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Beaten Gold 
"That accursed music," Bem·enuto wrote, 
Longing to be working in deep stones and gold, 
While his father kept him playing at his flu te, 
Silver heaped up, glistening, waited for his mould. 

But the old Cellini called him to his scales, 
"Chiseling is a 'prcntice trade, music is an art"
"That accursed music," Benvenuto wrote, 
P laying his soprano flute, hammering in his heart. 

Bowls of gold and azure, 
Buckles for a king, 
Diamonds that were bigger 
Than a child's plaything, 
Lapis set in crystal, 
P lates of ra re design, 
Candlesticks in chasings 
Intricate of line. 

T he Pope named him marvel, 
Rivals paled in Rome, 
Crankily Cellini 
Set him scales at home. 

MIR!Al\I J. FL RSllEIM, '24. 
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Early Recollections 
Mackerel Fiahina 

When the frost is white over the lawn in 
the morning, and a chilly north wind begins 
to blow seaward at night, my thoughts go 
ba~k to those happy days of my childhood. 
With us autumn was the glorious season of 
mu_shroom hunting and mackerel fishing. 
This enchanted season always began with 
clear, cold days. The blue sky looked so 
~!car, so cold, and so hard that it seemed as 
if a. stone flung against it might resound with 
a n_nging noise. Very clearly I seem to see 
a _girl of seven sitting at the breakfast table 
With her father. Her eyes sparkle, and so 
d_o her father's. ot a word escapes from 
either of them, but there seems to exist a 
per-feet understanding. 

At last, when the breakfast is o er, we 
snatch our fishing gear, baskets, and coats 
and, tucking them under our arms, we climb 
down the bank, and find the boat ready to 
st~rt. She is a small, old boat with a single 
sail, and is black both in and out. Goro, 
our man, is unfastening the mooring rope. 

After getting clear out of the river, we 
Cr?ss the bay in an oblique direction for a 
mile or so, and then come to the mackerel 
fi~hing-ground. Facing t(?Ward the lonely 
pine on the shore, father drops the anchor 
1nto the clear salt water, and pays out four 
lengths so that the boat may swing easily. 
Then we take our sta tions in different parts 
of the boat and throw out the lines. 

Usually the forenoon is unfavorable, for 
the clearness of the water and the glare of 
the sun make the sight of the mackerel very 
sharp. Looking through the triangu lar glass 
we see a few black fishes swim ming arou nd 
the baits, and we are irritated that none 

takes the fatal bite. When we try to chase 
them with our bait, they give covetous 
glances and disappear among the seaweed. 

By this time father is beginning to yawn 
and taking out a tiny bell from his pocket, 
he fastens it to the end of his line so that if 
a fish bites the bell will ring-an ingenious 
invention of father's! Then he begins leis
urely to puff a pipe-a part of the joyous 
mackerel fishing. On my pan, I straighten 
my back and gaze on the broad expanse of 
water or the distant island. Often we see a 
flock of while sea-gu ll s alight on the waves 
a few f eec from us. The}' know that we are 
not equipped with a gun and, as if to mock 
our helplessness, they dive into the water 
and emerge again with some kind of big fish 
in their bills, and, puffing up their breasts, 
fly away swiftly. 

Gradually the sun begins to cast a shim
mering golden image on the water. The 
atmosphe re is so calm and the water so clear 
that we almost forget our fishing. 

By the middle of the afternoon, we usually 
find some company. The other anglers are 
always friendly. We never hesitate to speak 
to them, and they always seem glad to have 
company. 

"Ahoy there! Is there any trace of mack-
erel?" This is the way we greet each other. 

" o, not a sign of them. Got some?" 
"Yes, just a few, though.'' 
"Then we must look hard." 
Men's loud voices send back an echo from 

the hil!'h cliffs. At first I was afraid this 
might frighten the mackerel but their hear
ing does not seem so sharp as their sight. 
In the midst of the loud conversation the bell 
which father fastened on his line rings sud-

-
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denly. Tinkle, tinkle! It rings several times 
in rapid succession. A bite! How fast 
father 's hantls move, and he pulls up a real 
mackerel with a gray back, a silver belly, 
and huge eyes. A jerk in my hand! My turn 
now! The succeeding half-hour is the most 
exciting part of the day. We are too busy 
and too occupied to talk. The only sounds 
are the occasional splash on the water and 
the struggling of the fishes on the plank till 
a lonely evening bell from a distant temple 
comes wafting across the water. 

"What do you say to our going home?" 
mumbles father with his eyes on the water, 
but we have n~ intention of leaving right 
then. Half an hour more, and then we 
slowly row home, cutting through the pu:Ple 
water. Crossing the bar, we go up agamst 
the ebb tide. On the opposite bank we see 
our faithful Goro with a huge lantern with 
the family crest. 

"A little late, weren't we? Have you 
waited here a long time?" asks father. No 
matter how long he has waited, his answer 
is always, · To, sir," and by the light of the 
lantern he takes out the fishes from the well, 
while we stretch ourselves. Like a dream 
rises the Fuji, and just above it sparkles a 
single star in the light purple vault. 

The Firat Snowfall 
The first snowfall came very early that 

year, so early that the brownish-gray of ~he 
wild rabbit's fur had not had an opportunity 
to change into white. During the morning 
fine snow fell densely, but later it tu med 
into feathery masses. It grew heavier, and 
two or three times I heard the sharp crack
ing sound of a tree breaking with the weight 
of the snow. 

Toward the evenin , however, it ceased, 
and the atmosphere was clear. T~c big n:ioon 
came up slowly fron: the w~1te _honzon. 
Goro with a measuring rod in his hand, 
open;d the door and, sticking it deep into 
the snow, he cried: 

"Ho, twelve inches!" 

After supper, father and I went out to the 
back hill. He took short steps so that I 
could walk in his footsteps. As far as eye 
could reach, all was white except for the 
narrow streak of the black ditch along the 
foot of the hill. The soft snow made no 
noise under our feet. Once in a while we 
heard a branch which had bent down under 
the weight of snow spring back to its former 
position with a dull groan. 

Suddenly father stopped in the clear 
moonlight, and pointed out to me a wild 
rabbit nibbling away the bark of a broken 
cherry twig. His brownish-gray coat stood 
out against the white snow. He had his 
back tu.med toward us, and we could only 
see his long ears quiver' as he nibbled away 
the bark. Soon he stopped eating, sat up as 
if to stretch his back, listened for a moment, 
t.hcn began to wash his face with quick, cat
like movements, licking his paws first, and 
bringing them behind each ear till they 
ended at the tip of his flat nose. Now he 
began to lick his sides, and even his white 
stomach. After this, with a nervous shake 
of his forefeet, he sat up. His ears stood out 
as if to gather up all the sounds and mys
teries of the woods, but soon he began to 
nibble the bark again. 

The snow under my feet began to melt. 
As I tried to change my position, the wet 
earth underneath made a squelching sound. 
With a flick of his hind legs, the wild rabbit 
turned round and stared at us. A pair of 
big eyes shone in the moonlight1 and the 
next second he skipped away, his bobbed 
tail on his back. 

An Ebb Tide 
Kiyo asked me to go to the shore and see 

if the tide was ebbing, for she believed that 
man came with a high tide, but returned 
with an ebb tide. I ran as fast as my young 
legs could carry me. It was a winter even
ing, and although it was not yet late, the 
harbor was clear and silent. At short inter
vals, water licked the wet sand and made a 
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curious noise. A little further to the right, 
where the water was deep, there was a fleet 
of merchant junl-s, which traded about out
of-t~e~way places with fancy goods, patent 
mecl1crnes, earthenware, incense-slicks, and 
thousands of other articles for daily use. 

I could not make out at once whether the 
tide was ebbing or flowing. While I watched 
the waves lick the wet sand, a light flashed 
f_rom the boat al the farthest end. It was a 
lighted torch to be offered to Ryujin the 
Pragon god of the sea. The man who held 
it was shrouded in the misty darkness and 
was not clearly visible. Three times the 
torch ma1e a circle in the intense gloom, 
~nd then m one long glare of crimson flame 
•t curved gracefully and went down into the 
sea. J almost heard the hiss of the fallen 
~orch, and I knew at once that the tide was 
JUSt beginning to ebb, and ran back to Kiyo 
as fast as I could. 

Before I reached home, however, he died. 

He died as quietly as he had lived. "Quiet," 
I say, for I know that this is the only word 
which could adequately describe him. He 
was a quiet man who had lived for his work, 
and had probably never harmed anybody all 
through his long life. I do not know when 
and how he came to live with us, but I do 
remember how, with his gray hat, he used 
to fade out of the room in the morning and 
quietly glide back again with the twilight. 
Like an evening dusk, without a sound he 
came, and again, without even a rustle, he 
departed, and departed forever, t~o. _Hold
ing to Kiyo's sleeves, I watched his pmched 
face, the hollows by the temples, and the 
sensitive mouth under the gray moustache, 
and wondered if really the tide which I had 
seen going out from the harbor bore his soul 
away and, if so, I could not see why he 
should not come back with the returning 
tide. 

Smo SAKA 1sH1, '25 . 

Dusk 
Dusk in the city streets. 
The trailing heat of the summer's day is 
Swept aside 
By the cool hand 
Of night. 
Beneath the fluttering leaves, 
Black si lhouettes against the street lights, 
Loitering figures stroll. 
Soft laughter, 
Merry voices, . 
Lilting notes struck from guitar or ban10 
Sift through the twilight haze. 
Lights gleam 
From windows 
Of sleepy-eyed houses. 
From shadowy gardens 
Floats haunting fragrance 
Of roses, lilies, and honeysuckle. 

!vL\RTHA D. OLIVER, '24. 

-
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As the Specks Fly Upward 
If .l\lr. Jennings had not arrived at the 

Trustees' meeLing in the Newton Grammar 
half an hour too soon, he would not have 
visited Miss Bal l's class-room, where sat 

1clissa Anderson and ~Iau rice Allen, and 
he would not have been under-but that is 
the story. 

::,...1r. Jennings was too dignified to be fat, 
and too short to be portly. Just plain rotund 
describes him exactly. ;°'Jow rotundity im
plies good-nature, but :i\J r. Jennings' jovial 
powers had been stunted with his likewise 
growth. He was not really crabbed, yet 
when he entered the schoolroom you quietly 
sat a little straighter in your chair, and won
dered if eight times four made eighty-four 
or a hundred and four. As 1Ir. J ennings 
talked, he slowly polished his already shiny 
bald head. However, let us leave him for a 
while. It is not yet time for him to open 
the fifth grade door, and, after all, l\Iauricc 
Allen is my hero. 

Picture ,\Iaurice sitting at his desk that 
eventful day-his beautiful chestnut hair 
curly in spite of wet brushings, his dark eyes 
gra\'ely innocent, his features immobile ·x
cept for an occasional fleeting smile. 11aurice 
was no goo<ly-goody boy, who brought 
teacher an apple or a rose every noon-time, 
and who told on the girl across the aisle 
when she passed a note. Neither was he a 
really bad boy. It is true, I admit, that 
~Iiss Ball preferred to have him in the spe
cial scat at her side so that she might keep a 
vigilant eye on him, but more because , Tau
rice incited others to noisy laughter than 
because she often caught him doing wrong 
himself. On that particular day laurice 
looked a trifle more angelic than usual. The 
class, in honor of a possible visiting trustee, 
shone resplendent with clean blouses, "best" 
neckties, daintily sta rched dresses, and 
fayorite hair-ribbons. Iaurice was no ex
ception-his prim, stiff buster-brown collar 

ffset a crimson winclsor tic which did not 
match his reddish hair. Ilis sister Alicia 
had tried to persuade him to wear a soft 
green tie which, she carefully explained, 
would bring out the beautiful lights in his 
hair, but :V[aurice scorned such feminine ad
\·1ce. 

If i\laurice could boast little as a scholar, 
he had one accomplishment which, although 
of slight or even actively negative value in 
the eyes of a grim trustee, won him much 
prestige in the estimation of his fell ow 
students . The oLher boys envied him, vainly 
trying to attain his perfection, and even 
some of the girls-tomboys you lmm1-
wuuld have chosen this skill instead of the 
curlr, chestnut hair. Trow can I name it? 
This is not a drall'ing-room trick. Perhaps 
I can describe it so that I need not mention 
the ugly name. Watch ~Iaurice no\\'; he is 
preparing to show off. From his desk he 
quietly pulls a sm:i ll, red square of paper. 
Into his mouth he put the crumpled mass, 
then he chews gently, but steadily, for a few 
seconds. ow he removes the moist, red 
lump and places it just so, on the encl of a 
plia blc ruler. With one end of the ruler held 
to the desk, he snaps the other end. ;\ tiny 
red speck flies through the air, landing with 
a faint squash on the ceiling, a sound un
noticeable to the unobservant, but as mu. ic 
to the cars of the shooter. lau rice has 
spent hours of practice on the heads of his 
classmates before a chance shot had landed 
on the ceiling and stuck! 

What more striking way of showing one's 
super iority to others than by forming ne's 
initials on the ceiling with moist paper balls? 
White paper, however. was much too incon
spicuou to suit lau rice. His acquisition f 
the reel parer came about in this manner: 
J\faurice's sister Alicia had been making red 
crepe paper roses one day when he returned 
from school. The next morning fauricc 
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had gone to school with a roll of beautiful 
reel paper in his blouse, and a prayer in his 
heart that the theft would be undiscovered. 

At last faurice had found the appropri
ate material for his great achievement. The 
~oftness of the paper gave a degree of secur-
1~Y by its sticking properties, while the bril
liant color added interest, for at any moment 
teacher might glance up and sec it. To his 
c!assmates, Iaurice did not explain his ac
tions, but he enjoyed their mystification. 
They watched anxiously as well as enviously 
,~he never a bright speck flew th rough th~ 
air to the ceiling above Miss Ball's desk and 
hung there like the sword of Dam'ocles 
threatening the class. If the sword fell, 
everyone was convinced that laurice sit
fing quietly beside the teacher, would b~ the 
ast one suspected of guilt. 

ow to turn to my heroine. Ielissa An-
derson, the principal's daughter, sat in a 
front seat not far from Maurice. As she 
studied, she complacently smoothed the end 
of a long, black curl which she had wound 
about her forefinger. She was fully aware 
of her charms, and quite conscious of the 
fact that the boys liked to bring her apples 
and candy, and to take her to parties-all 
except Maurice. But then, Maurice paid 
~cant attention to girls anyway; even though 
tn their opinion he was just "grand!" Melissa 
had_ felt the same curiosity as the others, 
until the sprawling red dots took on the form 
of a rambling "M." She would sit, stroking 
~er curl and gazing upwards, utterly obliv
ious to her lessons. Suddenly one day a 
quick intuition overwhelmed he~. Of cou:se 
why hadn't she thought of that before? 
Maurice had chosen her from all the fifth 
grade belles, and had concei ed this superb 
way of announcing the choice to their small 
World. Whd but 1[aurice would have been 
clever enough to write her initials on the 
ceiling in red paper balls? She knew that 
those balls could not fall. Were they not 
sent in her honor? She tossed her head 
re~ally, feeling that she was equal to a 
Princess. 

To return to the eventful day when Mr. 

Jennings walked into the room-the initials 
were completed except for two balls. As he 
quietly sat straighter in his chair, 1aurice 
thought disgustedly that Mr. Jennings might 
have waited until the "A" was complete. 
Miss Ball turned from the board where she 
was writing the next day's arithmetic lesson. 

'Good afternoon, i\fr. Jennings," she mur
mured. 'We are so glad to have you visit 
us. The class always enjoys a visitor. Don't 
you class?" The class smiled painedly. 
Thdy had only one criterion by which they 
tested visitors-their ability to tell good 
stories. This trustee had nc er, as yet, told 
them a story, but he did ask bo~hersomc 
questions. i\fr. Jennings cleared his throat 
before replying. 

' Delighted to be here, I am sure. How 
are they coming in mental arithmetic?" That 
was his hobby-mental arithmetic! How 
quickly he could do sums in his head! How 
impatient he was with fifth graders who were 
slow! After ten minutes rapid-fire addition, 
multiplication, fractions, L. C. :.\l.'s !au.rice 
began to squirm. Then, as 1'.[r. Jennmgs 
turned to the board to write a column of fig. 
ures, bis eyes brightened. A grimy hand 
went into a desk, only to come forth clutch
ing a square of red ~repe paper. ~arefully 
Maurice chewed this square. Quickly he 
placed it on the end of his r_uler. With a 
rapid sidewise lance at [eltssa, who was 
watching him, he winked and snapped the 
ruler. The ball flew swiftly toward the ceil
ing. Would it stick this time also? It did. 
Mau rice and leli ssa breathed freely once 
more. The "A" was completed save for a 
period. 

scared-looking fourth grader had tip
toed into the room a few minutes before and 
whispered to Miss Ball, who had left the 
class alone with Mr. Jennings. After his 
first attempt to finish the "A, ' Maurice be
came bolder. He extracted another square 
but that was a pitiful little bit of paper for 
the closing period. Three other bits of paper 
chewed with the first formed a ball which 
met with his approval. "hat a splotch of 
color it would make on the ceiling! 
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.i\ Ir. Jennings was slill giving the class 
problems, but .i\Iaurice was so near and ap
parently so quiet that he looked over the 
boy's head every time. "You are very 
slow," he remarked, turning from the board. 
"Try this: If A raises. twelve-" 

Whack! Something bright fell through 
the air. Just above Ir. Jennings' right eye 
the spit ball landed, and stuck! The period 
had been too moist and too heavy to cling to 
the ceiling. ll perched above .Mr. Jennings' 
surprised face very much as the tiny cap of 
the or)?an-grindcr's monkey rests above its 
f acc. For an instant there was a horrified 
silence. Then l\Ir. Jennings partially re
gained command of his vocabulary . 

''\\'hich one of you, you good-for-nothings, 
sh t that-spit ball at me? I'd-" He be
came incoherent as the spit ball slid from 
his head. The class remained silent. Then 
;\laurice slowly raised his hand. 

"[ did it, sir," he said simply. Melissa 
gazed at him proudly. Iler Maurice was so 
brave. :\fr. Jennings seized Maurice with 
one hand and the Ion~ ruler in the other. 
l\ lelissa closed her eyes. The door opened 
to admit >vliss Ball and l\lr. Anderson, the 
principal. 

· \:\'hat is the matter?" demanded :Mr. An
derson surprised. 

''This young limb of Satan shot a-spit 
ball at me. uch infernal impudence l I'll 
tan his hide for him l" 

"You know we don't beat children in the 
schools nowadays," replied Ir. Anderson, 
quietly. "i\fauricc, why did you shoot the 
spil ball at J\[r. Jennings?" 

'I didn't shoot it at him," Maurice re
turned sullenly. 

" he young liar!" began Mr. J cnnings, 
but :\fr. Anderson raised a protesting hand. 

Iau rice remained silent under further ques-
tioning. t last he was ordered to the office. 

:\lelissa, meanwhile, sat white and trem
bling. he was proud of her hero, but afraid 
for him. Her ear caught the word "office." 
\\'hat, were they going to punish her 1aurice 
ju~t b cause he had made her initials on the 
ceiling? A word that she remembered from 

her I eader came into her mind-"emblaz
oncd." She liked the sound of it and made 
a little chant: ''He emblazoned my initials 
on the ceiling. He is my knight." he re
peated it severa l times until, glancing up, 
she found that l\ laurice had gone to the of
fice. Without stopping for permission, she 
ran from the room. Bursting into the office 
without knocking, she gasped: 

"Daddy, don't hurt him. He didn't shoot 
l\lr. Jennings. He was only writing my 
initials on the ceiling." 

'What's this? ' interrupted Mr. J cnnings. 
".\ fake initials n the ceiling? Impossible! 
I used to be qu ite an expert myself once. 
But on the cei ling-impossible!" 

fl. Ir. Anderson did not fully comprehend. 
"1\ lelissa, did I understand you to say that 

Iaurice was forming your initials on the 
ceiling with spit balls?" 

Melissa wound a black curl about her 
finger as she replied: 

"Yes, Daddy. He was emblazoning my 
initials so that everyone mi((ht sec." 

"I wasn't making any ol' girl s initials," 
broke in 1aurice, as soon as he realized 
what she was saying. "It isn't my fault her 
initials arc the same as mine." Tclissa 
stared at her hero. How could he be so rude? 
Her father bade her return to her class-room. 
She went slowly out with a backward glance 
at the disdainful 1aurice. lr. Jennings 
chuckled. He liked a boy who didn't hide 
behind a girl. He winked cautiously at l\lr. 
Anderson. The whole affair was becoming 
amusing to the two men. To Maurice, how
ever, it was not even faintly amusing. 

"Well, :Maurice, since you have had the 
pleasure of decorating the ceiling, suppose 
you remove the sp it balls . You know where 
to find the ladder and broom." With these 
words, 1r. Anderson dismissed the boy. 

"And, sir," interposed Mr. J cnnings, "I 
shall expect you to come and see me soon. I 
want to learn how to make spit balls stick 
on the ceiling.'' 

l\laurice went slowly from the office, back 
to the now empty room from whose ceiling 
the red initials glared down. 

' 
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1\s l~e slowly swept, he reflected, gloomily 
that girls always spoil everything. Gosh! 
co!lldn't a fellow enjoy even his own initials? 
Sc_ill, if t\Ielissa hadn't stood up for him he 
n~1gln have been cxpc_llcd. And anyhow, she 
11 a kinda pretty as girls go. Ile remembered 
that his mother had told him he must take 
one of the~1 to Eleanor Perkins' bi rtltday 
party. \\ 1th a shrug of his shoulders 
:\ I~u rice descended the ladder and replaced 
it in the closet. Coltec ting his books and 
cap, he went out, whistling a dreary tune. 

left the store just as l"\Iclissa was coming up 
the street. He greeted her as if nothing had 
happened, and off creel her a shoe string. He 
hoped she would tal·e the short one, but she 
didn't. Just like a girl, anyhow. He didn't 
care much, though, for, after al t, she had 
helped him. . 

.i\f clissa munched her shoe stnng content
edly. :i\Jaurice was so noble. Of course he 
wou ldn't hide behind a girl. She even for-
gave his rudc;ncss. . . ,, 

"You goin' to Ellie's party with me? he 
said, casually, after they had walked a block 
in silence. 

Ile went into the tiny corner candy store 
lo pu rcltasc two licorice shoe strings for 
com fort. One string was longer than the 
other. Debating which to cat first, :\ fauricc 

"Sure," replied Ielissa. 
KATHERINE PARK, '25. 

My Fancy! 
Deep in the heart of an ancient wood 

Enclosed by a fairy ring, 
Twin birches closely interlaced 

Stand whitely shimmering. 
Around them groups of poplars wait 

Forever whispering. 

Once on a time these birches twain 
Were a prince and his consort fair, 

They were chan ed to trees by a witch who worked 
Her spell and left them there; 

And the poplars tall were the courtly train 
Who served this hapless pair. 

Summers and autumns pass away, 
Winter gives place to spring, 

nd sti ll in these enchanted woods 
The two white birches cling-

! earby, as with perpetual fright, 
The poplars shivering. 

But the spell must end some day, and then 
Far from my sight they'll go, 

The royal lovers and their court, 
Beyond the hills, and oh! 

My poplar trees, my birches slim 
And white, I'll miss you so! 

ELEANOR w. DAY, '25. 
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Fords 
I have a great affection for Fords, Kiki in 

particular. Kiki is my Ford. Two years 
ago, Father gave me Kiki; first, because it 
was my birthday, and second, because he 
understood me well enough to realize that I 
was soon going to suggest that I learn to 
dri e his car. His car, a l aige sport model, 
is the ptideof his life; and when he visualized 
my wrecking his beloved machine upon the 
avenues of Schenectady, he clearly saw that 
something must be done to thwart my desire 
-hence Kiki. 

She i a beautiful little machine; at least 
she was when I first saw her, shiny black, 
upholstered in soft gray. However, there 
were Fords and Fords in Schenectady-all 
black, and I decided that my own little pos
session must look di/Terent. Therefore, Kiki, 
after a year of faithful service, was given a 
beautiful new dress of a very peculiar and 
stylish brown. Some think that she is ruined, 
but I think that Kiki is still beautiful. 1 fy 
Ford is the only brown one around Eastern 

ew York that I have seen so far. 
As to her name, Kiki seemed most ap

propriate. One might suppose I called her 
Kiki from some habit of hers, but the dear 
little machine has kicked only once, and that 
time I had been particularly neglectful, and 
had let one of her lungs get cracked. At the 
automobile hospital we found a new spark 
plug to fit, and since then she has not kicked 
once. o the name Kiki hasn't anything to 
do with kicking. In the play, Kiki was a 
wild little creature, gay and brilliantly 
dressed seemingly bad at times, but good at 
heart. ;\[y Ford is like that. 

Every time Kiki is noticeably good, I buy 
her something nice, even if it is only a little 
of her fa\'orite food, oil, or some new brake 
bands. Howe\'er, the first time that Kiki 
made Altamont hill on high (Altamont hill 
is a ,·ery famous car-testing hill near home), 
I rewarded her greatly. I had recently been 

driving with a friend who had a new Hudson 
coach. The front was equipped with two 
cone-shaped, solid silver ash trays. They 
were beautiful things, and I decided that 
Kiki must have an ash tray, even if it wasn't 
ever to be used. In the Woolworth's ten 
cent store I found exactly the thing, and it 
was only ten cents. They said there that it 
was a bathroom fixture to hold a drinking 
glass; so I didn't tell them what I wanted it 
for. Kiki has it now, securely screwed to 
her dash-board. I pretend sometimes that 
it is a vase and, like the aristocrats, I, too, 
can have flowers to beautify my "limousine." 

Kiki is very human. Sometimes I think 
she must actually think. She has a will of 
her own, anyway. I forgot to mention that 
Kiki is a coupe, and so very handy in the 
winter. Since I have been away at school, 
Father has been driving her instead of his 
open car. Kiki never has liked Father. I 
suppose he expects her to act like his big car. 
And then, Father drives Kiki atrociously. 
He is so used to his car that he often forgets 
what he is doing while driving "Flivver," as 
he calls her. The other day Kiki resented 
this continual bad treatment. Father had 
backed her out of the garage, stopped her, 
had got out, and was closing the garage door 
when he heard Kiki running down the alley. 
He rushed out and yelled to the thief to 
stop, but the thief and Kiki kept right on 
going. He yelled so loudly that the neigh
bors poked their heads out; of windows and 
doors to see what was the trouble. There 
really was no thief at all, for no one was in 
the car. Suddenly Kiki, growing tired of 
steering herself, lost control, changed her 
direction, and bumped unceremoniously into 
a house. She skinned her shin, but Father 
got a new hub-cap; so she was all right. I 
don't think she'll try running away again. 

I suppose that Kiki isn't so cliff erent, after 
all, from all Fords. They have certainly 

' 
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<lone the world a heap of goo<l for they are 
no.t only efficient, but they are 

1

rcasonable in 
Prtc7, which allows many people the joy of 
owning their own automobile, if I may call 

them that. And so I have a great affection 
for Fords, but Kiki in particular, because 
she is mine. 

V1RGJNIA RnrNEHART, '27. 

I fl ad a Dream 

I had a dream that was to me 
As bright starglow on an April night, 
A rose-streaked sky when dusk has come, 
i\ road that winds in pale moonlight. 

I took that dream to live by, dear, 
So beautiful it was, and true, 
And wo e among its magic threads 
The shining soul of you. 

There is gray mist where lived my dream 
That vanished with your heart of song; 
faybe you do not even know 

I had a dream-but it is gone. 

ELEANOR • Li::Cu,m, '24. 

Destiny 
On such a night my destiny was set; 
A night like this, when all the world is hushed 
Beneath the snow; when from the velvet sky 
The scintillations of the jagged stars 

ut th rough to earth; when moon-made shadows play 
About the sombre corners of the trees. 
Upon the sunken pathway here the light, 
Herc darkness pours; within this troubled world, 
Now played upon by moon, by stars, by snow, 
\\ ho knows what goes before? On such a night 
Surely, surely, my destiny was set. 

HELE SILVERSTEIN, '25. 
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Slight Sketches 
Desire 

The private secretary sat by the open ?f
fice window and looked out over the city 
roofs below. The spring air was ,~arm, 
muggy, and oppressi e. The whiff of v10lets 
and carnations from the flower-stand on the 
street corner mingled with the smell of type
writer ink and the clicking of keys farther 
down the' room kept uneven time to the 
noises of the city that floated in. 

But the secretary neither saw nor heard 
what was going on about him. Far off on .a 
little farm in Maine, he was bent over )115 
cabbages, just beginning to head. Thrifty 
and big they we~e; he had ~pent many a 
loving hour wee~ing ~nd tendin?, them, and 
they were repaying him \\·ell. l hey would 
make good food for his flock of Plymouth 
Rocks during the winter. In the pasture 
behind the neat wooden barn, the cows were 
gazing at him with soft, brown eyes_. ~Iis 
dog lay panting in the shade of. the big pine 
by the brook. There were trout m the brook. 
How delicious they were when rolled in meal 
and fried crisp and brown! The wild straw
berries that grew in the field beyond were 
the biggest and the sweetest on the whole 
farm. The clanging supper bell, rung from 
the back porch of the low white ~armhous~, 
called him Crom the contemplation of !11s 
cabbages, and his children ran out to meet 
him with cries to Daddy not to be late. 

Suddenly the summons to supper re.solved 
itself into the sharp tingle of the electnc bell, 
pushed by an angry hand in the room b~
vond. It occurred to the secretary that his 
employer had been ringing for some m~
ments. His dream faded. He took up l11S 
notebook and pencil and approached the 
inner door. 

• • • • • 
The cold wind rushed around the farm

house and seemed to shake its very founda-

tions. Beside the lighted lamp in the cozy 
sitting-room a woman sat mending the ho~es 
in a huge pile of stockings. On the opposite 
side of the table her husband read the news
paper and smoked his pipe.. And as the 
woman mended her thoughts lingered on the 
bustle of the ci~y, the thronging crowd pour
ing out of the theatre, laughter and snatches 
of conversation heard as she passed, the 
glittering iigfns, the shop windows filled ,~ith 
beautiful clothes and pictures and furnish
ings-everything she craved. She looked 
down at her own shabby black dress, at t he 
woolen carpel that wou ld have to last until 
the new milking machines were paid for, and 
slowlv her eyes wandered around the room 
and iaw each crack and worn spot, and she 
loathed them all. Her eyes rested on her 
husband. Tl is hair was graying at the tem
ples and his eyes lool·ed tired. In the city 
matters would go eas ier with them both, she 
thought. o more butter making, nor wash
ing of milk dishes, no crews of hungry men 
to feed at haying and threshing times .... 
Her husband was speaking. Once more the 
ca res of the present pressed upon her. . 

"Yes, Jim, I'll get you r breakfast re~dy m 
time for you to start early. At five, did you 
say?" 

The Wedding Ring 

My wife had been dead some three yea rs, 
when al length I decided to marry again and 
being a thoroughly practica l man and not 
given to regarding marriage in a~ unneces
sarily sentimental ligh~, I determined to .es
pouse my new mate with the same wedding 
ring that had been the symbol of my forn:ier 
union. I will admit that I knew nothing 
could have been more averse to my first 
wife's mind than this resolve, for Zelma, in 
addition to any fondness she might have felt 
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~or the ring, would have cherished it for self
~sh reasons alone. During her long invalid
ism, she had always expressed a horror that 
after she died someone else should profit by 
her possessions. But since she was dead 
and the ring doing no one any good, i~ 
seemed a great waste of money to purchase 
another, when the old would do as well and 
none need ever be the wiser. ' 

Since Zelma's death, the ring had been 
kept, along with some old dresses and nick
nacks, in a trunk which stood far back under 
the sloping e~ves of the attic. Accordingly, 1 repaired thither after my solitary dinner 
ownstairs, bearing a candle and some 

matches, and directing old Sedgewick, my 
0 ne servant and companion, not to disturb 
rne during my search. 
d The attic was absolutely still and dark, so 
.ark that I could see nothing beyond the 

little circle lit by my candle as I bent over 
the trunk and threw back the lid. A musty 
?dor from wi!hin assailed my nostrils, caus
ing ~e to raise my head. As I did so, I 
}ancied that I felt a slight draft of air, as 
rom a window open in spring, or from a 

fan lazily stirred behind one's head. I turned, 
startled. There was nothing behind me ex
cept an old feather duster of Zelma's that 
hung, filthy with the accumulated dust' from 
one of the beams beside me. ' 
. I bent over the trunk again, breathing a 

l1ttle more quickly, and drew out the moth
eaten brown cashmere that Zelma had worn 
the day she died, and a little grey straw 

bonnet with a faded, pink rose wreath. Sud
denly I felt a touch, light as swansdown, on 
the back of my head. I could not move this 
time for several seconds, during which I felt 
the cold perspiration starting out on me. 
When I did turn I was greeted with the 
same mysterious, brooding silence and dark
ness as before. Suddenly the darkness 
seemed to engulf me, to be shutting in on me, 
penning me away from the outside world. I 
could feel the consciousness of another pres
ence in the room. I could almost fancy I 
heard it breathing somewhere there in the 
darkness behind me. I was surely being 
trapped by it. I turned desperately with 
bungling haste and reached down into the 
farthest corner of the trunk where the box 
with the wedding ring lay. As my cold fin
gers closed frenziedly over the little package, 
and I lifted it into sight, turning to rise from 
my knees, I felt the weight of something 
hurled across my bent body. At the same 
moment, the candle was put out. 

I started up, crying out inarticulately for 
Sedgewick, tripped, and fell full length on 
the attic floor, both arms outflung. When 
Sedgcwick climbed the stairs a few minutes 
later, a glowing lantern in his hand, not <?ne 
thing was disturbed save the can11e, lying 
lopsidedly on the floor, and the lid of the 
trunk which was fast shut down. But of the 
wedding ring we could not find one trace, 
though the box, opened, was still in my 
hand. 

ALICE E. PARKER, 
124. 

Today 
I always feared the time would come 

When I might not turn back; 
But roads ahead were promising, 

Of friends I knew no lack. 

And so I journeyed on and on, 
'Twas fine-but, oh, today, 

Just when I need you most, my dear, 
You're more than miles away. 

ELEANOR N. LECLAIR '24. 
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0, But It Was Wet! 
It is so soaked and steamy outdoors to

day, almost like the day of the Yale-Harvard 
game. Oh, but it was wet that day! 

It had been such fun starting out, with a 
nice new red velvet hat and red clocked 
stockings. Even my umbrella was appropri
ately crimson. \Ve laughed, going in, as the 
car splashed th rough puddles, and rain spat
tered the windshield and the windows. It 
only made more fun, the rain, and if the 
stadium seats should be damp, we had a 
good thick robe to sit on. It could not rain 
during the game; why-why, it just could 
not, that was all. 

From the gate, we slopped through the 
oceans of mud around the stadium and 
grinned at the rain-washed world outside our 
umbrella. ly rubber kept coming off, and 
every time we would have to stop and cling 
to each other while I balanced on one leg, 
like a rooster, and retrieved the loathsome 
thing from a sucking black pool of slime. 

After a while we reached our section. Tow 
the rain must surely stop. We climbed up 
to the entrance, but, unfortunately, the rain 
had not stopped. Up went the umbrella 
again, and we searched out our scats, down 
six rows and in past ten pairs of moist, pro
truding knees. Carcf ully we laid the folded 
robe across the soaked boards and sat down, 
huddling under the umbrella. We decided 
to keep it up until the game started; evident
ly there must have been some mistake about 
the rain, and it was going to continue until 
the whistle blew. 

Everything around us was wet; there were 
even puddles in the cement at our feet. It 
was all very amusing, especially the people; 
they looked so drenched and miserable, poor 
things! Vi' ater was dribbling from the men's 
hats; the women's furs were soggy and 
steaming. Back of us a boy and girl in rac
coon coat had wrapped white oilcloth 
around their knees. The girl had no gloves 

on, and her hands were a queer bluish-gray 
color. fat ne~ro sac beside me, smoking a 
stubby black cigar. His trouser leg was 
streaked with wet and clung to his ankle. 
We looked across at the Yale side; nothing 
but black-misty, dull masses of blackness, 
splotched hideously with white and bilious 
yellow. 

Just then the Crimson team ran on the 
field; cheers roared out. Then the Blue 
team came, and more cheering. A few min
utes' parley; a whistle; the game was n. 
"Down in front! Put down your umbrellas. 
Hey, you! Down in front!" 

Something was wrong with the rain. It 
had not stopped at all; instead, there was 
more than ever. "Good-by, hat-but who 
cares now; the game is on!" 

It was jolly at first to feel the clean rain in 
our faces. Out on the field the players were 
sliding and splashing around in a welter of 
slippery black mud. The fresh colors of 
their spick-and-span new uniforms were 
rapidly being obliterated. Hands and faces 
were disappearing under a coating of black. 
The white sleeve of the referee's white suit 
was black to the shoulder. Soon the suit was 
all black except for a narrow ring around 
the collar. The Yale cheer leaders, gyrating 
madly in front of their sections, were all in 
white, except for a big blotch of black where 
they had been sitting on the wet straw. 
Every few minutes a boy ran out from the 
Harvard dugout with an armful of towels for 
the players that they might scrub off their 
faces and be able to recognize friend from 
foe. 

Finally the half was over, and everyone 
stood up; some sang. The bands, blaring 
"Crimson in Triumph Flashing," and "Boo,. 
la Yale," splashed around the field through 
the mud. A few of the players tried to pick 
their way around the puddles; the others 
waded stoically through the middle and left 
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!heir rubbers behind, if they had been fool
ish enough to wear them. 

Then we sat down again. The robe was 
Wet now, and cold, and little chills ran 
through us. Streams of water were sliding 
dow? our raincoats and icy dampness was 
seeping through the shoulders. I\fy gloves 
we1:e clammy, and I could feel a ring of cold 
rno1sture around each ankle. The score card 
lay, soaked, on my knee with color from 
the red flag running jnto the blue. 

everything. Somewhere, out beyond the 
steam, a lot of sl.imy black creatures were 
slipping and splashing and sprawling fool
ishly. The negro beside me was still smok
ing black cigars, horrid smelling things. I 
turned my head; he was spitting in the pud
dle at his feet. I turned back quickly, and a 
tiny icy stream from the red velvet hat 
spilled down my neck. 

We went home then. 

Thick, stifling steam seemed to oze from 

Mah Jong 
Mah Jong! 
It is for those 
Of quaint fancy 
To be a wind, and with one breath 
Blow down the mighty wall 
Of China! 
To have all seasons 
Bring bouquets, 
Bright, scentless flowers! 
To meet great monsters 
Crouched in rice swamps 
With bamboo trees, 
Red, green, white dragons! 
Their hissing 
The rattle of dice! 

fARTHA D. OLIVER, '24-. 

H RRIET HowE, '26. 
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Contributions arc welcomed from all members of 
the collcf,(C. All manuscripts should be placed in the 
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The Ri:coRD has decided to have a contest. 
Competition is the thing! Besides, some of 
our adYertisemcnts arc paid for with candy 
which we wouldn't think of eating ourselves. 
What better use could candy ha e, anywa)', 
than that of encournging literary ability? 
But we arc going to have one cash priz:e, too. 
These arc the rules of the contest: 

Five dollars to any student not on the 
REcOJm Staff who offers the best contribu
tion of any kind during the period which the 
contest will run. 

.\ second prize to anyone who contributes 
the 

Best short story, 

Best essay, 

Best sketch, or 

Best poem 

during this period. 

The judges of the contest will be: Miss 
E\'erett of Wheaton; Miss Gipson of \\'heat
on; anc.l T\.liss Clugston of House in the Pines. 
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Sir John Dering 
J Errnr; y FAR OL Little B row11 c3 Co 

'!'o one who is fon<l of th~ good ol<l his~ 
~on cal romance, where . gall ant noblemen 
gin dt1els to avenge an 111sul t to the name 

ff the lady who will tantalize them tllltil the 
ast pages of the book, it is enough to say 

~hat the author of ·'Sir J ohn Dering'' is Jef
rey F_arnol.- 1\:1 r. Fa rnol wrote one re all} 

Ct1sfy1ng historical romance, ''The Amateur 
entleman," and he has been re-writing it 

ever since. H is latest revision is true to 
type. 

o matter how ra,.,.gcd arc his characters 
0 ~ . 

n pace one, Ll1e,· alwa vs turn 011 t to be the 
5f!e heir to the rich patrimony of Lord Some
! lin.~-or-Other before the end . I• verv hero \~r lus .seven or e_ight Nob le-0. fe_n-anJ- ihaH'-

omen 110\'Cls 1s th e most skillful sword·
than in England. If he loses the first duel of I. e tal e, he always con founds his enemy with 
lls newly acquired ski ll on the page before 

~he last . ,\ fter showing the most devilish 
;nf:enu ity in persecuting the heroine, the \'il
ain always dies (though the gentle hero docs 

not necessarily dispose of him). 

fi 
" ~ly rose o' love," yearns Sir J ohn, from 

rst to las t. 

3 
_"For thy wearing, J ohn," she sighs, after 
:,Q pages of persuasion." 

__ V E\V 
The', Magical Chance 

D \t.L ,s Loiu: Su \RP H 011ghto11-Jf iffliu Co. 

\\'e were \\ a<lin,i.!: through the enthusiastic 
optimi 111 of .\[r. Sharp's nc11 essays. \\ e 
didn't like them. [nded, a certain malicious 
phrase kept buzzing in our head. "Pocket 
11·isdom," it 1rlti . pered. \\"c rl'soh·cd to pay 
no n ttention, 1 emembering the author as a 
not tno boring lcctu,cr. But the phrase \\'as 
insidious; 11c had already placed it as Ste1·
cnson's when we c:unc upon this bit of , ·crse 
quoted by :.Ir. Sharp .is the acme of philo
sophical thought: 

" [tis not raining rain to me, 
It's raining \•iolcts ." 

ITe deser\'CS it, we thou!!ht, and taking <lm1 n 
our Stc\·enwn we re,1<l: ":.lost of our pocket 
11 isdom is conceil'ed for the me 1Jf mediocre 
people, to discourage them from ambitious 
attempts and generally console them in their 
mediocrity." 

The Midlander 

BooTII T.11<K1:-ic;rnN Doubtday, Par.c t1 Co. 

Somehow, to me, "The :-.Iidlander' did not 
seem altogether characteri. tic of Tarhn(!ton. 
There were mall boys and older people, the 
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family that formed the centre of his story 
came from the same more or less middle 
class familiar to most of us but there was 
lacking a certain buoyancy, ; hopefulness a 
breadth of vision that one finds and cnj~ys 
in Tarkington. Here he seems to express 
all the commonplaceness of a " lain treet " 
and instead of presenting realism to progre~s 
to something beyond, he merely falters and 
stays swamped in the dullness and material
ism of a growing, "progressive" Mid-West
ern town. 

The leading figure of the novel, Dan Oli
phant is first portrayed as a young boy, joy
ous, sociable, democratic to the nth degree, 
altogether disapproved of by his younger, 
more fastidious brother, Harlan. Dan's early 
manhood focuses on his love for a young 
woman he meets in cw York Lena, whom 
he later marries, and the building up of an 
old farm which he has purchased, that lies 
beyond the limits of the town. fter years 
of struggle and discouragement, these lots, 
"Ornaby Addition," are sold, and Dan 
evolves into a Babbitt, a booster, a promoter 
of all sorts of schemes that will build up "his" 
city. His marriage proves a most dismal 
failure, as was predicted by his Grandmother 
Savage, a keen-eyed, energetic, high I y moral 
personage, who has been the guiding force 
in her family all of her seventy odd years. 
Lena, the girl Dan marries, is a pretty, 
spoiled, high-strung child of the city, whose 
son at first seems hopelessly headed for per
dition through her too tender guidance, but 
this son, Henry, redeems himself miracu
lously in the war, after having killed his 
father by running a way to New York with 
his weak mother. 

The portrayal of the lid-Western town 
is very real where in the march toward prog
ress all that has utility is considered beauti
ful, to the horror of Lena, who finds only 
ugliness, hideousness in the town to which 
her husband has brought her. The "i\Iid
lander" did not seem up to Tarkington's 
standard-it is drab and lacking in convic
tion, in character development and the end 
to which the Oliphant family leads itself. 

"Riceyman Steps" 

AR OLD BENNET George JI. Doran 

The paradox in the reading of "Riceyman 
Steps" is that one needs a good deal of 
imagination to enjoy the process. Mr. Ben
net himself has an amazing amount of imag
ination, or an amazing lack of it. He evolves 
the history of a life creates a boy, and then 
treats his creation as an admirable sociolog
ical study. 

The style is a little old-fashioned in its 
formality. "In the morning Dr Raste, un
usually interested in the psychological aspect 
of the Earlforward affair, arrived at about 
ten o'clock in a taxi-cab, prepared and well
braced to make good his word to iolet. 
... He asked the driver to wait, meaning to 
have Henry capti e and downstairs in quite 
a few minutes." We admire the skill with 
which lr Bennet forges together the details 
he has chosen; just how many pence were 
paid for the "cinema"; how Elsie "secured 
both the bolt and the lock" of the door; 
whether or not ~fr. Earlforward will eat the 
egg for breakfast. The movement is like 
that of a man who toes neither in nor out, 
stolid, weighty; treading a soft road with 
steps neither slow nor fast-an unswerving 
"plunk, plunk, plunk," little else. This makes 
the plot, which is not intricate, seem even 
simpler than it is. 

The maid Elsie and Dr. Raste are con
vincing. So is everyone convincing. The 
entire substantiality of their dai ly routine 
assures that. But not one of these people is 
lovable. mold Bennet docs not eer to
wards romanticism. The characterizations of 
Violet and Henry, well drawn both physio
logically and psychologically, are the valu
able substance of the book, obviously. The 
proprietor of "T. T. Riceyman's bookstore, 
himself miserly, perhaps from his fear of 
the future, marries Violet rb, who attracts 
him because he refuses to pay over sixpence 
for a cook book. They love each other and 
could be very happy, but in a year both die 
from starvation and exposure, losing posses-



• 

THE WHEATON RECORD 19 

sions which they have killed themselves to 
acquire. 

The book is an excellent study. We would 
not have IT)issed reading it. But we confess 
that after we started "Riceyman Steps" we 
read three other full sized works of fiction 
before we finally finished it. It is the sort 
of book in which one can "read along." 

''Hieroglyphics'' 
A NoTE UPON ECSTASY IN LITERATURE 

ARTH R MACHEN Knopf 

~V hy all the fuss and quibble in distin
guishing what constitutes fine literature? 
We suspect that the cause of it lies in the 
numerous schools of modern exp ression, each 
declaring itse lf supreme in its own particular 
sty le. And Machen's classification is cx
lremcly interesting, for he himscl f is the 
e~bodiment of a distinct prose method. In 
his. volume, which he app.ropriatcly terms 
"LI I 1,· " n.1erog yp 1cs, he attempts to distinguish 
between written matter, such as political 
pamphlets and the "Odyssey"; between 

"Pickwich Papers" and ' anity Fair." And 
he bases his classification upon one word
ecstasy. "If ecstasy be present, then, I say 
there is fine literature; if it be absent, in 
sp ite of all the cleverness, all the talent, all 
the workmanship, and observation and dex
terity you may show me, then I think we 
have a product (possibly a very interesting 
one) which is not fine literature.' In some 
two hundred odd pages he carefully develops 
his theme, logically tearing down old argu
ments and strengthening his own. In about 
the middle of the book we suddenly realized 
that the classification was pretty sound and 
the division was not so outrageous as we 
first thought. But the well-balanced a~d 
melodious style of the author, almost akin 
to poetry, had carried us so far and then 
left us. 1Iachen from then on committed 
the error of repeating himself and weakening 
his case. But we are surprised that the 
mystical author of the "Great God Pan" and 
the "Hill of Dreams"; the elusive writer of 
"Fa r-ofT Things" and "Secret Glory,'' could 
logically and coherently pen a purely aca
demic treatise-and do it well. 

North Atlantic Waves 

Transient mountains of slate, loitering ere they die, 
With foaming crests in defiance flung to the bowl of a smoky sky, 

hile over the waves in splend id sweep the white winged gulls sail by. 

Transient mountains of molten glass, wandering through t~e night, 
Catching and yielding in silver darts the moon's reflected hgh~, 
Whila scudding clouds race over the sky in twisted, tumbled flight. 

Transient mountains of molten dreams, roving eternity through, 
Wild with beauty, and pride, and st rength-yet barren!y deso!ate, too. 
Mountains that hiss, and leap, and scream-Oh, they re tellmg my love 

for you, 
Those transient mountains of molten dreams, roving eternity through. 

rviARrE Tno rPso , '26 . 

7 
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Exchanges 
Wellesley C allege News February 14 

We were much interested in this issue
especially in the Literary Supplement, al
though we think it a better idea to have a 
separate literary magazine. "Cock Robin" 
reminded us somewhat of fragments o{ our 
own little girl ideas. "Barnegal Light' cer
tainly caught the spirit of the sea in a ery 
effective manner. In "Romance at the Door" 
the arrival at Albany came as a distinct 
shock, for we, too, had been carried !:'ack to 
the times of Henry Hudson and his good 
ship, the Haeve Maene. The poetry by !he 
"Scribblers" is of a sort that deserves praise. 
We liked best "Old Age and .Memory" and 
"The Dead." The book reviews were orig
inal and well worked out. We congratulate 
the News on its interview with Jane Cowl. 

The Barnacle Dec. and Feb. Issues 

We find "Nocturn" a gripping story, but 
it is something of a nightmare, so we turn 
to "With Apologies" to get cheered up. The 
latter makes us wonder what would happen 
sometimes if we could only see ourselves as 
others see us. "Miss Ellen" is a charming 
mixture of humor and pathos, and the char
acters are well drawn. From the poetry we 
would choose " foods." We like its style, 
its phrasing; we feel sympathy with ~be 
moods themselves; and we like the descrip
tion 

"I shall lift my eyes 
Only to where the adz-hewn rafters rise, 
And watch the smoke-clouds spread and soar 
In spiral blues, coil and re~oil before. ,, 
The rusty shields and warlike tapestnes. 

The flippancy with which Th~ Barnacle 
takes mid-years amuses us, while we are 
delighted with "Enclosed, Please Find" and 
"The Spirit of the Swamp." The poetry, a 

trifle more conventional than usual, is yet 
lovely. We congratulate The Barnacle on 
the great variety of material to be found 
within its covers. 

Aris ton Winter, 1924 

Taken as a whole, we do not consider that 
this number comes up to the Autumn one, 
yet there is much good workmanship in the 
poetry and in the imitative essays. We won
der if it is this imitation which makes for the 
smoothly charming style which characterizes 
the pages of the Ariston. "Descriptive 
Sk.etches" make their greatest appeal through 
the melody or their words. Speaking of 
melody, there is much to be found in "Song," 
''Moon, do you murmur when the milky way 
Flutters her floating silk across the sky, 
Moon, do you murmur when the shining 

stars 
Open their shining petals still and high?" 

We like "Two Pairs of Eyes" and "Thir
teen" and, last but not least, "One Christmas 
Eve." 

The Pharetra February, 1924 

In vain we look through The Pharetra for 
a piece of sustained work-there just isn't 
any. We like the contents of "Snapshots"; 
if "Tooth Brushes" and "Souls" came in this 
collection we should appreciate these two 
much more. The best bits of poetry arc, 
undoubtedly, "Fantasies" and "A Dream or 
::\ lelody ." 

The Hood College Herald December 

This is a very good Christmas number, 
and breathes {orth the holiday spirit. We 
should like to commend especially the two 
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poems, "The Christmas Spirit" and "To the 
Chri stmas Spirit." "The Star of Bethlehem" 
is a new adaptation of the familiar theme of 
the Christ Child's birth, and it catches the 
atmosphere of a Bible story well. The little 
play, "What's the Use?" could be played on 
an amateur stage to advantage. The article 
on Wordsworth's religion seems to be a li ttle 
too much of a stringing together of quota
tions. His comments between are valuable. 
however. Speaking of Wordsworth, the 
poems, "Advi~e to a Dreamer" and "The 
Dreamer's Reply," reminded us of his "Ex
postulation and Reply." \.\ e could suggest 
a few more book reviews. The idea of a 
Shoppers' Directory is very useful, we think. 

The Bema February, 1924 

How we wish that we'd been invited to 
Cami al! But then, the Bema gives us so 
many pictures that we really feel as tho~gh 
we'd been there. The editorial on Carn1v:d 
touched our feminine hearts. Somehow we 
couldn't but feel that the cynical little twist 
at the end of "Romance" had the masterly 
touch of Thomas Hardy. The author f 
' Shi- l ing" must be an artist and a poe_t. 
His sense of color and the smooth, rhythmic 
style make us forget the triteness of the 
theme. What appealed to us ~ost was the 
sonnet with its exquisite ,veavmg of fancy 
and thought. We like the idea of rhymed 
book reviews. 

World-Wind 

Oh, wind-in-the-trees, 
You arc breaking the boughs, 
Twisting them 'round before you so. 
I 
I 

Oh, wind-on-the-sea, 
You are rocking the seals, 
Tucking them up with puffs of foam. 

Oh, wind-in-the-sky, 
You are hiding the moon, 
Deepening the mist as she peeps through. 

Oh wind-in-the-town, 
You are filling the streets, 
Swirling the leaves from trees now bare. 

Oh wind-of-the-world, 
• ? 

Tell me, why do you blow. 

HoPE L CowLEs, '24. 
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The Recording Angle 
"See also Yeats and Herrick" continued 

our assignment in outside reading. So when 
we had finished with Ronsard we turned to 
Herrick and Yeats, to be warned again to 
"gather ye rosebuds while ye may," and to 
be threatened with that far-away time when 
we arc "old and gray and bent with age." 
A delightful theme, indeed, and one by which 
poets have become famous. But isn't it for
tunate that Pierre Ronsard did not live in 
this generation? We should hate to see him 
mocked at by Cyril Hume and the rest of 
his ilk who would prove to us that we gather 
thorns, leaves and everything. 

Indeed, some would go as far as to say 
that we gathered only the thorns. nd this 
brings us to the question of such works 
(mind, we do not say "of art") as Wife of the 
Centaur and The Plastic Age. Just what is 
the reaction of the younger generation to 
these books about themselves? "Oh, I don't 
know. Of course, it's awfully clever work," 
is the sort of reply we usually get to our 
query. Yet who should know if we don't? 
And if we don't know, why don't we? It's 
about us, isn't it? 

RE D OUR BOOK REVIEWS 

We have been Joking around for a fresh
man to represent '27 and its literary ideals 
and aspirations. t our last business meet
ing we decided that nne Rosenblatt was 
capable of all this-and of picking out 
cookies for the REcORD tea besides. 

Oh, we are going to have a tea before long. 
Don't you get impatient. We're looking 

around for some personage to take tea with 
us on the afternoon of March 18th. A fam
ous lyric poet or someone like that. Wouldn't 
it be a faux pas on our part to have only 
lemon on hand, if by any chance he or she 
took cream? 

SKI 1 OUR PROSE. 

Do you suppose that the question of lemon 
or cream would really make any difference 
to a poet? What we mean to ask is, do cer
tain material things really cause or not cause 
inspiration? We've heard so many of our 
contemporaries who, like us, pursue a literurr· 
career with which they never catch up, de
clare that they cannot write because they 
are hungry or because their room-mates 
have shifted the furniture about in a way 
disagreeable to their fastidious literary 
tastes? Now we, who are growing older day 
by day, are coming to the conclusion that if 
the urge is upon one, one will write no mat
ter what the environment. And just to help 
us to prove our point, Bess Streeter Aldrich 
writes to the public to tell it that she stirred 
the cooky batter with one hand while she 
wrote stories for the American with the 
other. And wasn't it Mary Roberts Rine
hart who held a baby under one arm? 

erse course helps in lots of ways. It 
pointed out to us this gem of • zra Pound's 
which, by the way, was not meant to be 
taken as a model: 

"Spring, too long 
Gon Goola." 

A week later we discovered this parody on 
it, printed in a Southern newspaper: 
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"Fall, parago ric 
Giddap." ' 

But .the best of all was our room-mate's pro
duction, equally worthy of publication: 

" \Vinter, slush, 
Galoshes." 

The Freshmen are certainly a poetic crew. 
We arc tempted, just to prove that state
ment, to get out a Freshman number of the 
RECORD. However, we will refrain for the 
pre~cnt a~d content ourselves with retu ming 
their poetic ivlSS. wi th rejection sl ips. And 
then the problem before us becomes not one 
of spa_ring the public, but one of combining 
tact with tru Lh . Please don't misunderstand 
us; we do appreciate the interest of the 
f: rcshmen and we do want their contribu
ttons. But poetry is a great art, and should 
not be Aung about carelessly in innumerable 
stanzas. 

DIGE T OUR POETRY. 

WHO'S \\ HO IN THIS I SSUE 

Oh, the versati li ty of Miriam FJarsheim's 
verse! It is enough to delight the heart of 
any coll ege editor. More pictures drawn by 

Shio Sakanisbi's pen. oticc particularly 
the quiet, lovely wording of "An Ebb T ide." 
Evidently fancy underlies Eleanor Day's 
poetic inspirations. Let fancy help you to 
win, at least, a box of candy, E leanor. 
Katharine Park must remember her own 
childhood very vividly. Certainly some truth 
and, experience go into the crea ting of t hose 
boys and girls of hers. We know somethi ng 
about Helen Silverstein's poetry-:we'II tell 
you-a certain magazine editor remarked 
that it had "restrained passion." Virginia 
Rhinehart comes to us a la Ford. We like 
the simplicity of her work. Somehow, until 
Hope Cowles told us about it, we never pic
tured the seals being rocked-but now we 
understand quite clearly. AJice Parker's 
sketches may be termed 'slight," but the 
word "enjoyable" can be added . We like 
the rhythm of " orth Atlantic Vvaves," 
which is Marie Thompson's first contribu
tion to the RECORD. We wish that she had 
omitted the next to the last line, though. 
Now, just because Martha Oliver writes 
about fah J ong, don't imagine that all the 
R ECORD staff have to do is to sit around 
playing the game. It isn't, and they don't 
spend all the ir time dreaming, either, no 
matter what Elaine LeClair says in her 
verses. Yes, Harriet Howe, we bel ieve you, 
but it couldn't have been any muddie r than 
it is ton ight, and we've got to walk 'way 
over to the post office with RECORD. 
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Boston Dress Goods Shop 

We Specialize in 

Silks, Woolen, and Novelty 

Cotton Fab1·ics 

We are located in the heart of 

Attleboro' s shopping district, 

opposite Monument Square. 

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

(Under Boston l\l anage ment) 

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 
PATTE~SON 
COMPANY 

Designers and makers 

of School. College and 

Fraternity Jewelry of 

the highest grade. 

52 SUMMEP.., ST. 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize 0 1~ r Advertisers 



l'IFTH FLOOR 
TAK& ELEVATORa 

THE WHEATON RECORD 

Nunn tlw~11n 
loi-rect !fu.liio11f lo7/#;;Jl(!fl o!fi}&Jef 

372·378 Boy!Jton S (rcct. Bost on.A1os1achusct ts 
Telephone Back Bay 8500 

FURS DRESSES 
SKIP-. TS BLOUSES 

NECKWEAR 

COATS 
SWEATEP-.S 

HOSJEP-. Y 
UNDERTHINGS 

Thresher Brothers 
"THE SPECIALTY SILK STORE" 

E9TA8L1SHEO %2. 'V EAR8 

19 TEMPLE PLACE 'l' hrou11h to U W~wt SI. 

&PEC1ALl8T8 IN 

SILK FABRICS 

THE ONLY "NATURAL DAYLIGHT" SILK STORE IN BOSTON 

Highest Quality-SILKS and VELVETS-
sE1;1, llEHE POR LICSS TJ/ AN ELSJCV.'IIERE 

NOT FOR ONE DAY OR ONE WEEK. BUT MONTH AFTER 
MONTH AND YEAR AFTER YEAR-

n ~11use we ar " peel11ll h In SIik& nnd Vehct,·• and th<' larg-1•Hl retail ~Ilk organization In the 
nlt,•rl StntrH. \¥11 at'A locat l'<I on th, fifth !l our, 1 h !'rchy Pllmhmtlng llw exnrhit,\nt atrcct- noor 

r en ts, and do not deliver, hut (.•;u·h p:tlron ,ll·siri11g- gomlH ~cn l 1,ay~ ful' J1cr o\\ n dt..•l1very. 
Thero a r o numerous ollwr rl'asimH why you 1·:011 purl'l,asc silk~ a t 'l'llltJ :s11c1t JlllOS. made by 
the lead ing America n and Euro1,cu11 1111 ,nu[a · tt1l'~ I'" at a ~av111~ of 15 to 30%. 

Al•o SILK and LINGERIE BLOUSES, SILK PETTICOATS and SILK KNICKERS 

REMEMBER if it i• "Silk" or "Velvet" you will find it at THRESHER'S, and usually 
at lower pricea than the •a.me quality can be procure.I elsewhere. Th&t NONE 
EXCEL our aaaortmenta, however lar1te in other linea. Samples 1tiven with pleasure, 

Philadelphia Store, 1322 Chestnut Street Cleveland Store, 1148 Euclid Avenue 
Baltimore Store, 17 W. Lexin1tton Street 

---------
Please Patronize Our Advertisers 



THE WHEATON RECORD 

J. C. PRATT 

Groceries and Provisions 

NOR TON, MASSACHUSETTS 

Try our assortment of Nationa.l Bi.Kuit 
Company's Fancy Coolcie., 

PHOTOGRAPHS - "that please" 

WARREN KAY VANTINE 

Studio 

304 Boylston Street, Boston 

Phan• B. B. '4046 

Special rates to students 

TWO MINUTl!II l'ROM 

NORTH STATION 

RICH MONO u,oe 
111,0 

F. H. Page Company 

FURNITURE 

8 MIDFORD STRll:l!:T 

COR. NORTH WA•HINCiTON STREIT 

BOSTON 

Pocket, Table, Carving Knivea 

Scissors, Singly and in Seta 

Electric Table and Toilet Articles 

G~ W<!ddin11 

fufi/ifr) and 

~ Anni&1•r•ary 

Holiday 

and 

Birthday 

Automobile and Radio Goods 

Chandler & Barber Co. 
Hardware, Cutlery, Tool• 

124 SUMMER ST., BOSTON 
5 Minute• to South Station 

Compliments of 

The Norton Amusement 

Company 

First-class Moving Pictures 

NORTON MASS. 

Pleau Patronize Our Advertisers 
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MICHAEL FARADAY 
1791-1867 

Apprcntlco to an Eng
lish bookbinder. Attract
ed the attention of Sir 
Humphrey Davy, be
coming his assistant. 
"Tho greatest experi
mentalist of all times," 
aaysone biographer. The 
electrical unit Farad was 
named for blm. 

• In 1880 the Edison 
Electric Illuminating 
Company, of New 
York City, installed a 
generator of 1200 
lamps capacity, then 
conslderedaglant. By 
continuous experi
mentation and re
search the General 
Electric Company has 
developed generators 
900 times as powerful 
as this wonder of 
forty years ago. 

G 

"What's the use of it?" 
Michael Faraday saw the real beginning of 
the age of electricity nearly a century ago 
when he thrust a bar magnet into a coil of 
wire connected with a galvanometer and 
made the needle swing. 

Gladstone, watching Faraday at work in hia 
laboratory, asked, "What's the use of it?" 
The experimenter jestingly replied, "There 
is every probability that you will soon be 
able to tax it". The world-wide use of elec
tricity that has followed the Faraday dis
covery abundantly justifies the retort to 
Gladstone. 

Faraday's theory of lines of force is con
stantly applied in the Research Laboratories 
of the General Electric Company in devising 
new electrical apparatus of which Faraday 
never dreamed. Every generator and motor 
is an elaboration of the simple instruments 
with which he first disc,overed and explained 
induction. 

ELECTRIC 
Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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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 
nion St., opposite Post Office 

HOSIERY 

CORSETS 

LEATHER GOODS 

SMALLWARES 

NOTIO S 

RIBBONS 

NECKWEAR HANDKERCHIEFS 

SILK & MUSLIN UNDERWEAR 

Attleboro, Mass. 

Art Goods and Embroideries of all kinds 

A full line of yard goods 

CITY REMNANT STORE 
Om 5 & 10 Cent Store ANNIE N. O'NEIL. Prop. 

A. R. MACOMBER COMPANY 
22 NORTH MAIN STREET 

ATTLEBORO, MASS. 

Electrical Supply Store and 
Repair Shop 

Useful Utilities and Toys 

u'Wme. La Jacques 

WHOLESALE MILLINERY 

Ready-to-wear Hats 

Frames - Flowers - Fancies 

3:1 PARK ST., ATTLEBORO 

We r tail at wholeaale 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 Bid~. 

Attleboro, Mass. 

Please Patronize 011r Advertisers 
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An go-Fleece 

Sold at 

The Wheaton Inn 
NORTON 

NEW ENGLAND YARN COMPANY 

Attleboro, Maas. 

Compliments of 

Dr. WALTER E. BRIGGS 

ilenttst 

BATES BLOCK • • • A ITLEBORO 

A PLANT PURCHASED NOW 

We ddiver flowers to any part of the 
United Stares or Canada through 1he 
Florist's T degraph Sys1em. 

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

THE FLOWER. 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 All Occasions 

Special Rates to Wheaton Students 

SEBINA WILLIAMS, Designer 
-------- - - -- --

Dry Goods and Notions 

Onyx and Gordon Hosiery 

Quality Goods at Reasonable Prices 

White's Quality Shop 

11 County Street Attleboro, Mass. 

Where everyone goes -

.Arnuttb tl7t <nnrtttr 
Wta inntn 

Waffies a specialty 

Afternoon Tea 

Supper Parties 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Attleboro' s 

Department 
Store 

Qy.ality 3'Cerchandise 

of 'R_epule ! 

81 PARK ST. ATTLEBORO 

J\'ext to Poat Office 

Richardson, Wright & Co. 

Manufacturers of 

ASEPTIC STEEL HOSPITAL 

FURNITURE and BEDSTEADS 

ALSO 

MA ITRF.SSES and PILLOWS 

Factory and Salearoom 

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 largest and most complete line in 
the cily at LoweJt Prices 

FISK'S 
C. B. DA VIS, Rra. Pharmaci, t 

No. 1 Park Street, Attleboro, Maaa. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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The Mansfield Lumber Company 
We carry a full line of Sporting Goods: 

TENNIS RACKETS, TENNIS BALLS, GoLF 
BALLS, SKATES, SNOWSHOES, SKIS. 

Also, a complete assortment of Electrical Supplies: 
EDISON MAZDA LAMPS, PLUGS, STOVES, 
TOASTERS, CURLING IRONS, HEATERS, 
HEAL TH PADS AND RADIO SUPPLIES. 

Auto Supplies of all kinds: 
WILLARD STORAGE BATTERIES, WILLARD 
RADIO A BATTERIES, DAYTON THOROUGH
BRED TIRES with a 10,000 mile guarantee. 

14 SOUTH MAIN STREET, MANSFIELD, MASS. 
Tel. 97-M Opp. So. Common 

Wright & Ditson 
ATHLETIC GOODS 

Correct Equipment for 

All Sporta 

Sport Clothing 
in our Women'• Dept., 2nd Floor 

Top Coats, Suita, Skirts, 
Sweaters, Scarfa, Hats, 

and Shoes 

344 Washington Street 
Boston 

347 WESTMINISTER ST. 

PROVIDENCE, R. I. 

Out.fitter to the Female 

Spectator as well 

as the Participant 

Pleau Patro-nir.e Our Advertisers 
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C. E. Ccaonheimer, Supt. E. S. Hamblen, M11,. 

Norton Power & Electric Company 

Electricity for Light, Heat 
and Power 

NORTON, MASS. 

T I h I Norton 100 
e ep onea / Franklin 273 

Cotrell & Leonard 
ALDA Y. N. Y. 

C PS 
Makers of 

GOWNS 
HOODS 

For all Degrees 

lotercollt!iiate Bureau of Academic Costume 

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 

Wool Jersey Frocks 
$}2.00 to $2$-00 

For class room or for all out-door wear, nothing equals these attractive 
frocks of wool jersey. They are comfortable, practical and inexpensive. We 
show them in all shades-and in all sizes from 14 to 44 bust. 

Decidedly--lt's a season for Wool Jersey 

Noyes Bros., Inc. 
127 Tremont St., Opp. Park St. 

Please Patro11i1.e Our Advertisers 
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HAN i ..?u;: ~ g i ';. INC. WILLIAM A. DOE co. 

Agents for 

The Candy of Excellenu 

Compliments of 

a Friend 

=--- =----

WHOLESALE DEALERS IN 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Vea), Poultry 

FISH, BUTTER, CHEESE 

EGGS, OILS, OLIVES 

SELEX, JAMS, PICKLES 

F ancuil Ball Market. Boston 

MAIN OFFICE. 34 MliRcnANTS ROW 

Trkphonc, Congres 7020, All Dcpnrrmcnts 

SUPPLIERS O QUALITY CANNED FOODS 

WEST COAST PRODUCTS, INC. 

1 3 1 State Street Boston, Mass. 

Specializing lo the Colleges and Private Schools of New England 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Engravers 

Printers 
Fine Stationery Student'• Suppliea lnvltatio•• 

Viaitin1 Carda Fraternity Stationery 

Monoarram and Addreaa Die,. Menua, 
Proarams and Dance Ordera 

The Store of Uaeful Gifta 

S7-61 FRANKLIN ST., BOSTON, MASS. 

Nearly Everyone Likes Coffee 
c..A universal liking for coffee has existed 
nearly three hundred year . The better 
the coffee, the greate r is our enjoyment. 
Countless cups of SEAL BRAND 
COFFEE served on American breakfast 
tables testify to the measureless satis
faction found in the daily use of 

CHASE & SANBORN'S 
SEAL BRAND COFFEE 

c..At Grocers Everywhere 

S1•11te: Factory and Smoke B0u11:1 
Bl1ckatooc ind North Sto. 

Carina! Plaat• 
Bosio. and Chiuto 

BATCHELDER & SNYDER Co. 

WHOLEULE ONLY 

BEEF, MUTTON, LAMB, VEAL, 

PORK, HAMS, BACON, SAUSAGES, 

POULTRY, GAME, BUTTER, 

CHEESE, EGGS, OLIVES, OILS, 
FRESH, SALT AND SMOKED FISH 

Blackstone, North and North Centre Sta. 

BOSTON, MASS. 

THE TAVERN 
MANSFIELD MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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House 1n the Pines 

Riding School 

Tel. 43 NORTON, MASS. 

Law Students 
The Boston University Law School 
1 rains students in principles of the law and 

the technique of the profession and prepares 
them for active pracrice wherever the English 
system of law prevails. Course for LL. 8., 
fitting for admission to the bar, requires three 
school years. 

Post graduate course of one year leads to 
degree of LL. M. 

One year in college is now required for ad-
mrssron. In 192S, the requirement will be 
two years in college. 

Special Scholarships S7S per year to college 
irraduate .. 

For Catalogue Address 
HOMER ALBERS, Dean 

11 Aahburton Place, Boston 

SAMUEL HOLMES J. FREDERICK HOLMES FRANK W. HOLMES 

Samuel Holmes, Inc. 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 

OULTRY AND GAME 

Stalls I0.12-14-16 and 17. Jg Faneuil Hall Market 
Basement 3 South Side 

Tel. Richmond 708. 709. 3513 BOSTON, MASS. 

Plt'ast' Patronize Our ,4dvertisers 
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.... 
Direct Shipments of Properly Graded Sea Food 

Products for the Use of Hoteh, Clubs, 
Restaurants and Institutions 

The House That Is 
Known By The 

Customers It Keeps 
China 
Glass 
Silverware 
Lamps 
Ranges 
Kitchen 
Equipment 

for Hotels, Restaurants 
or Private Families 

MITCHELL WOODBURY 
COMPANY 

560 Atlantic Avenue Boston 

Tel. Richmond 1'163 Osmon C. Ba.iley, Pres. 

Lowell Bros. & Bailey Co. 

lfru tt & 1Probuce 

69, 71 & 73 CLINTON ST. 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 

' 
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George S. Daugherty Co. 
NEW YORK PIITSBURG CHICAGO 

Pac~cn and Oistribulers of 

De Luxe Brand 

£)ya/itg Canned F,uill and Vegetable., 

After College 
WHAT? 

Why not confer with 

EMPLOYMENT EXPERTS 

if you intend entering the 
business world ? 

Perhaps a position at a 
Swnmer Hotel or Tea Room. 

No charge until after you are placed 

NEW YORK 

30 E. 42nd St. 
P1rrsauRc cH1cAco Mercantile Reference and Bond Association 
106 Peno St. 608 S. Dearborn St. 114 F E DERAL STRE ET, BOSTON 

RICHMOND 885 

R. STOLAR & CO. 

WHOLISAU AND RETAIL DIALEllS IN 

Beef, Pork, Lamb and Veal 

STALLS 3 & 5, NEW FANEUIL HALL MARKET 

BOSTON 

REMOVAL NOTICE 

After April rst we will be located at 

77 PROVIDENCE STREET 

Around the comer from Arlington St. Subway 

C. W. THOMPSON & CO. 
cJWUSJC DEALERS 

Now at 2-B Park Street 

Compliments of 

Old Colony Creamery 

BEST BUTTER MADE 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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W. B. RAND, Pr .. ld•nt M. C. RAND, Treu.,rer 

WILLIAM B. RAND COMPANY, INC. 

Printers 

289 CONGRESS STREET 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 


