned to him, a bright, im
personal memory. "For she had always the 
power of sugges ting things much more than 
herself as the perfume of a single flowe r 
may c~ll up the whole sweetness of Spring." 

Over the charm and the pathos of the 
story is the cha rm of its era, the era 9f ~he 
opening of the West. Set after the building 
of the Burlington, the lavishness and ro
mance of that undertaking still rings in its 
pages, and its people have the fascination of 
that period. The recklessness and gaiety of 
that time live in the recklessness and gaiety 
of "The Lost Lady." 

The End of the House of Alard 
SHEILA KAYE-SMITH Doran 

"A new order comes, , 
And the last sad squire goes slowly towards the sea.' 

The House of Alard was overburdened 
with the hereditary weight of mortgaged 
land. Slowly, to keep its position in the 
land, it ground the life from its sons and 
daughters. On its sacrificial altar the four 
oldest children o!Ter themselves up. The 
heir, battling between Alard and the girl he 
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loves, puts her aside and marries the money 
the e_state. needs. Five years later, in despair 
~t his mis~ake, he commits suicide. One 

aughter gives up her unsuitable lover, an
~ther loses her soul in her family s effort to 
/ep her. bound in an unhappy marriage. 

he son in the church dies striving to find 
ti 1 • • ie re 1g1on that he teaches. 
. In respect to theme, the book is strongly 
•n the Galswonhian tradition· the hopeless 
tru!igle o~ the individual against his caste. 

~- differs in the escape given the younger 
~- ildre":; Jenny, finding her chance by mar
.1~ge wnh a commoner· Garth by Cathol
ic,s~ a!1d escape in a r:ionaste:y. 

1 he independent doctrines of the cha rac
thrs are overshadowed by the Hardian doom 
t at threatens their home . . . their end as 
a class is impending. They must abdicate 
:nd. become a pa rt of another group, or perish 
~at1cally among the ruins of the glory that 

t
1 

ey can no longer afford to keep from 
c ecay. ' 

"The Ladies!" 
A Sb· · •nrn~ Constellation of Wit and Beauty 

Bv E. BARRINGTON 

h ~'e have among us the man who claims 
f c. 1as at last discovered the secret of the 
t'rer sex. At least, we will gi e him credit 
or understanding· them. For out of the by-

g.one personalities of other days, Mr. Bar
rington has created a succession of charming 
and I · . e usive women, once known for thelf 
great .beauty and cleverness. And he has set 
each _Jewel inlo a setting peculiarly her own, 
hreating and spreading the atmosphere of 

er own age about her. 

0
.fr.om Elizabeth Pepys, wife of the famous 
tanst, to Fanny Burney and her experi

~nces at Queen Charlotte's court we are 
introduced t d . ' . fi o a ozen or more 1nconsp1cuous 
~gu res, historically speaking. In fact, it is 
Hfst ~oubtful i[ there is any text book of 

sto, Y ever wntten that sets forth the true 
~,tory of Maria Coventry. Poor 1aria
d the most lovely woman in England, who is 

cad from the usage of white lead. It de-

voured her skin, and she grew so hideous 
that at last she would not permit the doctors 
to see her ruined face, but would put out her 
hand between the curtains to have her pulse 
took." And the Gunnings, the Irish sisters 
who were so entrancingly beautiful that it 
was said 'the great lords of England knelt 
before them pouring diamonds out of bas
kets at their feet." 

But enough! It is for you to read the rest 
of the tale and dream with Mr. Barrington 
about "The Ladies-God bless them !-the 
Toast of the Town!" 

Candide 
A Review of an Unread Book 

Yesterday a new book came in the mail
a quarto with brown boards and a green 
cloth back, with the only lettering on a small 
green and white and gold. 'Voltaire," the 
label reads; "Candide, or the Optimist. 
Drawings by Alan Odle." 

We handled the book reverently. It is so 
large and so expensive. We glanced at a 
sentence or two avidly. And then we feasted 
to our heart's content on the illustrations. 
They are fearsome and wonderful, gro
tesques in black and white that out-Beards
ley Beardsley. Under one is the caption, 
"The Bulgars Leaving Thunder-Ten-Tro
nekh Castle." Who are the Bulgars? Why 
should they leave with derisive grins? Why 
should the last of them, rising from the 
vague arch of a villainous looking hatchway, 
thumb a satiric nose? What massive leg is 
that, foreshortened mysteriously from the 
lower left, booting a severed head in air? 

And the tail pieces. Deformed Watteau 
lovers embracing in a vague canopy! A coy 
lady of the Middle Empire on a table top! 
A Peeping Tom beside it! A bestial little 
fat Sultan , ith a fan serving for a fig leaf! 

Somehow we're afraid of Voltaire. He 
occupies a place in literature that makes 
even Gothic romance signed with his name 
a thing classical. But even more are we 
afraid to read him now. For nothing writ 
in words could live up to Alan Odle. 
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ENGAGEMENTS 

Helen B. Meyers, '22, to Mercer Brown 
Tate. 

habe\le Michelman, '22, is teaching in the 
new Junior High School in Mattapan, Mass. 

Anne Kittelsen, Ex-'25, is doing newspa
per reporting in Washington, D. C. 

Lucia Bliss, '23, to John Barr Harvie. 
Katherine M. Digney, '24, to Edward 

James Norris, Jr. 
Katherine Burnett, '25, to Robert Rich

ardson. 

MARRIAGES 

Edna B. Kelly, Fae. '19-'21, to Glenn E. 
Bonebroke. 

S. Selah ewton, Fae. '22-'23, to Franklin 
Hall Marmon. 

Alice Marjorie Rathbun, Fae. '22-'23, to 
Howard Hood Sweet. 

Mignonette Mortimer, '22, to Charles D. 
Bourcier. 

Esther Quimby Huston, '22, to Gladstone 
Fielding Hatch. 

Florence Abbie Sanders, Ex-'24, to Lester 
Earle Walker. 

Mildred Elizabeth Harrison, Ex-'24, to 
Warren Burr Lyman. 

Lucille Hollis, '22, received her M. A. from 
Columbia University and is teaching in Miss 
Sayward's School, Philadelphia, Pa. 

1923 
'23 finds its members following various 

pursuits: 
Dorothy Goerz is a lecturer in the Brook

lyn Children's Museum; 1argaret Ewing 
is training for Y. W. C. A. Secretary; Ethel 
Nicholas is in charge of a Home Mission 
School· Marion Pennock is studying house
hold a~s at Simmons; while Beatrice West 
is doing graduate work at Harvard SchO<?l 
of Education. Out in Chicago at the Uni
versity we find Ruth Sturtevant and Frances 
Butler; and farther west at Leland Stanford 
is Eleanore Glidden. Mildred Avery and 
Georgia Cook are at Mrs. Prince's School. 
Elise Aldrich is at the Boston Public Library, 
Dorothy Loring is at Art School, and Louise 
Gifford is at the Salem Business School. 

The stay-at-homes are Doris Black, Mari
etta Bell, Eliza How, and Dorothy Roberts, 
who was married on September 29th. 

The majority of '23 are dignified school
ma'ams: Maud Austin, Florence Baker, 

Marion Kane, '22, received her M. A. 
from Columbia University, and is doing mis
sion work in South Dakota, under the Con
gregational Sunday School. 

1erle Bronson, Rachel Brooks, Ruth Cap
ers, Marian Clapp, Lucille Fish, Esther 
Gannett, Eli?.abeth Haseltine, Ruth Hel~er, 
Eleanor Hutchinson, Hazel King, 1'1anan 
Parker, Elizabeth Savage, Miriam Sylves:er, 
Alice Thorpe, Janet Stuart, and Manon 
Webb. 

Irene Beers, '22, was graduated from Mrs. 
Prince's School, and is junior employment 
manager for Hoschild St Kohn, in Baltimore, 
Md. 

Other members of '23 have not been heard 
from. 
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Editorials-Continued 

"But we haven't had a chance yet," you 
say. Oh, yes, you're havin~ one all the time. 
You may not realize it, Just because you 
haven't been picked for the big things yet; 
but by your response to the little things 
we're daily judging your fitness for those 
same "big things." 

We notice the little courtesies which you 
show, or do not show, towards the faculty 

and upperclassmen; your thoughtfulness for 
others in the classroom and on the campus; 
your regard for the honor system. Why, 
you are just proving every minute what sort 
of a coJJege girl you are going to make. You 
may not believe it, but even by your attitude 
in chapel you are being judged. 

Our judgment is kjndly and we are always 
ready to help you, for we want you to be 
worthy of Wheaton, and to give her the very 
best that you have to offer. 

A Rain Song 
Rain! Rnin ! Cool, cool min! 
Rustling in the silken elms, 
Pattering in the oak trees, 
Faint, cool messages that Autumn is again. 

L1LLIAN KNO\YL s, '26. 
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Boston Dress Goods Shop 

We Specialize in 

Silks, Woolen! and Novelty 

Cotton Fabrics 

We are locat t d in the heart of 

Attleboro' s shoppin1t district, 

opposite Monument Square. 

Boston Dress Goods Shop 
59 Park Street, Attleboro, Mass. 

( Under Boston Management) 

Portraits at Special Rates to 

Wheaton Students 

All work guaranteed 

GODCHAUX STUDIO 

Attleboro Mass. 

Cars from your door to ours 

We carry a choice line of Waterman's, 
Moore's and Sheaffer' s Fountain Pens 
and Pencils, separate and in sets in 

Gold and Silver. 

E. L. Freeman Company 
249 Main Street 
Pawtucket, R. I. 

CHOCOLATES 

For all occasions. 

SMITH 
PATTERSON 
COMPANY 

Designers and makers 

of School, College and 

Fraternity Jewelry of 

the highest grade. 

52 SUMMER ST. 
BOSTON. MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Nunn , 1 ~nu , 
loirect kmonf /'o~en~Je.r. 

372·J7s Boylston Street. Boston.AtaJfachusctb 
Telephone Back Bay 8500 

FURS DRESSES 
SKIRTS BLOUSES 

NECKWEAR 

COATS 
SWEATERS 

HOSIERY 
UNDERTHINGS 

----------
Tht·esher Brothers 

"'l'llE lJPECTALTY SILK S'l'ORE" 

BOSTON, JIASB. J9 TEMPLE PLACE 

"NEW FALL SILKS AND VELVETS" 
A Profusion of the newest wc~ivo.,;, eolors and pat
tern · for Fall and Winter. The n w fabrics are:llrocnde v 1 effe<-t e vi,r,, on Voll~, O~orgctu- nnd retn.l ro tumf Velveteens nnd VelutJ.no. 

A run s. SIik Fur Fnbrlc 'I, u~b 11& "Kera.ml," "Xeraml 
.\I

0
01r/~!i., 1!!, lloc1~dc Voll ct . Jiu key" ana 'Lambt.-L" 

t '" rrepo do 'blues. Molly-0-Satln Crepe. We,13rt ('hl1To11 \' l'h c1 • FJa,t Crc11r, atln Fraacalee. 
l,Jnth g rtlug Vd1•ot • 1-mport-0d nod llomc tie Bro(adu. 

au 
1 

,rer,e ' , ' ntln Cunton (.'rope. Satln J\tMal Chllb (11lnln and emboss d). 
(Jrc ° CtCIJf Jlovcttc. Gold aJJ(I SHvor J,acc (plaln ~olor and comblaa.-
Ru "in Sonya (lw1i)y (l~ori,r~ll1.1). tlon ). 

fn 11 )SIik nntl Wool ('re11r~ (()lnln nntl aUn pnnf b :F'Ibre Ilk Lnces. 
Im ce • All JIii l'hontllly J,aces. 
(' Portfd <:rn110 C' l1Hron nnd corir1.1tte6, llk•ln-Jul llrocadc. 
ti~~~e ltonu1Jr1e. JJrocnde repc for Gown! nad Lln.lngs. 
Afolr~tyuc • l'rlnletl C'nnton Crcl)e. llrocnfle J1Jncbllln. Velora Dr0<1&dea. 
1VnNt llti,uJssn11cc. Alolre Crepes. •11hn•rl11,r. lllntereue. 

lnhl l'uN ·y WIiiow. Tn.ffeta Glnce. h~nllle Jlrocnfle Volle. 

~ Orders l!'iUed Promptly amples i:iver1 or mailed cheertuUy 

I OTE :- Our stores are nil located 011 the 4th and 5th floorn in nil cities, a urlng 
wonderful duyllght for 1bc matl'11lng of olor,;, ulso thereby Uminntlng high street 
floor reutnlH, which cnnhlei; us to 1-PII the higbcfit grnd!'s of SJLK and \ELVET 
nt lowor prices tllun the sumt' !JHfllitics can be obtaht!'c1 eli;cwbere. 

_______ Store, alto in Phjladelphia, Pa., Baltimore, Md., and Cleveland, Ohio 

Please Patronize Our Advertiser, 
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]. C. PRATT 

Groceries and Provisions 

NORTON, MASSACHUSEITTS 

Try our a55ortment of National Biscuit 
Company's Fancy Coolc.iea 

PHOTOGRAPHS - "that please" 

WARREN KAY VANTINE 

Studio 

304 Boylston Street, Boston 

Phone B. B. -4046 

Special rate& to students 

TWO MINUTKS P',.OM 

NORTH STATION 

RICHMOND 11109 

1910 

F. H. Page Company 

FURNITURE 

8 Mll:DFOAO STRKET 

COR, NORTH WA•HtNGTON STRl!:11:T 

BOSTON 

Pocket, Table, Carving Knives 

Sci111ora, Singly and in Seta 

Electric Table and Toilet Articles 

Holiday 

and 

Birthday 

Wedding 

and 

Anni11e r•or)' 

Skate,, Skis and Sleds 

Chandler & Barber Co. 
Hardware, Cutlery, Tools 

124 SUMMER ST., BOSTON 
II Minute. lo South Station 

Compliments of 

The Norton Amusement 

Company 

First-class Moving Pictures 

NORTON MASS. 

Please Patro11i1.e Our Advertisers 
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_.TO W'/iP._ 
0 , 

IPSE DIXIT 
and GALILEO 

There was much learning but 
little real knowledge in Galileo's 
time (i564-1642). Aristotle was 
swallowed in bad Latin transla. 
tions. Ipscdi:xit. Noonechecked 
him by what seemed vulgar, 
coarse experiment. 

Galileo fought against the 
dead hand of tradition. He did 
not argue about Aristotle, but 
put him to the test, Aristotle led 
his readers to believe that of two 
bodies the heavier will fall the 
faster. Galileo simply climbed 
to the top of the Leaning Tower 
of Pisa and dropped two un
equal weights. The "best peo. 
ple" were horrified; they even 
refused to believ.e the result
that the weights reached the 
ground in equal times. 

.. Look at the world~ and ex. 
per1ment, experiment," cried 
Galileo. 

The biggest man in the 16th 

century was not GaliUo in pop. 
ular estimation, but Suleiman 
the Magnificent, the Ottoman 
Emperor, who swept through 
Eastern Europe with fire and 
sword and almost captured 
Vienna. Where is his magnifi. 
cence now? 

Galileo gave us science
established the paramount 
right of experimental evidence. 
Suleiman did little to help the 
world. 

Hardly an experiment is made 
in modern science, which . does 
not apply Galileo's results. 
When, for instance, the physic
ists in the Research Laboratories 
of the General Electric Company 
study the motions of dectrons 
inrarified atmospheres,or exper
iment to heighten the efficiency 
of generators and motors, they 
follow Galileo's example and 
substitute facts for beliefs. 

Gener alfjElecftric 
{}tntral Offic4 Company Schcntdady,N.Y. 

t'$-<!,111'D 

Pleau Patro11iu Our Advertiur, 
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MRS. COYNE 

Hemstitching 
Picot Edging 

Pleating and Buttons made to order 
from your material 

23 RAILROAD A VENUE 
ATTLEBORO, MASS. 

SAN SOUCI DEPT. STORE 
Union St., c,pposite Post Office 

HOSIERY SMALLWARES 

CORSETS NOTIONS 

LEATHER GOODS RIBBONS 

NE KWEAR HANDKERCHIEFS 

SILK & MUSLI UNDERWEAR 

Attleboro, Mass. 

Art Goods and Embroideries of all kinds 

A full line of yard goods 

CITY REMNANT STORE 
Qyer S & 10 Cent Store A NIE N. O'NEIL, Prop. 

A. R. MACOMBER COMPANY 
22 NoRTH MAIN SntEET 

ATTLEBORO, MASS. 

Electrical Supply Store and 
Repair Shop 

Useful Utilities and Toys 

u\'ime. La Jacques 

WHOLESALE MILLINERY 

Ready-to-wear Hats 

Frames - Flowers - Fancies 

26 RAILROAD AVE., ATTLEBORO 

Wo retail at wholesale prices 

When in Attleboro stop at 

The Peacock Tea Room 
LUNCH DINNER 

AFTERNOON TEA 

Bank Street, Attleboro 

Geo. H. Herrick Co. 

Jewelers & Opticians 

Kodaks, Films, Etc. 

Waterman Fountain Pens 

Eversharp Pencils 

Victrolas and Records 

Repairing of Every Description 

12 No. Main St. Bronson Bldg· 

Attleborot Mass. 

Please Patronize Our Adv ertisers 
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Sold•• 

The Wheaton Inn 
NORTON 

NEW ENGLAND YARN COMPANY 

Attleboro, Maas. 

--------------
Complimenl5 of 

Dr. WALTER E. BRIGGS 

l!leutiat 

BATES BLOCK AlTLEBORO 

A PLANT PURCHASED NOW 
will brighten your room 

all winter 
Remember the Home Folks 

We deliver flowers 10 a.ny pa.r1 of the 
United States or Canada. through the 
Florist's T elegra.ph System. 

P. M. VOSE. 28 So. Main St. 
ATTLEBORO 

THE FLOWEII. SHOP 

Bates Theatre 
ATTLEBORO. MASS, 

ALL THE LATEST 
PARAMOUNT 

PICTURES 

Pianos Sonora Phonographs 

Sheet Music Records 

Musical Instruments 

Chas. D. Blake & Co. 
9 County Street, Attleboro, Mass. 

Exclusive Millinery Shoppe 
29 A South Main Street, Attleboro, Mass. 

New and Original Designs 

for AU Occasions 

Special Rates to Wheaton Srudents 

SEBfNA WILLIAMS, Designer 

Dry Goods and Notions 

Onyx and Gordon Hosiery 

Quality Goods at Reasonable Prices 

White's Quality Shop 

11 County Street Attleboro, Mau. 

Where everyone goes -

.Arounil t4t Qlornrr 
@ra i.~oom 

Waffies a specialty 

Afternoon Tea 

Supper Parties 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Attleboro' s 

Department 

Store 
Qy.alit:y ~erchandise 

of'R,eputel 

51 PARK ST. ATTLEBORO 

Next to Post Office 

Richardson, Wright & Co. 

Manufacturers of 

ASEPTIC STEEL HOSPITAL 

FURNITURE and BEDSTEADS 

ALSO 

MA TIRESSES and PILLOWS 

Factory and Saleuoo• 

65 BEVERLY STREET 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Columbia Grafonolas 

and Records 

FOR SALE BY 

The W. C. Fuller Co. 

Complete House 

Furnishers 

MANSFIELD, MASS. 

DRUGS, MEDICINE 
AND 

TOILET ARTICLES 
AT 

Attleboro· s Leading 
Drug Store 

The la1ge3t and most complete line In 
the city al Lowell Price3 

FISK'S 
C. B. DAVIS. R~,. Ph1nna_ci>t 

No. 1 Park Street, Attleboro, Man, 

Pleau Patronize 011, Advertisers 



The Mansfield Lumber Company 
We carry a full line of Sporting Goods: 

TE NIS RACKETS, TENNIS BALLS, GoLF 
BALLS, SKATES, SNowsHoES, SKrs. 

Also, a complete assortment of E]ectrical Supplies: 
EDISON MAZDA LAMPS, PLUGS, STO ES, 
TOASTERS, CURLING !RONS, HEJ\TERS, 
HEALTH PADS AND RADIO SUPPLIES, 

Auto Supplies of all kinds: 
WILLARD STORAGE BATTERIES, W JLLARD 
RADIO A BATTERIES, DAYTON THOROUGH

BRED TIRES with a 10,000 mile guarantee. 

TI. 
97

_M 14 SOUTH MAIN STREET, MANSFIELD, MASS. 
Qpp. o. Common 

"L?f_right & Ditson 
DS THE WORLD IN SPORTS" 

lt Ill . atters little h BA w at you want, whether the best 

s SKET BALL, HOCKEY, r!A TES, SWEATERS, 
NNJS, or GYMNASIUM 

w SUPPLIES 
c have them . 

every insta at Prtccs which are as low in 
nee as 1· ·11 . qua ity wa permit. 

WRIGHT & DITSON 
344 w b· aa 1ngton Street 

Boston 
Worceater Cambridire 

'NINCH£ST£R 
"Sportsrnen's Headq11arters" 

347 WESTMINISTER ST. 

PROVIDENCE, R. I. 

Outfit the Female 

Spectator as well 

as the Particlpant 

------
Pleau Patroniu Our Advertisers 
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C. E. G eacnhcimtr, SUJ/1. E. S. Hamblen, Mrr. 

Norton Power & Electric Company 
Electricity foT Light, Heat 

and Power 

NORTON, MASS. 

h i Norton 100 
Telep onea l Franklin 273 

Cotrell & Leonard 
ALBANY. N. Y. 

CAPS 
Malen of 

GOWNS 
HOODS 

For all Dqircu 

lnlcr~ollep.te Buruu of AcademK CollUme 

W. 8 . RAND, PrHlCMhl 

WHEATON INN 
NORTON, MASS. 

We Solicit Patronage of 
Week-End Guests 

DINNERS 
LUNCHEONS 

HOME COOKING 
Large Assortment of 

High Grade Candies and 
Confections 

We Carry Angofleece Yarns 
They insure satisfaction 

M. C. RAND, T, ... ..,., 

WILLIAM B. RAND COMPANY, INC. 

Printers 

289 CONGRESS STREET 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Pleau Patronize Our Advertiser:, 


