
I 

... 

The Wheaton Record 
May, 1924 

Contents 
ECSTASY 

THE SHADES OF FONTAI EBLEAU 

STRAY THOUGHTS 

A GENTLEM N 

GLIMPSES O • KORE 

nu ULITY 

DOLL-LOVE . 

AUTU IN FIRE 

TO THE ONE LADY 

A WOOD NOTE 

WHAT THE DAYS BRING FORTH 

A BLANK SHEET OR A FLOWING PEN? • 

T1-rn ,¥oMAN OF PoLlSII 

CROSSING THE ffaRBOR 

Jormo hIPRESSIONS 

THREE GENERATIONS . 

I THE TunE 

THE ROUT OF THE A TOCRAT 

A LEGEND OF THE ALPS . 

NIGHT SONG 

EDITORIALS 

THE RECORDING ANGLE . 

ELEANOR w. DAY, 1925 

DOROTHY N. JENKS, 1924 

DORI M. CRAGIN, 1926 

DoROTIIEA Wn1, 1927 

IIIO KANISHI, 1925 

LILLIAN l NOWLES, 1926 

ALBERTA DA 10N, 1927 

EL.\JNE . LECLAIR, 1924 

l\lARY Jon HEssE, 1926 

UARIE THOMPSON, 1925 

HELEN SILVERSTEIN, 1925 

fRA CES LEDERMAN, 1926 

ELEANOR w. D,\Y, 1925 

ELAINE . LECLAIR, 1924 

ADRIA CAHIL, 1926 

HELEN F. Goss11,, 1925 

IIELEN SILVERSTEIN, 1925 

!ARY H. WELLS, 1927 

ELIZABETH COLLEY, 1924 

2 

3 

10 

11 

14 

17 

18 

20 

21 

23 

24 

24 

25 

25 

26 

26 

28 

28 

27 

30 

.31 

zd 



b 

Ecstasy 
I heard the wind among the trees, 
The surf along the sea, 
Star deep, soul wide, 
The sudden tide 
Swept on and over me. 

My hidden dreams, a sudden sea, 
All glorious they came, 
All blazing light 
That made the night 
A living thing of flame. 

I laughed to hear the vagrant breeze 
1 leaped to touch the stars. 
With wind and wave 

o voice can save 
fine ancient prison bars. 

The flesh and sense that prison me 
Shall vanish in the wind. 
How free thou art 
My soul, my heart, 
Mine eyes alone were blind! 

ELEANOR w. DAY, '25. 
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The Shades of Fontainebleau 
The Night Round 

Translated from the French of Albcric Cahuet in the Christmas number of 
"L'Illustra tion." 

A Pilgrimage by Mooalight 

!h~t late September evening, as we were 
~n1shing dinner with the lyric historian of 
La Guerre n Dentcllcs" and the legend of 

the. Eagle, Georges d'Esparbes, the enthusi
abst1c guardian of tJ1e chateau of Fontaine-

leau, gave the order to light the great 
Patrol lanterns. And he informed us that 
t~a.t night and until dawn he would himself 
VJ~Jt the palace with two of his friends. Also 
With his son. Charming Aste d'Esparbcs, 
wh? has ... a pass ion for our great cen
turies of history,. offered to guide us among 
th~ shadows, which are familiar to him. 

fhe shadows of Fontainebleau! 
We had had for a long time, Rene Lelong 

and I, this desire to wander about in the 
house of the old Capetians and the voluptu-
1us _Yalois, of Francis I, madly fond of his 

talian artists, of Henry JV bent over the 
cradle of Louis XIII, of Napoleon in his 
apotheosis and fall, in the hours when night 
restores to the decorations their inmost 
~ruth and frees their ph1ntoms. And it is 
tdce~ a ghost story which was the pretext 
or this exceptional visit. 

The preceding month we had conversed 
oCf Monaldeschi, master of horse to Queen 
. hristina, murdered by order of Her Swed
ish fajesty in the famous Galerie des Cerfs, 
and one of us recalled a remark of the 
Austrian-Hungarian ambassador to France 
at the beginning of the Second Empire: 

"E " B H b . h' . veryone, wrote aron u ner m 1s 
Journal, with the date November 15, 1852, 

"is persuaded that the uneasy soul of Queen 
Christina's unfortunate favorite haunts this 
spot." 

"One could," said Georges d'Esparbes, 
"add something else of more recent date to 
the notes of Baron Hubner's journal. Some 
fifteen years ago, one of the watchmen 
nearly died of fright in the course of one 
of his night patrols. He declared that he 
had heard, as he was crossing the Galerie 
des Cerfs, an agonized voice-the voice of 
the assassinated man-crying 'Help!' The 
voice, it appears, enfolded the man, pur
sued him, impressed his imagination with a 
lasting and contagious terror. For a long 
time they had to avoid making a watchman 
pass through that place alone at night." 

Rene Lelong recalled that in England, at 
Hampton Court, it is admitted that Jane 
Seyn;10ur, the third wife of Henry the 
Eighth, returns and walks at night in the 
corridors. It has been met, her ghost-a 
shadow with dishevelled hair of whitish 
radiance--on the little staircase which leads 
to the private suite of rooms formerly oc
cupied by the young queen. They have 
even pretended to photograph the appari
tion .... 

"We have not yet gone so far as that, 
at Fontainebleau," said d'Esparbcs, smiling. 
"But if one of you, or both of you in turn 
wishes to go and spend a night in the Galeri~ 
des erfs, in the haunted gallery-" 

"Most assuredly." 
"Then it's agreed. Meet here at your 

J 
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earliest lcisu re. Besides, there are so many 
unknown things to discover in this palace in 
the hours when the doors are closed." 

And that is why, that September evening, 
with our patrol lanterns, we entered the 
night of the chateau. 

A moon small but very bright, cut the 
edges of the roofs into sharp silhouettes 
against a sky of uniform silver. Georges 
d'Esparbcs knows and evokes History with 
an intuitive certainty which historians of 
pure erudition often lack .... We expected 
of him-and we were indebted to him for
striking resurrections in these hours of 
nocturnal pilgrimage. It was understood 
that in this watch we would descend quite 
gently, by stages, into history, beginning 
with the past of yesterday-the Second 
Empire. 

The Sleepless Night after the Abdication 

Nothing is so curious as to see Georges 
d'Esparbcs with his great lantern make his 
way into the gloomy galleries, climb the 
staircases, be swallowed up in the darkness 
of the apartments of this palace which an 
Austrian ambassador called "the most fan
tastic of the chateaux in France." Before 
us, our enthusiastic guide appears and dis
appears, half, three-fourths, sometimes com
pletely devoured by the darkness, where 
we continue to see the light of his lantern 
dancing. 

We do not stop. The palace is immense. 
Our guide leads us at his pleasure to the 
stopping-places. Here we are in the Em
peror's apartments. \Ve cross Napoleon l's 
room. We are in the little study where 
stands the field-bed, and where, in the 
month of April, 1814, on the day following 
the abdication, there was played a noctur
nal drama which put the whole palace in a 
ferment. 

In the night of the eleventh or twelfth, 
according to the valet Constant and accord
ing to Thiers, in the night of the twelfth or 
thirteenth, following the secretary Fain and 
Caulincourt (memories do not agree as re-

gards the date) the great man, conquered 
at last, nearly died, and, if he had been 
taken away that night, all would have been 
ended of his story on the day after the 
great fall. There would have been neither 
the island of Elba, nor Waterloo, nor St. 
Helena. What is certain is that death, op
portune perhaps, came and visited for a 
moment the humbled eagle. Strange illness. 
Georges d'Esparb' s is not willing to admit 
the version of suicide. "A god,'' he says, 
"docs not kill himself." He seems to think 
it a terrible physical depression which fol
lowed a sort of long nervous crisis. But 
the poet of "I' Agonie des Aigles" is, here, 
almost alone in this opinion. He has against 
him the evidence, not easily challengeable, of 
the valets Constant, Pelard, Saint-Denis, 
that of Baron Fain and Caulincourt the rec
ollections of the son of Dr. Y,/an, who 
played a role that tragic night. 

Let us take all these recollections together 
and reconstruct the scene in its setting. Time 
has done a charming thing with the green 
hangings delightfully faded to moss. . . . 
The field-bed, the Emperor's real bed is en
closed with taffeta ... . Quite close, d Jacob 
work table is ornamented with symbols rep
resenting lightning and sea-horses. At the 
right, a door opens on a little winding stair
case communicating with the private library 
which looks on the gardens. Behind this 
door, a valet was keeping watch. 

April, 1814. The Emperor has just 
lived through emotions which would crush a 
giant. The eleventh, . . . the treaty of 
Fontainebleau was signed in Paris. From 
the dictator of Europe he has been made 
the absurd puppet king of the island of 
Elba. A prodigious power exists no more. 
In the old chateau, nearly deserted, the de
posed Emperor is attacked by a fever. ... 
He cannot remain still, he paces up and 
down in his apartments in the garden of 
Diana; servants observe him, secretly, with 
increasing anxiety. They see him brandish 
a small stick with which he strikes out 
wildly to right and left. When they intro
duce the couriers ,vho come from the cap-
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ital, he is seized with veritable attacks of 
madness . "This agitation," says Constant, 
"':'as such that I perceived he had torn his 
th_1gh with his nails until the blood flowed, 
Without noticing it himself." 

The eleventh of April (Constant version) 
towards eleven o'clock in the morning, 
Caulincourt and MacDonald came to Fon
tainebleau to seek ratifications, to demand 
of. the Emperor the signature of his for
feiture. A litt le before six in the evening, 
they arc received by Napoleon, who greets 
them gently, and keeps them to dine, but 
does not appear at table. About half past 
ten he throws himself on the couch in the 
li~tle study, where he has a long interview 
Wtt~ Caulincourt. Then the Emperor re
mains alone, stretched out on the green 
coverings, disturbed, unable to find sleep. A 
ne_w misery has been added to the other mis
~nes of the hour. The Emperor is no longer 
ignorant that 1aric-Louise has agreed to 
follow her father to Vienna, with the king 
of_ Rome. We imagine in this place, what 
this terrible evening was. Our candles, 
thrust in under a green skylight, illuminate 
the li ttle room faintly, as the night-lights 
must have done on that ominous night. 
Nothing is changed in the decoration. The 
drama is explained and comes to life almost 
before our eyes. "When," says Frederic 
Masson, "in this place deserted by mar
shal ls, ministers, and even lackeys, the news 
falls that the Empress abandons him, death 
Presents itself to him as a refuge." 

The valet Pelard, lying across the door, 
saw the Emperor dissolve a powder in a 
~lass . Then he hears groans. He is anx
!ous, warns the servants .... The little room 
1s. invaded. The Emperor is now almost 
Without consciousness. According to Con
stant, about midnight apoleon was dying. 
As soon as they hear these words, the ser
vants withdraw. Caulincourt, in spite of 
the sick man's prohibiting it, has sent for 
h_elp. Dr. Yvan has hastened, has felt the 
sick man's pulse, then they have seen him 
leave abruptly, escape from the room like 
a madman. He has remembered a certain 

concealed packet of opium, which apoleon 
had ordered prepared when on the Russian 
campaign, in case he fell into the hands of 
the Cossacks. There is no doubt, the Em
peror has just swallowed this poison, too 
slow for his liking, of which he demands a 
second dose to end it. The surgeon, terri
fied, abandons the sick man and the palace, 
runs down into the court, finds a horse 
hitched to the grating, straddles it, disap
pears. 

1 evertheless death, which has appeared, 
withdraws. They have succeeded in in
ducing vomiting. The sick man recovers 
his reason his energy, his will to Ii e, per
haps to fight. The nervous conversations, 
the footsteps, the sobs cease, and quiet is 
reborn in this corner of the palace, where 
the lights arc gradually extinguished. 

The Ghost of Monaldeschi 

Let us take up our way once more into 
the night of the past. Ah! this time our 
expedition in the shadows approaches its 
original end. Let us not forget that we have 
come here to seek a phantom, a true one, a 
ghost which does not belong to the race of 
motionless, frozen, mute ghosts, a ghost 
which has been heard, it seems, speaking, 
praying, gasping, crying out, the ghost of 
th~ master of horse Ionaldcschi, murdered 
by order of Queen Christina of Sweden, 
here. 

For we have arrived in the famous Galcrie 
des Cerfs, which seems endless in this dark
ness. Close by the Italian's coat of mail and 
sword, preserved at the place of execution, 
a candle burns in a lantern as a , atchlight. 
:tvfy friends are going to leave me alone. 
Ghosts hardly venture among groups. Let 
us not imperil the chance, already hypo
thetical, of verifying a report from beyond 
the grave. 

Alas! Nothing around me displays any
thing abnormal. But I listen curiously to 
the nocturnal echoes of which Georges 
d'Esparb 's informed me. At some distance 
from here, the trampling of wooden shoes in 
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a stable makes a noise which, gliding over 
the surface of the waters of the pool, echoes 
in the castle, like steps. People have been 
deceived by it, and impressed by it. 

In this black gallery, in this immense 
darkness, where one is drowned, the mind 
applies itself to evoking the whole drama, 
and, since the apparitions do not come, to 
picturing the persons during their lifetime. 
At this very place where I am, in this slen
der stream of moonlight on the floor, exactly 
at the spot where the coat of mail, with the 
meshes undone, is mournfully lighted up, 
a man was murdered, on a woman's order, 
nearly three centuries ago. Crime of love 
or political crime? It has never been known. 

Voltaire believed the former. "Gallantry 
that ended by a murder." The more mod
ern historians, not all of them, however, 
and not the feminine historians, incline 
towards the second version. They raise the 
objection of Christina's virile tastes, the 
only keen affection she was ever known to 
have, which was for a woman, the beautiful 
Countess Ebba Spare, "the most amiable 
person in the world." Especially they grow 
serious over the passage in Christina's 
autobiography about the precipice often 
skirted, always avoided. . . . It can at least 
be admitted that with lonaldeschi the preci
pice was "skirted." A courtier tender, 
false, easily a traitor, with a caressing sub
mission, beautiful Italian eyes in a deceitful 
face, a taste for intrigue which, in this small 
and too narrow court, could have only pal
try objects .. . a chamberlain charged with 
all the labor and docile in enduring all hu
mors, such may appear to us the Marquis 
Gia Rinaldi lonaldeschi della Cervera, a 
very secondary queer figure, of whom the 
painters of the time have left no likeness, 
and who, only because of his horrible pun
ishment, stands out in bloody relief. 

Love, politics, intimacy troubled at least, 
confidence betrayed in one way or another, 
there was certainly some of all in the drama. 
The man and the woman were young. 
Christina, who was served by valets, "even 
in the most private hours," says Mme. de 

Motteville, had few secrets from her at
tendants. But it did not please her at all 
that her familiars told stories of her in
timacy. Perhaps there was at bottom a 
little of the monster in this queen, unbal
anced by an abnormal, even unmoral edu
cation, and by an intellectual over-driving 
that astounded her time. Gustavus-Adol
phus, her father, had dreamed of making 
a boy of her. He had given her as tutor a 
passionate man, a drunkard, ignorant and a 
libertine, whose manners distressed the pre
ceptor, honest Jean Matthiex. Very soon 
she drew the sword like a young gentleman, 
frequenting the hunts, laughing at heat and 
cold, training horses, shooting game. After 
the death of the king, Queen Mary-Eleanor 
makes her <laughter sleep in the mourning 
room, hung in black, lighted with wax 
candles, in a bed at the head of which the 
dead king's heart is suspended in a gold 
box. That may temper the nerves, but more 
surely disorder them. Add to this, passion
ate study. At ten, Christina writes Swedish 
indifferently well, French, and good Latin. 
At eighteen, she speaks eight languages 
and understands eleven, even Hebrew and 
Arabic. As queen, she gives herself over 
to the passion for letters with all the ardour 
of her character. Much has been written 
about her court of scholars, artists, literati, 
pedants, and wits, adventurers, philosophers 
and charlatans. She kills Descartes by 
forcing him to work with her at five o'clock 
in the morning, in an icy library, where 
the author of the "Discours de la M6thode" 
contracts pneumonia. By reading Petronius 
and Iartial, Christina acquires the taste 
for animated conversation. She swears like 
a musketeer, rises before daybreak, eats 
standing, combs her hair only once a week, 
undermines her health, is on the verge of 
becoming mad by dint of work, and refuses 
to marry, saying there might be born of her 
"as well a ero as an ugustus . . .. " The 
cares of power overwhelm her. She thinks 
herself too wise and too philosophical to 
find pleasure in ruling, too well-born and 
too great a politician to resign herself to an 
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obscure life. She abdicates in favor of a 
cousin whom she did not wish to marry ... 
reserves to herself-let us note this care
fully-the right of justice over her attend
ants, the people of her house, cuts her hair, 
takes the name of Count of Dona, and goes 
away to wander through Europe. To ex
asperate the Swedes, her former subjects, 
she is converted to Catholicism, taking as 
baptismal name the name of the pope, for 
henceforth she will write: Christina-Alexan
der. In 1657, she is here at Fontainebleau. 
It is her second visit to France. She has 
brought back from Italy-for Swedish peo
pl_e do not want to serve her-a small court, 
~1th three or four masters, with high-sound
ing names. Monaldeschi is master of 
horse. Francesco Mario Sentinelli is the 
confidential man, the diplomat who is sent 
t? Rome for secret negotiations, for Chris
tma, torn between the obsessing remem
brance of the throne and her taste for the 
public-house, is at this moment dreaming 
of the crown of Naples. Another Sentinelli, 
brother of the secret ambassador, is cham
berlain and captain of the guards. These 
guards are two Piedmontese flunkeys, Pia 
and Sambesi. There is deadly, rivalry be
tween Monaldeschi and the Sentinelli who 
has remained in Rome. 

At Fontainebleau, Her Swedish Majesty 
receives without pomp. She is housed in a 
pavilion at the back of the Conciergerie 
court, which communicates with the Galerie 
d~s Cerfs. It is the suite formerly occu
pied by the head concierge, and is com
posed of four rooms, of which a part still 
stands. However, that which gives a royal 
character to this dwelling 1s the long cov
ered walk which connects it with the 
chateau, the famous Galerie des Cerfs. The 
place is suitable for meeting, talking in 
g:oups, strolling while waiting for the capri
cious so ereign's passing, o,r her orders. 
Christina employs her days in hunting, 
reading, chatting, riding horseback, writing. 
She is twenty-six. She is of average height; 
she has blue eyes, beautiful and sparkling 
eyes whose glance sometimes mocks and 

freezes, a dull complexion, very prominent 
features, an aquiline nose, a rather large 
intellectual mouth. The arm is perfect, 
prettily shaped, the flesh full of supple 
youth; the hand is small and pretty. As 
she has cut her hair, she wears a young 
gentleman's wig. She skilfully conceals a 
rather high shqulder by her attitudes and 
the art of her costume. Her clothes, 
bizarre, appear a man's doublet in front, 
and behind, a woman's hongreline. Her 
waist flows from the sleeves and swells 
above the skirt, which she wears short and 
ill-fastened. She is booted like a cavalier, 
and stands without decency, throwing her 
legs over the arms of the chairs. "All con
sidered, she seems to me a sort of pretty 
boy," Mlle. de Montpensier has written. 

Let us imagine, if you will, this Amazon 
queen and wit in the room which serves for 
a study at Fontainebleau. A picture by 
Ambroise Dubois, "le Jugement de Paris," is 
over the fireplace. A table is covered with 
books; other volumes are scattered over the 
carpet. With a very slight t, isting of the 
body, which conceals a limp~ Christina pat
ters through the room. She replies to some 
cultured visitor, or gives her hand to one of 
her Italian courtiers to kiss. At the head 
of a notebook are written these words: 
"Ouvrages de Loisir." When she is tired 
of talking, Christina-Alexander takes up her 
pen. She writes thoughts of this kind: 
"Fear, wholly unworthy as it appears, is 
noble and right, when one fears only God 
and himself." Or else: "Greatness is like 
perfume. Those who wear it scarcely per
ceive it." Each one thinks that very good, 
and the little Queen sends her most gracious 
grimace to Ionaldeschi, unless it be to 
Sentinelli. But, in November, drama suc
ceeds comedy, and another woman is re
vealed. 

Therefore, the sixth of this month, in the 
morning, Christina sends to Pere Le Bel, 
superior of the Trinitaires, a sealed package 
which she asks him to keep and hold at he; 
disposition. Four days after, the tenth at 
one o'clock in the afternoon, Pere Le B~l is 

J 
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summoned to Her Swedish Majesty. At all 
risk, he takes with him the letters o( which 
he has charge. He finds Christina in the 
Galerie des Cerfs. Dressed in her custom
ary cavalier's costume, leaning on an ebony 
cane, she is talking calmly with farquis 
Monaldcschi and Sentinelli. Two other 
men, the two guards, are there, close by. 
P re Le Bel advances, bows, greatly im
pressed already by the way in which the 
valet has closed the door behind him. He 
senses drama in the air here. He is not 
mistaken. As soon as he is before the 
Queen, a change of attitude, an unexpected 
tragedy. 

"P're, give me back the packet I en
trusted to you." 

Gravely she draws out the letters, puts 
them under the eyes of the master of horse. 

"Will you not identify these papers?" 
Monaldeschi is worried. He objects, 

nevertheless, that it is not his writing. 
"And this?" 
Christina has foreseen that the man would 

deny. She has taken precautions. She 
takes from her doublet the originals of 
which the letters are only copies. lonal
deschi ... tries to justify himself, gets con
fused, is lost. Letters to some woman? Per
haps. But more probably anonymous let
ters slyly addressed to the Queen, imitating 
the writing of the Sentinelli who is in Italy, 
letters where there arc things insulting to 
the woman. Perhaps, even, intercepted ne
gotiations baited by the queen, in regard to 
the throne of l aples. Whatever it may be, 
the situation is serious, and the scene quick
ly becomes tragic. Sentinclli and his two 
acolytes have taken their swords in their 
hands. Monaldeschi realizes he is con
demned to death, and never was a man so 
little prepared to die. He drags himself to 
the feet of the Queen, mistress of his !if e, 
follows her the length of the gallery, filled 
with pale and cold autumn light. The wom
an listens to the man, terribly patient, curi
ous to hear arguments, noticing the clumsi
ness and awkwardness of his sentences, still 
leaning on the cane with the ebony handle. 

This lasts for more than an hour, sickening
ly long. 

"Be witness," said Christina to the priest, 
"that I do not hasten any, and that I give 
this traitor time to justify himself." 

But as the "traitor" does not justify him
self in the eyes of the Queen, nor to the sat
isfaction of the woman, nor to the taste of 
the pedant, Christina finally says to Pere 
Le Bel: 

"Pere, I withdraw and leave this man to 
you. Prepare him to die and take care of 
his soul." 

It is nearly four o'clock in the afternoon 
when the terrible, endless scene begins, 
which the Father has related with frightful 
exactness. And, reading these living lines 
from a witness, one secs the wretch crawling, 
imploring the priest and executioners in 
turn, Pere Le Bel interrupting the confes
sion to go and entreat the Queen, in vain; 
Senlinelli himself taking this step of pity; 
another priest, Christina's almoner, appear
ing, disappearn , returning without bring
ing back a word of mercy; the Queen un
moved, indifferent, determined to exercise 
a royal right of justice or the just vengeance 
of a betrayed woman, and uttering these 
savage words: 

"Wound him to make him confess." 
In the Galcrie des Ccrfs, however, the 

condemned man clings furiously to life. At
tempting to seize Sentinelli's sword, he has 
had three fingers cut off. Drops of blood 
spurt on the walls. This gallery, where I am 
calling up the drama in this night watch, 
must then have been full of cries, supplica
tions, death-rattles. The man dodges inces
santly; the swords overtake him, but their 
blades are blunted on his clothing. Ah! Ah! 
Monaldeschi wears a coat of mail, and this 
prudent act is enough to betray the feverish 
and defiant attitude of the little court. The 
master of horse is frightfully wounded in 
the face. Then, worn out, torn, the wretch 
raises his hands to his neck, pointing out 
himself the vulnerable place. Let them fin
ish! He is at the end of his defense. Finally 
they pierce his throat .... Look carefully, 
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when you arc at Fontainebleau, at this coat 
of mail, which the guide will not fail to show 
you. You will see, near the throat, the dis
order of the meshes, where the furious blows 
that were struck are revealed. 

fonaldeschi is now at the point of death. 
They search him, then they go and announce 
to Christina that all is over. And she, still 
very calm, expresses in beautiful phrases 
he_r regret for having been forced to order 
this execution. Further, she promises to 
have masses said for the marquis' soul, and 
passes to other talk. everthcless, the 
murdered man is cast into a tumbril, and 
they carry him to the pretly lit Lie i\ von 
church, where they bury him, at dusk, on the 
threshold near the font. 
. The Galerie des Cerfs remained for a long 

tune stained with the Italian's blood. Ma
zarin had the word 'Dieu" inscribed at the 
s~ot in the floor where the man rendered up 
his soul. Georges d'Esparbi·s dreams of 
restoring these letters in the gal lery, , hich, 
after changes, has ended by taking on its 
former appearance again. M naldeschi's 
ashes are sti ll under the slab- of the curious 
old Avon church, where a subsequent in
scription recalls the drama. The man who 
s? clung to life that he had, to be killed by 
bits, whose remains stayed so near the place 
of. the drama-does he return at night to 
this gallery, the scene of his punishment? 
Was it his beseeching voice Lhat an old 
Watchman heard at the hour when shadows 
become real? \.Vho can know? Who can 
deny it? I have just wandered a long time, 
a long time, in this melancholy walk, where 
the faint light of the moon has vanished, 
and the lamp is burning out. I have shouted 
th~ man's name in the night, and I have per
ceived in reply only the slow sound of foot
steps, those of Georges d'Esparbes and 
Ren ' Lelong, who at that moment were 
rejoining me. 

The Bells of the Mathurins 

Where arc we? We are following Georges 
d'Esparbcs' lantern among the staircases, 

ga.lleries, arches, sleeping gardens. We slip 
into cellars, we run over roofs. In turn ap
pear to us the waters of the pools, pearly 
with moonlight, the black masses of the 
forest, and above us, the indented ridges, 
broken by fine and elegant windows opening 
on the Henry IV court, the great dormer 
windows that give mouths and eyes to the 
old faces of the faQadcs. And suddenly we 
find ou rselvcs once more, the visit over, in 
the Cour Ovalc, where, on the loosened 
stones, our feet strike against turf and 
chinks. We arc at the very site of the primi
tive castle, once flanked by towers rising 
from the moats, to which there was no ac
cess except by drawbridges. Herc is kept, 
between the Saint-Louis pavilion and the 
Louis XIII baptistry, the memory of the 
first centuries of Fontainebleau's history. 

nd suddenly, in this blacker night, a sound 
from the past, at first feeble, hesitant, then 
more distinct, gives life again to this vision 
of shadows that gives us the impression of 
ashes. 

"Listen," said Georges d Esparbes. 
We li sten. A be ll rings .... It rings 

slowly, sweetly, evoking not the present 
time, but e. ·tinguished memories. Our friend 
has arranged this impressi e su rprisc for us 
at this moment when we are going to leave 
Fontainebleau. 

"Listen," he continues, "the bell of the 
Mathurins." 

We understand, we listen. 
... The bell of the little chapel of the 

Mathurins has tolled, as it is tolling now, 
... for the royal births and deaths, for the 
[Ates and for the public mourning. It 
muffiecl with its voice the first waitings of 
Philippe Le Bel ... Its joyful peals were 
heard when were born, in this palace, Fran
cis II, Ilenry 111, Gaston d'Orlrans, and 
Louis XIV's son, the great Dauphin. 

And, as the movement became more slow, 
less clear, with its sounds stifled as in a 
crepe veil: 

"No doubt it also tolled, discreetly but 
courageously, sad and pitiful, to recommend 
to prayers the queer soul of poor Ion-
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aldeschi, executed in the Ga!eric des Cerfs 
by order of Christina of Sweden, his mis
tress and queen." 

doubt troubled by the nwakening of so many 
greater shades, had not appeared, the bell 
became silent. 

And on this final evoking of the ghost 
which we had come to visit, and which, no 

Stray Thoughts 

DOROTHY N. JENKS, '24. 

The world of nature, philosophers have 
said, 

Exists but in our own perception of it; 
Queer-that this sea and its 

slow music 
Depend for their existence upon me. 

Happiness, they say, can never come 
by seeking 

But by only forgetting what we 
seek; 

Queer-the greatest pleasure often 
comes 

To him who suffers greatest pain. 

Death, they cannot say what that 
IS; 

Is it something to be feared? 
Queer-that what may be their greatest 

blessing 
Ivien yet, in terror, dread far more 

than life. 

DoRts M. CRAGIN, '26. 
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A Gentleman 
It was a dull day for the orphans at Saint 

~nn's. Outside, the snow came down stead
ily, monotonously. Inside it was play hour, 
but the weather seemed to have dampened 
the spirits of the children, and for once 1',.11rs. 
Barrows had no cause for complaining that 
the orphans were too boisterous. Some of 
th_cm, their little noses Battened against the 
Wmdow panes, were watching the snow
flakes fall; some were listening to a story 
read by one of the older girls; some were 
offering suggestions to Billy Benson, who 
Was learning to stand on his head; and the 
rest were doing nothing at all. 

The door of the big school room opened, 
and a rustle of starched petticoats an
nounced Mrs. Barrows, the matron. The 
children stood up and faced her, as they 
had been taught to do. "Well, you are 
quiet," she declared, ' I thought you must 
be up to some mischief." She cumbrously 
mounted the platform in the front of the 
room. "I have come to tell you that one of 
the trustees, a Mr. Walter, has been here 
this afternoon, and has asked me to allow 
so~ething very unusual to take place in 
~his institution of charity." She stopped 
impressively, then went on to explain at 
le_ngth that last year Mr. Walter's son had 
died in Europe where he was studying, pre
paratory to becoming an artist. And now 
as Mr. Walter wanted to do something in 
memory of his son, he had decided to offer 
a prize to the child who should produce the 
best drawing in a contest, which was to last 
two weeks. "Now I don't want to hear of 
any of you neglecting your lessons or your 
other work on account of this," finished Mrs. 
~arrows stiffly. "You may ask any ques
tions you may have of Miss Jocelyn, for 
I have other matters to attend to." 

When she had gone, the children crowded 
round 1iss Jocelyn, questioning and ex-

claiming eagerly. "She didn't tell us what 
the prize would be," they clamored. 

"Oh, that is a secret," smiled Miss J oce
lyn and then seeing they were dissatisfied, 
she' added, "It is the most wonderful prize! 
It is something every one of you would love 
to have. Oh, how I wish you might all have 
it." For a moment she was serious, but in 
a twinkling she caught herself up. "You 
must all try for it," she said brightly. "To
morrow I shall give you half an hour of les
son time to spend on your dra·wings." 

Soon the children trooped off to set the 
supper tables and to do the kitchen chores. 
Only the young teacher was left in the 
dimly lighted schoolroom. houghtfully she 
watched the fire die. One by one the embers 
fell away, and as they died sent up a 
shower of sparks. She loved every one of 
the little orphans, and they in turn loved 
her. Soon after she had come, they learned 
to take their troubles to her, and because of 
her tact and patience, it had been her oppor
tunity to right many and varied wrongs. 
But she was young and it was hard to look 
only on the bright side. Many of the or
phans were so little, and they needed their 
mothers so much. Sometimes they asked 
her why they didn't have mothers, and 
it was so hard to explain. Some of 
them remembered their mothers. She 
was sure little Philip Andre did, although 
he had never confided in her. Somehow his 
big black eyes fascinated her, and she longed 
to find the way to his heart. Her thoughts 
rested on him now. She had noticed him 
that afternoon; during the announcement of 
the drawing contest the other children had 
manifested some curiosity or excitement, 
but he had sat aloof, seemingly uninterested, 
staring out of the window. He was older 
than most of the children, a slight little f el
l ow, with a rather sallow face, whose only 
redeeming feature was a pair of expressive 
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black eyes. She wondered if his nature was 
growing hard as a result of the harsh treat
ment he had received from the world. She 
determined to penetrate beneath his childish 
reserve. An opportunity for this came soon
er than she expected. 

The very next morning fiss Jocelyn 
found a point of contact. During the half 
hour allotted for drawing, she walked up 
and down looking at the sketches and mak
ing suggestions. When she came to Philip 
Andr\ she gave a little gasp of amazement. 
Ile was drawing the face of a boy seated a 
few desks away, and although the drawing 
was just begun, she recognized him immedi
ately. "It is David!" she exclaimed. Philip 
1\ndre drew on, paying no attention to her 
remark, e. cept that his eyes shone, and Miss 
Jocelyn wisely moved on up the aisle. 

\\'hen lessons were over for the morning, 
Miss J occlyn asked Philip Anclr' to stay. 
"\Viii you not tell me where you learned to 
draw?" she asked him in winning tones. 

"i\ Ty father was an artist," answered 
Philip Andre, drawing himself up, "and he 
wished that I should be one too." 

'·Did he teach you himself?" 
"Yes, he taught me until ... until he 

died-" The voice broke, and although 
he stood quite erect, .;\[iss Jocelyn could see 
time he was fighting to keep back the tears. 
Something pulled strangely within her own 
heart. 

"Philip Andre," she said softly, "you shall 
yet be a great artist." 

Philip And re did not ask her how, or why; 
he said nothing at all. He just looked at 
her with his big black eyes, as if trying to 
search out her meaning for himself. His 
scrutiny was more than Miss Jocelyn could 
bear. "I must go," she said rising, "but 
first you must promise to be friends." Sol
emnly they shook hands . 

As the time for the awarding of the prize 
drew near, Philip Andre• realized that his 
only rival among the children was David. 
David, whose face everyone loved, the boy 
he had drawn to win the prize for him. 
Something about David attracted him, al-

though he considered him a "sissy." He 
was so small and delicate, and his eyes were 
so blue, his head so golden and curly! But 
he never played with the other boys. He sat 
and read by the hour, and if anyone teased 
him he would bury his head in his hands, 
and Philip Andre was sure he cried. But 
David was so gentle himself that no one 
thought of bullying him, and most of the 
time he was left severely alone by the other 
boys. Phi lip ndrc had seen David's draw
ing. It showed talent, but talent which had 
never been trained, and although it was 
better than any of the other children's Philip 
Andre knew that his own was even better. 

The day before the close of the contest, 
something happened which changed the re
lationship between David and Philip Andre. 
The snow had melted sufJkiently to allow 
the boys to play baseball in the court ad
joining the orphanage. When it was time 
for the boys to come in and wash their hands 
and faces for supper, Philip Andre ran up
stairs to the schoolroom. He put the bats 
and balls in the closet and turned to leave 
the room, when he saw something which 
made him hesitate. David had thrown him
scl f on the rug before the fire, and was sob
bing his heart out. Philip Andre's first im
pulse was to run, but David looked so small 
and helpless lying there, that he involun
tarily took a step in his direction. 

"What's the matter?" he ventured . 
David lifted a tear-stained face. "You 

here, ndr6 ?" he said. "Oh, don't tell the 
fellows," he begged, "don't tell the fellows." 

"All right," said Philip A'ndrc. "But 
what's the matter?" 

"Oh, nothing," groaned David sitting up. 
"It's just that I can't do things the way you 
fellows can. I've been watching you out 
of the window all afternoon." 

"What's the matter with you?" queried 
Philip ndre. 

"I don't know, I just can't do things. It's 
my back. I never could do things. I get 
sick if I run across the room . I'm not like 
you,-and I just can't bear it," he finished 
pounding the carpet with his fists . 

I 
{ 

I 



THE WHEATON RECORD 1J 

"But you can draw," protested Philip 
Andre, reaching for a word of a comforting 
nature. 

"Yes," assented David slowly, "I like to 
draw, but I never had a chance to learn 
and never will." 

Just then the supper bell rang. "Better 
clean up a bit," adv ised Philip ndre. 
"Here, I'll help you." He obliterated as far 
as possible all signs of David's indulgence, 
and together they descended to the dining 
room. 

That night Philip Andre could not sleep. 
He lay tossing on his little white cot, and 
thought and thought, until his head was in a 
whirl. His thoughts seemed to concentrate 
on David. He tried to think of other things, 
but every time he found himself coming back 
to a vision of David's face. David's face, as 
he had seen it that afternoon, white, and 
d:awn and pitiful. Why had he never been 
kind to David before? He thought of his 
father's definition of a gentleman: to help 
the one weake r than yourself. He had not 
practised it very well. Ile determined that 
David, hereafter, shou ld not lack a staunch 
champion, and he thought over various ways 
of bringing him happiness. Somehow Philip 
Andre s father seemed very near as he made 
this resolution. He could almost hear him 
say aga in those words so precious to him, 
because they were among the last: " ly son, 
whatever you are, be a gentleman and that 
means to help the one weaker than your
~,elf." Philip Andre caught himself saying 

Yes, Father," out loud. And then the hor
ror of it swept upon him; his father, his dear 
father, had gone away and would never 
come back. In the darkness the tears, which 
Philip Andre restrained at any cost during 
the day time, rolled down his cheeks un
checked. When the wave of childish grief 
had passed, he lay worn out, but sleep would 
not come. He was so thirsty! 

.It was a forbidden thing to leave the dor
mitory, but Philip ndrc could stand it no 
longer, so he pattered softly between the 
rows of sleeping children and downstairs to 
the ki.tchen. There was a light in the kitch-

en, but Philip ndre thought only of Maria, 
the cook. He started to push open the 
swinging door, but the sound of voices ar
rested him. 

"Don't you think it is an absurd way to 
adopt a child" Mrs. Barro\\'s , as talking. 
"If I were going to adopt one, I should want 
to know what kind of manners it had first." 

"Oh, no," came the clear voice of i\liss 
Jocelyn, "i\t!r. Walter wants a son who will 
be able to fulfill the desires he had for his 
own son. Ile would ha e him become a 
great artist." 

Philip ndn! did not hear what 1\t[rs. Bar
rows replied. He stood dazed, trembling all 
over. The prize exceeded his fondest hopes 
or dreams. He would become 1\1r. Walter's 
own son, and have a mother, ancl a real 
home, and be would be able to study, and 
some day he would become a great artist. 
Gradually he recovered his senses, and real
ized that the speakers were approaching the 
door he leaned against. Quickly he ran up
stai rs, the drink forgotten, and was soon in 
his own little bed. .But no sleep for Philip 
Andr that night. Oh, the joy of his dis
covery! How happy he would be! To
morrow he would become a veritable prince. 
It was just like a fairy story. He lay imag
ining in his energetic mind the whole scene 
as it would appear the next day. The an
nouncement of the prize; the meeting of his 
new mother and father. He even saw him
self saying goodbye to the fellows, and roll
ing away in a gilded carriage. 

Then suddenly something terrible hap
pened. Into the midst of his unutterable 
joy there came a haunting vision. David's 
face. A thought to torment him also: ''What
ever you are, my son, be a gentleman, and 
that means to help the one weaker than 
yourscl f. ' Then other voices clamored in 
his ears. 'Ile is so delicate, so helpless!" 
"He needs a mother and a home more than 
you." 'He could draw as welt as you, if 
he were trained." 

Philip Andre stared into the darkness. It 
seemed to overwhelm him, to crush out his 

cry life. But out of the darkness was born 

d 
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a great courage. Philip Andre entered the 
silent schoolroom. He reached into his desk 
and drew forth a beautiful drawing of a 

boy's head; he raised it to his lips, and 
then,-tore it into shreds. 

DOROTHEA W1rr, '27. 

Glimpses of Korea 
A decade has passed since the annexation 

of Korea. It has been a sad, tumultuous 
one. We have been told that the anti
Japanese sentiment has reached its clima. 
in the peninsula. The Korean's traditional 
method of political retaliation-assassina
tion-has been reported day after day in all 
the Japanese newspapers in big headlines. 
We do not know what to expect, and as our 
boat slowly advances among the small green 
islands, we watch the seaport town of Fusan 
intently from the upper deck. Bare yellow
ish hills which surround the city, ancient 
city walls, weather beaten houses along the 
hillside, and innumerable narrow, crooked 
streets which are lost among the houses and 
the crowds-one by one open before us as 
the boat glides over the peculiar red scum 
of the bay. 

To be in Korea and to hear about Korea 
across the narrow stretch of water, however, 
are entirely different matters. We get off 
at Fusan, ready to ·encounter any adventure. 
A dirty, smudgy driver who invites us with 
curious motions of his hands from the top 
of his cart, may be a district magistrate in 
the "Provisional Government of the Korean 
Republic." A Japanese boy who bows down 
before us at the entrance of a hotel, may be 
an executive in the omnipresent Japanese 
secret service. Probably they are not, but 
the fact that they might be gives thrill to 
everything. Underground plottings, hidden 
rendezvous, inexplicable suicides, sudden 
disappearances, buried printing presses, 
spies and counter spies-we have heard all 
the conventional elements of the shilling 
shocker, and we are ready to accept even 
stranger things; but we see nothing, and 
we hear nothing. The ox-carts crawl along 

the street, and men and women drag out 
a lingering life, unless the deep unfathom
able oriental mystery is hidden under their 
baggy gowns and stolid dignity of appear
ance, there is nothing thrilling, and life flows 
slowly with leisure. 

westerner once remarked that the in
habitants of the Hermit Kingdom are pro
ficient in the art of doing nothing gracefully. 
Indeed it is true, and especially so of the 
men. Here is the city of Seoul, once the 
capital of the Korean empire for more than 
two thousand years. The autumn sky is 
bright, but there is an unmistakable sign of 
the coming of the winter in the air. The 
warm sun will set in the west ere the day 
is done. It will not be long before the ter
riffic blizzard will blow from the Manchurian 
plain, but men, young men as well as mid
dle-aged and old, indulge in the gentle stroll 
in the gorgeous sunshine or sit cross-legged 
within, the shade of their houses as if there 
were little to do. They are either staring at 
vacancy or smoking tobacco from a pipe; 
with pongee kerchief, they polish this non
descript brass pipe as they sit or stroll along. 
Indeed the white-coated, white-trousered, 
white-socked, slowly striding population is 
irresistibly fascinating to the eye, and noth
ing could be more unbecoming to it than 
vigorous movement. 

Again it is an early autumn evening. After 
a light supper of rice, bamboo shoots, lotus 
roots, and a cup of fragrant Korean tea at 
the Green Dragon of the main street, let us 
take a moonlight walk to the eastern end 
of the capital, where the emperor Seiso once 
built a palace. The palace was destroyed 
by fire a few centuries ago, but there is a 
pond from which a dragon is said to have 
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ascended to heaven. Now it is a lotus pond. 
Calm is the water, and huge round leaves 
glisten in the moonlight. Here and there 
we see big white swollen buds. Around the 
pond where a few slow ripples break at 
short intervals, sit a countless number of 
white-coated, white-trousered, and white
socked Koreans on the ground, legs crossed 
~nd arms folded. They arc intently watch
ing the lotus buds open. Happy is he who 
secs them burst open in the clear night air. 
~mmortality and joys of heaven are prom
ised to him, but none has seen it open. The 
mysterious, and therefore all the more sa
cred flower is an eternal puzzle. Night after 
night, they sit and watch. They hear the 
buds open but their sight is either dazzled or 
blinded, they cannot catch the glimpse of 
that blessed moment. The mortal sight has 
to be purged before it can be allowed to see 
the mystic glory of heaven. 

('it the farthest side of the pond, a stone 
bridge arches across the stream. It is a 
bridge of "Impatience." There we sec a 
young man and woman, leaning over the 
parapet, intently watching a lotus bud, as 
1£ their hope and happiness depend on this 
mysterious object. They arc unconscious 
of their existence and unconscious of the 
present. Present? Why, there is no pres
ent. They live in the past. Future? Yes, 
but not in their lifetime. All the goodness 
and happiness are stored away for life after 
death, but even these, too, depend on the 
fragile lotus buds. 

Night is slowly advancing. Far away to 
the south where the "Flowery Mountain" 
touches the horizon, the river Qua runs in 
one straight silver line. Once the banks of 
th.e river were lined with graceful weeping 
willows, and under them the rainbow colored 
'.'dewdrops" flourished. Now a few surviv
!ng willows dip their thin, drooping branches 
•n the stream, but there is no sign of the 
flowers that once made the banks gay. 
Where are the princes in spotless white and 
the damsels in richest brocades of red and 
purple who flocked here once? They are 
gone and gone forever, too, but instead, 

scattered all along the stream, we see the 
women washing the white clothing of the 
family. With a wooden pail, they scoop 
water, and placing the clothes on the stone, 
they pound with a wooden block. Ton, tan, 
ton, tan, ton, tan-it beats the night air in 
dull monotony. Without questioning and 
without doubting, they keep on working day 
and night, while the men sit in white robes, 
dreaming of the past, heedless of the pres
ent, and hopeless of the future. Only when 
acute hunger attacks them, they work just 
enough to get a scanty meal. Women-poor 
women, on whom all the hardships of life 
fall heavy-are forever engaged in pounding 
and washing on the banks of the river. 

From Seoul north, one usually takes wag
gons or mules instead of the train. First we 
travel along the coast, and then over the 
vast plain. The road by the coast, if rough 
and stony in places, is, at least, free from 
marshes. Golden sand, blue sky over the 
blue water, and the fishing villages scat
tered here and there all along the coast, give 
constant variations. The villages in general 
are dirty and untidy. The air is filled with 
the smells of fish drying in the hot sun. The 
smell of fish itself is not unpleasant, but 
when it mingles with the rubbish and sea
weed in process of decomposition, it is in
tolerable and sickening. The beach is black 
with rows of fishes on the sand. The dogs 
and birds feed on them without being dis
turbed. ten sleep peacefully with a num
ber of them heaped togetl1cr for a pillow. 
The poverty is astonishing, but the people 
seem to be content with an idle existence, 
sleeping, yawning, and eating by turns. The 
farther we go to the north, the more we see 
the dreary, meditative, dirty population 

From Chinampo, where the rocky coast 
commences, we turn to the plain, which is 
one of the largest of the peninsula and the 
most important center of agriculture. As 
far as the eye can reach, the fields and rice 
paddies stretch before us. Clear and high 
is the autumn sky. There is a sharpness in 
the air, but it is bracing. Innumerable flocks 
of wild geese arc sojourning here for a while 
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on their way to the southern coast of China. 
But listen, that is not the cry of the geese. 
A high, long call rises slowly from some
where, rings, wails, and lifts higher and 
higher, but suddenly sinks and dies away. 
\Ve neither turn nor move, but we see the 
cranes spread their royal wings and soar 
above us. 

yellowish road-a road hardened dry 
like stone-stretches before us. How far 
must we ride before this seemingly inter
minable track will come to an end? The 
road here in Korea is wide, but it is far 
from being smooth or level. Our waggon, 
which was used for transportation of pro
visions during the Russo-J apancsc war, is 
dra\\'n by a pair of donkeys, and trails on 
rattling and creaking as if the wheels had 
never been greased. The aluminium water 
bottles at my side jangle with an exaggerated 
rattling. The old Korean driver sitting aloof 
in his scat whoa-whoas to his donkeys, and 
once in a while lets his whip whistle through 
the air around the cars of the stubborn crea
tures for stimulus. Far olT over the plain, 
we sec hundreds of the Korean coolies push
ing a long engincless train, heavily laden 
with bales of rice, like ants pushing along 
a huge mass. Here and there stand huts 
and cabins, but they are often indistin
guishable in the shade of the plain-a habi
tation lost in the great emptiness of the land. 

At the end of the plain we find a stable, 
where we change from the waggon to the 
mules. This used to be one of the royal 
stables under the Korean empire when the 
emperors and empresses with their train of 
innumerable courtiers travelled north to 
their summer palace in the Valley of the 
Cool Shade among the Hills of White 
clouds. The place is neglected and over
grown with weeds. The imperial crest of 
the flying dragon which was carved on the 
stone gate, is carefully scraped off, and we 
can see only the faint trace of it. A litter of 
broken tiles and pieces of plaster fallen ofT 
the wall lie all about the building. Dirt and 
dust and filthy odors fill the place. It is 
not time alone, but men's slovenliness and 

Jack of pride that have brought the disorder, 
and I believe that material decay is not so 
sad if the dignity and charm of the ruin arc 
not lacking. 

Around the stable there are tiny mud 
huts, thatched with straw which compose a 
village. The rice paddies and a few square 
patches of vegetable farms surround it. The 
early rice is harvested, and the paths are 
thickly covered with sheaves laid here to 
dry. The young men and women, all dressed 
in white, are cutting the late crop, singing 
as the sickles move. As groups in the vil
lage yard beat the sheaves on. logs of wood 
to thresh them, they keep time in hilarious 
songs. 1ow and then through broken 
fences and mud walls, we catch a glimpse of 
women busy pounding grain in wooden mor
tars, while their young ones in red coats and 
white trousers, peep out at the Japanese 
travellers, their eyes wide open in fear and 
\ onder. 

Nowhere the living walks and works so 
close to the dead as in this land. The hills 
and fields are strewn with graves. Along 
the road we see the mounds or sometimes 
even neglected coffins waiting for burial. 
The bleached bones of a nameless ancestor 
arc kicked about on the roadside. The chil
dren sit on the mounds as they take their 
lunch. 

Along the country roads or outside of the 
city walls, we encounter a funeral proces
sion with its traditional Korean wail all the 
way through from their house to the temple. 
Aigo, aigo, aigo, aigo, it rises higher and 
higher, faster and faster, to a crescendo 
which tightens the heart of those who listen. 
Prayers are read by the priests dressed in 
purple before the magnificent figure of 
Buddha, who sits in the temple in an atti
tude of impassive benignity. The chant of 
lamentations is accompanied by the tremu
lous notes of pipes and violas whose plain
tive screaming is punctured with the boom
ing of drums. 

Again we see the same yellowish road, the 
same great emptiness of the land, and the 
same train passing along the railroad track. 
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TJ1e coolies are still pushing and wrangling 
With this engineless monster. The plain, 
ho,_vcver, gradually slopes down, and the 
tr~m speeds on with wonderful rapidity. It 
glt~es down the valley with a dizzy speed, 
swifter lhan a train furnished with a real 
~ngine. It goes in and out among the kao 
h~ng and finally disappears between the 
hills, but the rattle of the cars is still heard. 

At last we are at Poung-hung, where the 
road divides. tall granite stone at the 
crossing bears an inscription in l orean, 
Japanese, and Chinese. "To Vladivostock 
t,~o hundred seventy-nine miles. To alu 
River sixty-three miles." While the driver 
feeds the mules, we lean against the stone 
and reacft the yesterday's Seoul Press which 
we bought at the village. A meagre para
graph reports the arrest of two men on the 
"j alu River bridge, who were involved in the 
independence movement. 'I hen, again, it 
tells in detail the incident of Eui Kwa Kun, 
Prince Eui, the brother of the last emperor. 
:', few nights ago with two leaders of the 
independence movement who had smuggled 
thernselves into the palace, he escaped over 
the walls to go first to Shanghai and then 
to America and • urope to lay Korea's case 

· before the world. After they had changed 
their clothes to coolie costumes at the neigh
boring farm house, they got on the train 
safely. At Hsin Wigu, the last town of the 
Korean side of the Korean-Chinese border, 
they planned to take a junk across the Yalu 
river. They alighted from the train. A 
party of the Japanese detectives met them. 

Prince Eui is back to his palace today under 
a double guard. He will not escape again. 

Again we resume the seemingly eternal 
plodding. The sun is beginning to lengthen 
the shadows. The long silhouettes of the 
kao Jiang not only cover the wide road, but 
also stretch over across the fields. Even the 
roadside grass appears extremely long. The 
eastern hills stand out in bold blue outline 
against the evening sky. Gray, dusk comes 
stealing on and clothes the scene in a dreary 
monotony, indescribably depressing in its 
effect upon the mind of man. 

As we ride on where no kao Jiang is grow
ing, we see suddenly colossal shadows of 
ourselves leap out before us. The shadow 
of the rifle on the shoulder of our old I orean 
guide seems lengthened obtrusively on the 
grass in the nearby field. Hundreds of in
sects arc singing among the grass. large 
mass of fleecy clouds like a fleet of Chinese 
merchant junks with weather-beaten sails 
sweep across overhead. The autumn wind 
blows over the desolate plain, and the shad
ows of the grass mingle with one another. 
There is a feeling of the deepest melancholy 
and sadness, almost of despair in the air. 

Thus closes our fifth day in Korea, the 
land of the "Morning Calm." Tomorrow we 
shall be at the Yalu river, the scene of the 
historic battle between Japanese and Rus
sian forces for mastery of Korea in 1904, 
the scene also of the duel of Japanese and 
Korean wits for mastery of Korea in 1919. 

S1uo SAKAN1sm, '25. 

Humility 
Rain-washed and green the earth does lie 
A rim abou t the bowl of sky, 

The gray-hung, lofty bowl of sky. 
And all the houses patterned stand 
Yellow against the earth's green band, 

Yellow spots on the rain-washed band. 
I am afraid God does not see 
The tiny speck of black that's me. 

LILLIA E NOWLES, '26. 
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Doll-Love 
The morning sun gleamed brightly 

through the cretonne curtained window of 
Pie's playroom. The Jacks and Jills and 
Little I'vJiss Muffets on the wallpaper smiled 
mischievously at one another and the Little 
Boy, Blues on the curtains blew their horns 
contentedly. But in one corner of the room 
huddled a very unhappy and melancholy 
group of dolls. atalie-Annc sat in the lit
tle white rocker scowling, her golden real 
hair curls mussed, and her blue organdie 
dress wrinkled. The Circus Clmvn stood 
pompously astride the back of the chair, the 
corners of his huge painted mouth turned 
decidedly downward. Lizzie, the old china 
doll, sat with Teddy Bear on the floor, while 
the Raggedy twins slumped in a heap, Ann 
with her foot on Andy's best red mortar 
board. On the opposite side of the room, 
in front of the Dutch tiled fireplace, a little 
eight-year-old girl lay huddled on the floor, 
sobbing. 1 

"It's rotten," Circus Clown declared from 
the other side of the room. "Just plain 
rotten." 

"It's a shame," atalie- nne whimpered. 
"And she wanted so badlv to wear them 

to Aunty Lu's tomorrow," Raggedy Ann 
complained. "They were such pretty red 
shoes." She looked at her own black ones 
sadly. 

·'Are you sure you know where Bozo put 
the slipper?" Circus Clown asked Teddy. 

"Positive," Teddy replied. "He went in 
Pie's room when she was at breakfast, and 
played with it a while. Then he came in 
here and hid it behind the bookcase. I saw 
him." 

"Can't we tell Pie some way?" Natalie
Anne asked wistfully. "Some way?" 

"No," grunted Teddy. "I tried it once 
when she took me to bed and couldn't find 
her handkerchief in the middle of the night. 
She had dropped it on the floor, and I tried 

so hard to tell her, but she couldn't seem 
to understand." 

"Can't we dolls ever talk?" Raggedy Andy 
questioned. "They do in story books." 

"I did once." It was old china Lizzie who 
had spoken. Lizzie had belonged to Pie's 
mother before she had been Pie's. She was 
very old, cry much battered, and she knew 
a very great deal. 

"You did?" Teddy's shoebutton eyes 
shone with excitement. "When?" 

"It was when Pie's mother was a very 
little girl," Lizzie explained. "Years and 
years ago. Her name was Priscilla, too, but 
we didn't call her Pie. Pie's mother used 
to live where there were great deep forests 
and wide, wide fields, and in the summer 
time we used to go out and play in the 
fields and woods." 

"That isn't telling us how you talked," 
Circus Clown complained harshly. 

"Don't interrupt, Clown," Lizzie replied, 
'It isn't gentlemanly. As I was saying, we 
used to go out in the fields' and woods, and 
one day we went out after supper to get 
some violets, and Priscilla got lost. When 
we were coming back she couldn't find the 
,vay, and it was getting dark. I knew the 
way, but because I was a doll I couldn't 
tell." Lizzie pushed a brown china curl out 
of her painted eyes, and went on. "Priscilla 
got awfully frightened, but she couldn't find 
the way so she lay down and tried to go to 
sleep. It grew darker and darker, and the 
stars all came out, and the trees looked so 
tall and awful." 

'\,\ ere you scared?" Na ta lie-Anne asked. 
"I would be." 

"A little," Lizzie admitted. "It was such 
a long way from home. Priscilla began to 
cry, and I just couldn't stand that, so I 
thought, and thought, and thought. Then I 
remembered that Priscilla's mother, Pie's 
grandmother, had read us stories of how 
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fairi~s come out at midnight, and I thought 
that if I tried hard enough, just at midnight, 
perhaps I could talk. Then I could tell her 
the way home. 

. "S? I waited, and waited, and just before 
midnight I began saying to myself just as 
hard as I could: 'Go to the right as far as 
~he ~rook, then cross the field.' I kept say-
1~g it over and over again until finally mid
night came. 'Go to the right as far as the 
rrook,' I said, and then, all of a sudden when 

~aid, 'Go 'cross the field,' I heard a funny 
noise, something like Pie's father when he 
talks up high. Then I knew I was talking." 

"How did you know?" Raggedy Ann 
asked. 

" "I just knew," Lizzie said positively. 
Something seemed to tell me so Then 

Priscilla looked at me awfully fun~y and 
I. said just as fast as I could: 'Go {o the 
right as far as the brook and-' but the noise 
had stopped, and I knew midnight was 
past." 

Lizzie stopped and smiled demurely. 
"Did you ever get back home?" atalie

Anne asked anxiously. You didn't get lost 
Olll the way." 

b 
"Of course she got back or she wouldn't 

e here," Teddy replied. 
"Do you suppose," Natalie-Anne asked 

slowly, "that if we tried hard enough we 
could tell Pie where her red slipper is, so 
she can wear them to Aunty Lu's tomor
row?" 

"I shouldn't be surprised," Lizzie an
swered. 

"If we all talk at once she won't be able 
to hear any of us,'' Circus Clown added. 

"Don't worry," Teddy said, "she only 
takes one of us to bed at a time, and the 
one she chooses tonight will tell her." 

"Oh dear," Natalie-Anne sighed. "She 
never takes me. Her mother is afraid she 
will drop me on the floor and break me. 
And I did so want to tell her." 

"That's up to Pie," Lizzie replied. "I 

wonder which one of us she will take, 
though?" 

That night when Pie's mother called her 
to bed, the dolls sat tense with excitement . 
Breathlessly they heard her come up the 
stairs and go into her room. They waited. 

"She ought to come and take one of us 
soon,'' Teddy said, getting restless. 

They heard Pie's mother say "Good night, 
Priscilla," and close the door. Tears began 
to stream down Raggedy Ann's cloth cheeks. 
"She has forgotten us," she sobbed, throwing 
her arms around Andy's neck. 

"The night we most wanted to sleep with 
her," Teddy said slowly, putting his worn 
little paw up to his black eyes. Natalie
Anne took out an imported bit of linen and 
wiped her large blue eyes, Circus Clown 
snuffed spasmodically, while Lizzie, blinking 
very hard, tried to console the others. 

Suddenly they heard a familiar voice say: 
"Mother, I forgot a dolly. Please get me 
Teddy." 

The dolls in the corner of the playroom 
became ecstatical. The Raggedys flopped 
all over the floor joyfully, Teddy and Circus 
Clown turned somersaults, while atalie
Anne and Lizzie hugged each other gleefully. 
The door opened, and instantly the dolls 
were motionless. Pie's mother came in, 
turned on the light, picked up Teddy by 
one, arm, turned off the light and went out. 

"I'm glad it was Teddy," Raggedy Ann 
said bravely as soon as Pie's mother had 
left. "He saw Bozo hide it." 

"So am I," agreed Lizzie. "Good night." 
• • • • 

The little china clock on Pie's bureau 
pointed to two minutes of twelve. Teddy 
was clasped tightly in Pie's arms, his brown 
woolly head showing just above the blank
ets. Pie was sleeping soundly, but Teddy 
was wide awake. "Your red slipper is be
hind the playroom bookcase,'' he kept re
peating to himself. "Your red-" Then, just 
as old Lizzie had said, Teddy heard a voice 
a strange queer little voice say: -"Slippe; 

J 
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is behind the playroom bookcase. Your red 
~li~per i~ behind-" His voice stopped, but 
inside his brown woolly covering, Teddy's 
heart was pounding furiously. 

" fomsie," Pie said as she woke up, " I 
know where my red sli pper is. It is in the 
playroom behind the bookcase." 

"How did it get there?" her mother asked . 
''I don't know, but something told me it 

was there. Maybe it was a fairy or a moon
beam. Good morning, Teddy." 

The next morning when Pie's mother 
came to the side of the bed to say: "Time to 
get up, Piccy dear," she smiled at the little 
brown head beside Pie's short yellow hair. 

Autumn Fire 

Au1ERTA DAMON, '27. 

She knew that days were coming when the thought 
Of Autumn must endure throughout the year, 
And smoke of dun-hued leaves, once bright, would smear 
The flaming glow that summertime had wrought 
Within a loving heart. Therefore she taught 
Herself to face it casually, with clear 
Discerning eyes for, having touched all dear 
To womankind, th is followed as her lot. 

\\ ith her own hand she stacked her fires low 
And smiled upon those others mockingly 
Who dreamed that any fitful wind of Spring's 
Might still evoke a spark or two. J\ nd so 
She thanked her God for wisdom, failing quite to see 
Old leaves that smoulder long arc ugly things. 

ELAINE N. LECLAIR, '24. 
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To the One Lady 
DRAMATIS PERSO AE 

THE JEWELER 
TFIE O E LAoY... .............. ·-··-·······-............. _ ..... Beatricc 
T1tE FrRsT SunoR ..... --·-·····-·········-J ohn Monroe 
T1rn SECOND Su1TOR---·······-·-··-Philip Sawyer 
TJME-1830 
PLACE-A small city in New England 
SErr1 c- n old-fashioned jewelry slore 

PROLOGUE 
(Read before the curtain by a man 

dressed in a b1iff-colored satin suit of 
the style of 1830). 

One day an elderly gentleman again 
passes by a shabby little jewelry shop, situ
ated in an obscure side street. The door is 
bolted, and the shutters, too, arc drawn. 
Although the exterior of this forsaken, dingy 
building docs not attract even a glance from 
the average passerby, this particular gentle
man pauses and looks wistfully at the 
screened windows and barred doors. His 
mind wanders to the simple scene that took 
place within these very walls so many years 
ago. It is a scene he can never forget, and 
one he often recalls-indeed, recalls its every 
word and action. It is such a mental tour 
through the past that furnishes the thought 
for our play. 

SCENE I 
TIME-A June morning. 

SErrr 1c- more or less dingy room. 
The walls are covered with a faded flow
ered paper. On right side, a high desk and 
stool. The desk is littered with papers 
and a large open ledger is on top. In the 
upper left corner are a small wood stove 
and a leather armchair. One or two other 
chairs. On the left side a large wooden 
cabinet-the jewelry case. In the upper 
right corner, a table and lamp. A rag 
rug on the floor. Three windows at back 
of room look out upon the street. 

The jeweler, an old man of small build, 
rather careless in dress, but of kindly dispo
sition is seated in his armchair reading a 
pape/. He looks up and sees a young couple 
walking down the street. 

From the left centre enter hurriedly and 
with excitement, the lady and gentleman, 
both dressed in fashionable costume of the 
period. The girl is most attr:acti".'e, but the 
man is not at all prepossessing in appear
ance. 
Jor-r -(rushing toward the jeweler, the girl 

being seated in a chair at the bacl~ of 
room ): "The ring ! The engagement ring! 
The one I recently bought-it's gone, lost! 
What shall I do? Where-my name's 

fonroe." 
BEATR ICE: "I missed it only this morning 

and I recall distinctly having it in my 
possession as late as yesterday afternoon. 
But answer-can't you?" 

JEWELER (Jiaving walked to the ledger 
and now rnn11ing his finger over the page. 
l!is attitude is exasperatingly calm and 
his eyes twinkle mischievously): "Yes, 
here it is-the record, I mean-under your 
name. (Reading as he follows the lines 
with his finger) 'To one lady's engagement 
ring.' Full description and means of 
identification here." 
Further conversation follows and the jew

eler agrees to post a notice on his door, ad
vertising for the lost article and offering a 
reward for its return. John and B eatrice go 
011t still excited, but thanking the jeweler 
profwely for his effort to regain the ring. 
The jeweler, chuckling, turns to his desk 
and prepares a sign to place upon the door. 
This done, he seats himself in his leather 
chair and rernmes reading. Shortly after, a 
handsome young man enters the store. II e 
addresses the jeweler courteously. 
PmLtP SAWYER: "This morning while I was 

riding, I found a ring-a valuable one I 

C 
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believe. I thought I would bring it here 
and see if you were familiar with the 
piece. Just now as I entered the door I 
saw your sign, so I am quite sure this is 
the ring in question." 
Without making a reply, the jeweler rises 

from his chair, takes the ring from the man's 
hand, and turns to the ledger. He compares 
the ring carefully with the record and then 
acknowledges it as the lost ring. He asks 
Philip's name and calls the stranger to his 
side, asking him to read from the ledger. 
The jeweler walks toward the window and 
gazes into the street. Philip smiles as he 
reads aloud: "To one lady's silver mounted 
riding whip," "To one lady's fan of satin and 
jewels," and lastly, "To one lady's engage
ment ring." He remarks on the romance that 
the ledger tells, and leaves the shop. Just 
after he turns the corner and is passing the 
window of the shop, he meets John and 
Beatrice. They are, of course, unknown to 
each other, but Beatrice is attracted by the 
young man's appearance, and likewise he 
by hers. They both instinctively turn a bit 
and cast sidelong glances; but John, unno
ticing, hurries her on. Philip stops long 
enough to see the couple turn into the store, 
and he then knows who they are. 

SCENE II 
T1ME: The next day 
SETIING: The same 

Philip Sawyer returns to the jeweler store 
the next day. As he enters the jeweler hands 
him a note. 
JEWELER: "The lady penned this note to 

you. She was overjoyed upon recovering 
the ring, but I noticed she was consider
ably a-flutter when she first stepped in." 

PmLtP (reading the note): "A delightful 
little note of appreciation. She has signed 
it 'The One Lady.' Now that spoils it 
all-I want to know her name. I chanced 
to pass her yesterday and she seemed 
most charming.'' 
Philip talks with the jeweler, telling him 

of his sudden love for the girl and his desire 

to make her acquaintance. The conversa
tion continues for some time, enlivened by 
the dry humor of the old jeweler. The youth 
solicits the aid of his new friend in gaining 
his end. The jeweler tells Philip that he 
does not know the gi rl's name, and that other 
than the name appearing on the ledger, he 
knows nothing of John Monroe. As to plans 
for the wedding he, of course, knows noth
ing, but promises to find out all he can. 
Philip promises to relurn in a few days and 
leaves with a feeling of hope that he may 
yet meet "The One Lady.'' 
JE, ELER (mwing to himself): "fine look

ing chap. Somehow I feel the lad's quite 
right-such a lovely girl doesn't belong 
to a man like J oho Monroe. And I be
lieve the girl thinks so too.'' 

SCENE III. 
TIME: Three days later 

SEITING: The same 

The jeweler stands by his window, admir
ing a ring as it lies in the box. He smiles 
to himself and shakes his head doubtfully. 
He turns to the ledger and writes slowly and 
carefully under John Monroe's name, "To 
one lady's wedding ring," reading the words 
aloud as he writes. Just as he finishes, 
Philip Sawyer steps briskly in. The jew
eler looks up, pen in his hand. 
PmL1P (showing eager anticipation) : "Tell 

me quickly-what's the news?" 
JE\\ELER (slowly): "Well, I know her first 

name, my lad, but I fear my means of 
finding out will discourage you. (He 
beckons Philip, who reads to himself the 
new inscription on the ledger) I guess 
this is the final chapter in the romance 
boy. And here's her name. (He bring; 
forth the ring and reads the engraving in
side, which he had so carefully done him
self) 'To Beatrice from John.'" 
Philip's whole physique droops and he 

presents a very dejected appearance. A con
versation ensues between Philip and the 
jeweler, in which the older man wisely urges 
the younger to meet his disappointment like 
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a man. The lad finally agrees to do as his 
older friend has advised, and the two part 
company. 

EPILOGUE 

(Read be/ ore the rnrtain in the same 
manner as the prologue). 

My audience, you have just seen what 
was passing through Philip's mind as he 
stood without the little shop. He wishes he 
might again see the old ledger and read its 
romanti~ ~tory-perhaps it contains many, 
but he 1s mterested in only one. He never 

will forget that one. We, too, wish he might 
read on, for although he never again saw 
the jeweler and his record after the last part
ing, we know that the romance did not end 
with "One lady's wedding ring," for some 
time later we read, "To one baby's silver 
rattle;" then "To one lady's tiara of dia
monds;" and lastly, "To one lady's silver 
comb." This last closes the romance of the 
"One Lady" as recorded in the jeweler's 
ledger. 

MARY JoH HEssE, '26. 

A Wood Note 
Hurry ahead, little path, I am coming, 

Thru the break in the wire fence, 
nder the bush 

Where the wild roses blush 
Then over the stone, with mossy scents. 

Hurry ahead, little path, I have found you, 
Down thru the dip in the white aspen dell, 
There just for luck 
A flower I pluck 
The symbol of friendship, the blue hare-bell. 

Hurry ahead, little path, I am coming 
Straight to the trunk of the tall silver pine, 
There at its foot, 
Under its root, 
Is a birch bark note-from a friend of mine. 

!AR1E TnoMPSON, '25. 
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What the Days Bring Forth 
A Blank Sheet or a Flowing Pen? 

Why, dear friend, must .I write a ~he~e? 
Why will you not accept, instead, this nice, 
pale green sheet of paper, so pure, so clean, 
so untouched by pen of man? It is far fn\rer 
in this state than it will be when I fimsh. 
Blank it may be, but blank, I say, I would 
rather see it, than filled with those words 
which controlled by the tongue, have yet 
slipped out by means of a flowing pen. Com
pare this sheet dear friend, to a silver sea 
whose broad ~almncss shows no sign of 
man-made ships nor scaling wax; or com
pare it to a sea that is dotted with various 
craft, whose waters are filled with oil from 
ships and creaking barrels, and other such 
mess' from the wharves. Tell me, which 
would you pref er, the empty sea, or the busy 
one· a blank page or one like this? 

B
1

ut even as I question you, I, myself am 
defiling what I would offer you. Yet bear 
with me; you would have done the same. 

HELEN StLVERSTEI , '25 . 

The Woman of Polish 

The lady from the hotel stepped into the 
tailor shop. She was doubtful whether the 
hem of the daughter Jean's skirt could be 
lengthened in such a dirty, smelly place. 
But here was the tailor, loudly protesting 
that he would sew it right away. Just step 
into the next room and he would run it up 
on the machine for her. So Jean gingerly 
picked her way over the threshold and 
flopped on the couch, with her nutria coat 
drawn tightly about her. 

The family were dining, or at least lunch
ing, on a big round table with a red check
ered cloth and red fringe. There were three 
chi ldren, all light haired, who kept dipping 
their black bread into some sort of thick 
soup and sucking the soggy pieces with 

much gusto. They leaned and climbed over 
a dark-haired girl who sat impassively pull
ing a way the hair from their eyes whefl: it 
caught in the food . She had a charming 
profile-almost classical, with a straight, 
high-bridged nose, apex shaped eyes a~d 
straight, black bobbed hair. She said 
nothing, only once when the youngest 
caught her hair on a button, did she make 
a peculiar sound-something like a gr?wl 
coming from deep in her throat. Bchmd 
her, the grandmother, the tailor's wife, 
was picking spools of thread out of a cut 
glass jar on the sideboard. It was an ex
quisite jar, the exact counterpart of several 
other pieces of glass ware, all cut alike in 
intricate design, fragile pieces that kept their 
beauty despite the coatings of dust that 
smeared them all. The old lady was pa
tient, grovelling to the very bottom of the 
glass, that was as thin necked as the pro
verbial jar the Crow prepared for the Fox 
in the fable . She was fat and untidy, but 
she was the only one in the room that 
seemed aware of the girl on the sofa. 

"You from the hotel? Stay here long?" 
She turned toward her guest. 

ot very--0nly a few days," Jean curtly 
replied. 

"Season dull now, but later on-" 
"Sarah! Quick, the thread,-" the tailor 

called from the outer room. 
"I come, Abe, I come," the wife lumbered 

out. 
One of the little girls came and stoo<l by 

the couch, looking at Jean. Her hair was as 
fine and light as the glistening samovar in 
the corner. It was a huge samovar, brightly 
polished, reflecting the red cloth on the 
table and the dark hair of the girl, bending 
over her child. 

"It's finished," the mother called from 
the outer room, "Come try it on, dear ." 

The dining room smelled sour and the 
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daughter, with the fair-haired child at her 
heels, was glad to leave. Outside, the tailor 
handed her the dress and caught his little 
grandchild to his knee. 

"Sweet?" he looked toward the lady from 
the hotel. " II big and strong. Mother 
deaf and dumb-you know-air raid, shell 
shock - England - munition worker," he 
murmured and fondled the child between 
his knees. 'Father, my son, deaf and dumb 
too. Dropped out of window in Russia
tiny baby-" 

"How distressing," the lady from the ho
tel murmured too, "How ghastly ! Come, 
Jean. Oh! How much for the hemming?" 

"Fifty cents, madam." 
"It was a very good piece of work. Here, 

dear, hand this to the children, poor souls," 
a!ld she gave her daughter three ten-cent 
pieces. 

Jean bent close and placed a dime in the 
pink palm of the fair-haired child, while 
the others clustered about her. 

"How pathetic for the chilcl ren ! One feels 
so helpless in those cases. What could I 
do?" and the lady from the hotel sadly 
shook her head as she and her daughter 
gingerly picked their way down the steps . 

FRANCES LEDERMAN, '26. 

Crossing the Harbor 

Murky, greenish-black water slapped the 
bow of the boat. Bits of sticks and discol
ored paper appeared and disappeared in 
the churned up waves. A brisk wind dashed 
a fine spray over the broad deck and inter
mingled steam with smoke. 

Varied small craft chugged back and 
forth from shore to shore, bearing heaps of 
burlapped cargo and groups of jabbering 
Italians whose teeth showed white as they 
exchanged greetings in passing. 

Far ahead, tall stately buildings towered 
far abo e an uncertain horizon. Dominating 
the , hole shore line stood the great statue, 
with its head half concealed bv the dense 
smoke issuing from the stacks o"f the Levia-

than as it steamed from the harbor. Tiny 
flags of many nations blew, tattered, in the 
breeze. Along the white decks stole a stream 
of sun light, then receded, as the smoke 
passed over the face of the sun. 

ELEANOR ". DAY, '25. 

Jotted lmpresaions 

At first they had walked briskly, feeling 
a certain amount of pride in the short time 
that it took them to get from one electric 
Ji •ht pole to the next. The macadam road 
showed a dull gray with darker splotches 
here an<l there where the rain had not yet 
dried oJT. There was a keen edge to the 
clamp night air and a crisp coolness to the 
slightly stirring wind that ·was pleasantly 
refreshing after the stuffiness of the movie 
theatre. Hands deep in coat pockets. Swing
ing rhythmic steps. A little fan of wind on 
bared throats. 

Then, sucldenly, there were no more lights, 
except those of an occasional auto. The wind 
came with a hollow sound through clinging 
dry leaves. Rain again! Turned up coat 
collars. Opened umbrellas. They walked 
close together now and the rhythmic steps 
beat more sturdily upon the slipperr, shiny 
macadam. 

A dog barked. " nigger dog." And 
quietly, almost stealthily, they hurried by 
the row of houses that belonged to the mill 
workers. 

The mill itself loomed at them, a low 
clingy blong with regular black spaces that 
were windmrn. 

Open road again. Lights along the hori
zon reflected in the swamp water. The beat
ing 'put-put" of rain on opened umbrellas. 

Now the rain came diagonally. A man 
in' a flapping raincoat brushed for a minute 
out of the darkness. An umbrella fell shut 
of its own accord. 

Shiny macadam guided by a shiny white 
fence. teps that beat doggedly tiredly. 
Drab bulks of houses with a light shining 
from an upper window here and there. 
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One last spurt. Muddy, oozing shoes 
stepping lightly over creaking porch boards. 
A door shut against the beat of the rain. 

Cool, clean sheets. The drip-drip of rain 
lost in the tick-tick of a clock. Safe, pro
tected darkness. 

ELAINE N. LECLAIR, '24. 

Three Generations 

Albert Wood was a strong man, strong in 
mind and body, strong socially, financially, 
politically. He took an active interest in 
the life about him. His name was a power 
in the community and one worthy of respect. 

Charles Wood is an only son. He inher
ited his father's strong body and a strong 
bank account, neither of which he has used 
to the best advantages. The hunting sea
son has much greater interest for him than 
the affairs of government or the conditions 
of his fellow creatures. He cares little for 
society and social functions; in return so
ciety cares little for him. He has been con
demned for his early marriage to the nurse 
who served his wife during her illness. He 
evaded the draft and possible war-sufferings 
by getting a post of little consequence in the 
munition factory. 

Henry Wood has inherited nothing from 
his father and a trust account from his 
grandfather. While his grandmother lives 
Henry will be with friends and tenderly 
cared for. After her death? Well, a feeble
minded chap, even if he is one's own son, 
docs not make a very useful or entertaining 
member of a hunting party. 

ADRIAN CAHIL, '26. 

In the Tube 
The doors clicked shut and the Hudson 

Tube train roared from its brightly lighted 
and white tiled Christopher street station 
into blackness again. The seats were filled 
with men and women returning from work 
and in the aisles the people stood crowded 

against one another swaying wilh the mo
tion of the car. The train began the long 
descent below the river. But gradually its 
rushing speed was lessened until at last it 
came to a dead stop in the dark, a unit of 
light, there, in the midst of black nothing
ness. 

Ien, with their papers folded to narrow 
strips read on, unheeding the delay. Others 
sat and gazed stupidly at the lurid car signs, 
their eyes half closed and their arms folded 
stolidly. A man in a shiny blue serge suit 
figured incessantly on the back of an old 
envelope, putting down rows of black figures 
with a sharpened pencil. A girl, crowded 
into a corner behind a fat and placidly snor
ing gentleman, chewed gum and skimmed 
pages of a paper-covered novel. No one 
seemed even remotely conscious that the 
train had slopped. Not even the absolute 
stillness after the thundering noise of a mo
ment before changed their expressions or 
occupations. It was not an uncommon thing 
to stop there beneath the river, until, after 
several minutes' wait, a train somewhere 
beyond the next partition rumbled by, when 
your own train would again grind into mo
tion. 

• ivc minutes passed. A drab little woman 
with worried eyes glanced about her anx
iously, clasping and unclasping her bony 
hands in their gray cotton gloves. Men be
gan to look about gloweringly over their 
folded papers, or to turn and peer futilely 
into the blackness beyond the windows. 

Ten minutes more passed. People shifted 
restlessly in their scats, or shuffied their feet 
on the gritty floor. Half an hour! The air 
was rank and dead. Frank fear was in the 
eyes of the little gray woman. A blond and 
painted girl at one end of the car screamed 
hysterically. A child began to cry. A sub
stantial looking business man turned to the 
guard and called, "Better open the doors, 
here, son. These women can't stand this 
heat." 

"Can't do it. It's against the rules," the 
fellow answered. 

"Open those doors," the man commanded. 
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"Don't ja talk ta me that-a-way, under
stan'," the voice was belligerent now. "Them 
doors is shut and they're gona stay shut, 
understan' ?" 

The air became more unbearable. A wave 
of panic seemed to sweep through the place, 
a consciousness of the river above them, 
black and cold, and whirling. Women talked 
in hoarse whispers . Men were calmly as
suring. The guard and several men near 
the door argued hotly. Newspapers flut
tered back and forth, taking the place of 
fans. The mother rocked her crying child. 

A thin, pale woman mumbled something in
audible and crumpled forward, overcome by 
the heat. People milled toward her. 

"Step back, all you, if you can," came a 
clear voice. A burly working man lifted the 
woman and laid her on one of the seats. 

"Look out a minute, you ladies there," 
he called, and raising his great foot he 
pushed it squarely through one of the win
dows . Cold air filled the car. People 
breathed more normally-and suddenly the 
train jerked and started forward on its way. 

HELEN F. Goss1P, '25 . 

Night Song 
' lost every night before I go to bed, 

From out my window high, 

I gaze into the sky, 

Where all the myriad stars above my head 

Infuse the night 

With glowing light 

There is a blessing in the deep blue sky, 

A benediction calm 

That like an evening psalm 

Enwraps my spirit in a veil of peace, 

And murmurs love supreme will never cease. 

ELIZABETH COLLEY, '24. 
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The Rout of the Autocrat 
Being a Conversation between the Autocrat of the Breakfast Table and the 

Mad Hatter 

PRoi:cssoR: "I have often seen people at a 
breakfast table make such strange mo
tions over their coffee and toast that I 
wanted to laugh at them. But since ne
cessity obliged me to refrain from such 
undue expressions of mirth, I think I shall 
make some attempt to discover whether 
these peculiar motions are the results of 
coffee-cl rinking, and whether they may be 
escaped entirely by addiction to the tea 
habit., Therefore I shall sit down at this 
tea table and-" 

!Ao H,nTER: " o room! 1 ro room!" 

PROFESSOR: "You say there is no room at 
this table. That may be; then again it 
may not be. It would seem to depend 
entirely on one's definition of 'room.' 
Seeing, as I do, three empty seats-" 

?\ [AD JT,vr-rrm: " our hair wants cutting.'' 

PR01 Essorc 'If you would look for beauty, 
you must look for it below the surface. 
The more we study the body and the 

mind, the more we find both to be gov
erned, not by, but according to, laws, such 
as we observe in the larger un iverse. You, 
yourself, my friend, are no object upon 
whom one's eyes rest with case. You-" 

i\ L,D H ,,TIER: "How many E's in elegan t ?" 

PRornssoR: "A re of an ungain ly stature and 
ugly countenance, and you must admit 
that I am frank in speaking what I think." 

~ L,o HATTER: "Not nearly so much as in 
thinking what you speak." 

PROFESSOR: I think-" 

MAo HATTER : '\ hy you might just as well 
say that 'I live, in death,' is the same as 
'I die, in life.'" 

PROFESSOR: "I-" 
.l\L,D HATIER: "It is the same thing with 

you. Have you used butter in you r 
works?" 
(Pro/eSJor retires, at a loSJ for words.) 

HELE SILVERSTEIN, '25 . 

A Legend of the Alps 
Pressed against the hillside, as if begging 

for shelter from the fierce gales which sweep 
the valley of Calgary, where it lies buried 
among many high hill , there stands the 
tiny village of Gath. It is the home of a 
handful of peasants, who gain their liveli
hood in summer by sheep-raising, and in 
winter by carving beautiful bits of wood
work, which they sell in the distant city of 
St. Catherines. 

1fany years ago, there lived in Gath an 
old couple, held in great honor by their 

neighbors, because of their wisdom and 
thrift, and greatly beloved by their friends 
for their kindliness of spirit. Now this old 
couple had one child, who was both beauti
ful and ta lented. s Jacques and Marie 
watched the boy working with quick, cleve r 
fingers at the carving, or running nimbly up 
the hill, jumping rocks and stumps with 
graceful ease, they would smile and say : 

"Oh, he is beautiful-that lad of ours ! 
Some day he sha ll become great." 



THE WHEATON RECORD 29 

But always their words would end wilh a 
sigh, and always they would add: 

"If only he could smile, our hearts would 
be eased," for since the day of his birth little 
Jacques had never smiled. 

Old Marie used to take him in her arms 
and beg him, with tears in her eyes, to smile, 
but little Jacques would only cry oul in pain, 
and say: 

"Oh, mother, can you not see that I would 
smile if I could?" 

So the years wore on, and Jacques and 
M_arie prayed in vain that little Jacques 
might smile, while with every year the boy 
grew more beautiful and more gifted . And 
now there came a second grief to disturb the 
hearts of the simple folk. Their poverty 
w~s great, and they could not afford any
thing but the cheapest wood for little 
Jacques to work with, though they longed to 
give him ebony and marble, so beautiful was 
lhe work he did. As Jacques' founeenth 
birthday drew near the parents grew sadder 
and saddf'r. They could not even afford 
the cheapest gift for him. 

Then came the snow. Winter was upon 
them before they suspected its approach. 
1 he huge white flakes flew lhrough the air, 
prancing and whirling about like wild der
vi_shes, only to fall exhausted to the ground, 
~v1th a soft pad, pad. Little Jacques, look
mg out in the morning at the white, still 
world, cried out: 

"Only look, mother! It is beautiful. It 
is as white as the marble you have' told me 
of. Surely it has never been like this be
fore. Oh, how I should love to make some
~hing with it! Let me go out and play in 
1t."-and because it , as his birthday, work 
was put aside, and little Jacques went out. 

All day little Jacques worked in the snow, 

pacl·ing il, rolling it, and smoothing it ·with 
infinite care. Once, when his work was all 
but finished, J acques came in to sa}' grave-
l ' . J ' y, lons1eur can Bronte came by and 
looked st rangely at my work. He spoke 
kindly to me, and said he would give me 
lessons in carving, if I cared to learn." 

When little Jacqu es went out agai n, Marie 
and Jacques exchanged ,rnndering glances. 
?vlonsieur Jean Bronte, the great artist 
whose paintings hung in the Louvre! Could 
it be lhat he would really help little Jacques? 

Towards evening, when the slanting rays 
of the su n were reddening, as the great globe 
slipped behin<l the hill , little Jacques burst 
into the cottage. 

"Quick, mother, come quick! ' he cried. 
Old Jacques and l\Tarie, hurrying out to 

see what had aroused the child so, beheld 
what they though t must be a ision. There 
stood-witl1 all the light of the most glorious 
Swiss sunset playing on His face-the figure 
of the Christ Child. This was what little 
Jacques had been making! In the flickering, 
changing light the white figure seemed to 
stir suddenly, and ll,e lips to move. Jacques 
snatched off his woolen cap with a trembling 
hand, and Marie crossed herself. For a mo
ment the whole world seemed shimmering 
and glowing, manifesting ilSel f in all its 
beauty before lhe still white figure. 

As swiftly and quietly as the wonder had 
come it died away. All the color faded and 
dulled to lifeless gray. The brightness on 
the snow statue receded and disappeared in 
the far west, leaving only cold whiteness 
against a black sky. Only one ray of light 
remained. It fell on the face of liltle Jacques, 
as he stood smiling up at the old couple in 
the doorway. 

MARY H. WELLS, '27. 
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There are several little things to which we 
would like to call your attention. We are 
not sure that the editorial page of the 
RECORD is quite the proper place to do it, 

but what themes are more worthy than the 
time honored ones of: 

Keep off the grass! Particularly just now 
when we are doing our best to make the 
campus suitable for a May Day pageant. 
Instead ·of wanting the few brown patches 
of earth here and there about the grounds 
to bloom with a soft green to match the 
rest of the campus, some people seem to 
prefer that the greater half should match 
the lesser; otherwise why do they persist in 
walking on the grass? 

Be thoughtful of others while you are in 
the library! We don't say "While you arc 
working in the library." Naturally it isn't 
the people who are working that cause the 
disturbance. The girl who seeks out her 
roommate to tell her the latest bit of college 
gossip is the greatest offender. Nothing is 
more annoying than trying to study while 
two or three girls nearby carry on an ani
mated whispered conversation. 

We have been asked not to gather outside 
the dining hall before meals, particularly 
over the week end, since that is the time 
when we are the most likely to arrive early. 
As long as a few do it everyone may be 
e, cused on the grounds that those who do 
not start until the bell rings are often em
barrassed by having to hunt for seats. 

One of the advantages of early elections 
is that the officers for next year can gain 
some definite knowledge of their duties by 
working along with the officers of the pres
ent year. We arc glad to announce that the 
RECORD staff of 1925 will get out the June 
issue of REcoRD. 
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The Recording Angle 
If you notice the format of books and 

particularly the little devices of the different 
publishing houses you may wonder at their 
meaning. The Aldine book from which 
English Literature I has been reading its 
457 lines of "Hudibras" is the product of 
an old pioneer press. The Dolphin and 
Anchor device of their house signifies swift
ness and steadfastness. 

About 1490 an Italian scholar and tutor, 
Tebaldo Ianucci, or Manuzio, conceived the 
idea of a Greek press, for the diffusion of 
the Greek learning which at the close of the 
fifteenth century was so eagerly desired. He 
settled down in a little house at Venice and 
built up a printing establishment. There, 
were gathered the celebrated scholars of the 
day, poring over the manuscripts, revising, 
comparin)?, that a perfect version might be 
secured. 

Ser Aldo, as after the Italian fashion he 
was familiarly called, aimed also for the 
finest type and format for his revised texts . 
He invented a new font the celebrated ltalio 
type known as the "Al<line," based on the 
beautiful hand writing of Petrarch. Ile had 
many obstacles to contend with; strikes, lit
erary pirates, the interruptions of war, the 
difficulty of securing manuscripts; but 
through it all his enthusiasm never flagged. 
To the end he remained financially a poor 
man, but by his labors he had "secured the 
literature of Ancient Greece against the pos
sibility of destructi0n." 

Though the Al<line Press survived for two 
generations, the publications gradually de
clined in beauty and importance. Aldo him
self remains the most illustrious of the house 
which he founded. 

To bob or not to bob, that is the question. 
\\ hether 'tis nobler in the head to suffer 
The pricks and jabbings of unkindly hairpins, 

Or to take shears against the mop of troubles 
nd by snip-snapping end them. To snip; 

to bob; 
No more; and by a bob to say we end 
The headache and the thousand natural 

shocks 
That scalp is heir to, 'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To clip; to bob; 
To bob; perchance to shingle,-Ay, there's 

the rub; 
For by that shingle bob what tears may come 
When we have shuffled off this hairy coil, 

lust give us pause. There's the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life. 

Soft you now! 
Th' almighty barber! Friend m thy 

appraisals 
Be all my hairs remembered. 

We have a decided feeling that the liter
ary paragraph above is going to be skipped 
by most people, and so we insert here a use
less but clever bit of verse in the hope that 
it may catch some wandering eyes. If you 
want it at its best read it aloud to anyone 
fond of Shakespeare. 

Someone has said that our poetry is not 
all that it should be. So here in the Angle 
where dignity is not as necessary as on the 
Editorial Page, we paraphrase one dormi
tory maid's remark to another. \ hen the 
first told the second that all Stanton girls 
were cultured and millionaires' daughters, 
the latter was stuck for a minute, then she 
answered, "Well, my girls is all beauties," 
and, because she had been stuck added, 
"God give you more sense and me more 
money." c we, stuck for a moment, now 
answer, "Cod give someone more sense and 
us more poetry to choose from." 
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Boston Dress Goods Shop 

We Specialize in 

Silks, Woolens and Novelty 

Cotton Fabrics 

We are located in the heart of 

Attleboro' s shoppinl! di strict, 

opposite lonumcnt Square. 

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

(Und er Boston Mana~e mcnt) 

Portraits at Special Rates to 

Wheaton Students 

All work guaranteed 

GODCHAUX STUDIO 

Attleboro Mass. 

C:2rs 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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Nullll llun~Tiu ®~ 
loirect ifu.Jiior1f fo771{;;J,en ~fef. 

372-378 Boylston Street, 8oston_Aldf1achusctts 
Telephone Back Bay 8500 

FURS DRESSES 
SKIRTS BLOUSES 

COATS 
SWEATERS 

NECKWEAR HOSIERY 
UNDERTHINGS 

Thresher Brothers 
"THE SPECIALTY SILK STORE" 

8TABL1SHED 22 Ye'.AR9 

19 TEMPLE PLACE 'J'l1rough to II We t 81, 

8,.!:CIALl&Ta IN 

81LK FABRICS 

THE ONLY "NATURAL DAYLIGHT" SILK STORE IN BOSTON 

Highest Quality-SILKS and VELVETS-
sELL HERE FOR LESS TOAN ELSEWHERE 

NOT FOR ONE DAY OR ONE WEEK, BUT MONTH AFTER 
MONTH AND YE RAFTER YEAR-

n~~nu,e wo nre "8prch11l ta In Ilka n11d VPlvols" anrl lhe ln.ri; st r t11.II !!Ilk organization In tho 
mll,d States. \V n.ro l ocalotl on th,• fifth floor, llwr •l>y llrnlnalioi; tho ~xorhit,wt street-floor 

r ents, and do not dcliv1•r, but eac h pn.troo d siring goods sent pays for her own ddlv ry. 
Th ro ar oum rous olher reasons why you can uur<'haso ij!lks n.t Tll lUl JU.It DROS. made by 
tho I adlng American fi!Hl Mul'Opcm, 111::inufttctur rs at a saving or lG to 30%, 

Alao SILK and LINGERIE BLOUSES, SILK PETTICOATS and SILK KNICKERS 

REMEMBER if it i1 "Silk" or "Velvet" you will find it at THRESHER'S, and u•ually 
at lower price• than the aame quality can be procured elsewhere. That NONE 
EXCEL our auortmenta, however larjle in other lines. Sample• given with ple1uure. 

Philadelphia Store, 1322 Cbeatnut Street Cleveland Store, 1148 Euclid A•enue 

Baltimore Store, 17 W. Lexinaton Street 

Pleau Patronize Our Advertisers 
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J. C. PRATT 

Groceries and Provisions 

NORTON.MASSACHUSETTS 

Try our 1USOttment of National Biscujc 
Company's Fancy Cookies 

PHOTOGRAPHS - "that please" 

WARREN KAY VANTINE 

Studio 

304 Boylston Street, Boston 

Special rates to students 

TWO MINUTES FROM 

NORTH STATION 

RICHMOND UIOlil 

111110 

F. H. Page Company 

FURNITURE 

B Ml:DFORD STRIEET 

COR. NORTH WA8HINOTON 5TREIIT 

BOSTON 

Real service plus courtesy is the for
mula that has made such a success of our 
radio department. Practical radio men are 
here to assist you in selecting the riaht 
equipment from the most complete stock 
in the city. 

"An inueatment in •ati,faction" 

Chandler & Barber Co. 
HARDWARE 

124 SUMMER ST., BOSTON 

Compliments of 

The Norton Amusement 

Company 

First-class Moving Pictures 

NORTON MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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• In thla 81:'C of electrlclt,. 
the General Electric 
Comp ny has blued the 
t rn ti of electrical l)fOll'
re BO. Yo" wlll find lit 
monogram on the giant 
ireneraton used by llirht• 
tnucom.oanlea: a:t,d even 
on the lamps nnd little 
motor• th a t. me.:1n ao 
much In the home. It le a 
,,.mbol ofusdul acrvlce. 

HENRY CAVENDISH 
1731-1810 

English cbemistund physicist, 
of whom Biot said, "He was 
the richest of the learned and 
the most learned of tho rich." 
Hislostgrcatachievcmentwas 
bis famous experiment to de
termine tbe density of tho earth. 

He first made 
water from gases 

Henry Cavendish, an eccentric millionaire re
cluse, who devoted his life to research, was 
the discoverer of the H and the O in H 20. 
In fact he first told the Royal Society of the 
existence of hydrogen. 

He found what wat r was by making it him
self, and so became one of the first of the 
synthetic chemists. 

Cavendish concluded that the atmosphere 
contained elements then unknown. His con
clusion has been verified by the discovery of 
argon and other gases. 

The Research Laboratories of the General 
Electric Company have found a use for argon 
in developing lamps hundreds of times brighter 
than the guttering candles which lighted 
Cavendish"s laboratory. 

GENERAL ELECT 
Please Patronize Our Advertiser.r 

J 
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MRS. COYNE 
Hemstitching 

Picot Edging 
Pleating and Buttons made to order 

from your material 

23 RAILROAD AVENUE 
ATTLEBORO, MASS. 

SAN SOUCI DEP . STORE 
Union St., oppo itc Po t Office 

HOSIERY 

CORSETS 

LEATHER GOODS 

SMALLWARES 

NOTIO S 

RIBBONS 

NECKWEAR HANDKERCHIEFS 

SJLK & 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 MAUI STREET 

ArrLEBORO, MAss. 

El ctrical Supply Store and 
Repair Shop 

Useful Utilities and Toys 

u\-fme. La Jacques 

WHOLESALE MILLINERY 

Ready-to-wear Hats 

Frames - Flowers - Fancies 

3l PARK ST., ATTLEBORO 

W e retail at wholcaa.lc 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 P ns 

Eversharp Pencils 

Victrolas and Records 

Repairing of Every Description 

12 No. Main St. Bronson Bldg. 

Attleboro, Mass. 

Pleau Patronize Our Advertiurs 
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An go-Fleece 

Sold at 

The Wheaton Inn 
NORTON 

NEW ENGLAND YARN COMPANY 

Attleboro, Mass. 

Compliments of 

Dr. WALTER E. BRIGGS 

irnti11t 

BA TES BLOCK • . - ATTLEBORO 

A PLANT PURCHASED NOW 

m will brighten your room 
~ all winter 

' 

P-..emember the Home Folks 
We deliver flowers to any part of the 
United S1ates or Canada. through the 
Florist's Telegraph 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, MaH. 

Where everyone goes -

i\rnunh tqr Q!nrner 
w.ra iRnnm 

Waffles a specialty 

Afternoon Tea 

Supper Parties 

Please Patro1lize Our Advertisers 
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Attleboro· s 

Department 
Store 

Qy.ality :JtCerchandise 

of </?,epule I 

~ 
?tw, S'4r• '!f ~ 

81 PARK ST. ATTLEBORO 

Next to Post Office 

Richardson, Wright & Co. 

Manufacturers of 

ASEPTIC STEEL HOSPITAL 

FURNITURE and BEDSTEADS 

ALSO 

MATTRESSES and PILLOWS 

Factory and Salearoom 

65 BEYERL Y 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 largell and m03/ oomplete line in 
the city at Loweit Price, 

FISK'S 
C. B. DAVIS. Rev. Phumacial 

No. 1 Park Street, Attleboro, Mu,. 

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

TE NIS RACKETS, TENNIS BALLS, GoLF 
BALLS, SKATES, SNOWIIHOES, SKIS. 

Also, a complete assortment of Electrical Supplies: 
EDISON MAZDA LAMPS, PLUGS, STOVES, 

TOASTERS, CURLING IRONS, HEATERS, 
HEALTH PADS AND RADIO SUPPLIES. 

Auto Supplies of all kinds: 
WILLARD STORA E BATTERIES, WILLARD 
RAmoA BATTERIES, DAYToNTHoROUGH
BRED TIRES with a 10,000 mile guarantee. 

H SOUTH MAIN STREET, MANSFIELD, MASS. 

Tel. 97-M 

Wright & Ditson 
ATHLETIC GOODS 

For all Outdoor and Indoor Sports 

T ennia Rackets restrung, at 1hort notice 

r-----Sport• Apparel---
New things appropriate for out-of
door uae-Shoea, Sweaters, Dreaaea, 

Hata and Blouses 

Women'• Dept.-2nd Floor 

344 Washington Street 
Boston 

Opp. So. Common 

347 WESTMINISTER ST. 

PROVIDENCE, R. I. 

Outfitter to the Female 

Spectator as well 

as the Participant 

Pleau Patronize Our Advertisers 
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C. E. Geaenhein,ct. Supt. E. S. Hamblen, Mir. 

Norton Power & Electric Company 

Electricity for Light, Heat 
and Power 

NORTON, MASS. 

T I h l Norton 100 
c ep ones Franklin 273 

Cotrell & Leonard 
ALBANY, N. Y. 

C PS 
Makers ol 

GOWNS 
HOODS 

For all De1!fees 

lntercolleaiate 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 $25·00 

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-It's a season for Wool Jersey 

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

Pleau Patronir.e Our Advertiurs 
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HANSON & CO., INC. 
27 BROADWAY 

TAUNTOl't, MASS. 
Agenta for 

Compliments of 

a Friend 

WILLIAM A. DOE CO. 

WHOLESALE DEALERS IN 

Beef. Pork, Lamb, Veal. Poultry 

FISH, BUTTER, CHEESE 

EGGS, OILS, OLIVES 

SELEX, JAMS, PICKLES 

Faneuil Hall Market, Boston 

MAIN OFFICE, 34 MERCHANTS ROW 

Telephone, Congrc11 7020, All Departmenla 

SUPPLIERS OF QUALITY CANNED FOODS 

WEST COAST PRODUCTS, INC. 

1 3 1 State Street Boston, Mass. 

Specializing to the Colleges and Private Schools of New England 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Engravers 

Printers 
Fine Stationery Studeat'• Suppliea lnTitatio•• 

Vlaitins Carda Fraternity Stationery 

Monovam and Addreu DI .. , Me11111, 
Pr011ram1 and Da1:1ce Orders 

The Store of Uaeful Gifta 

57-61 FRANKLIN ST., BOSTON, MASS, 

Nearly: Everyone Likes Coffee 
c..A universal liking for coffee has Histed 
nearly tbr e hundred yeare. The better 
the coffee, the greater 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 

S1e11•• F1c1or1 ond Smoke Hou,., 
Bl1ck1tone ond North SIi. 

Curio, Pluto 
801100 ud Chic1co 

BATCHELDER & SNYDER Co. 

WHOLE3ALII 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 TAVE~N 
MANSFIELD MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Law Students 
The Boston University Law School 

House 1n the Pines 
Trains students in principles of the law and 

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

Riding School 

Tel. 43 NORTON, MASS. 

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

One year in college is now required for ad-
mission. In 1925, the requirement will be 
two years in college. 

Special Scholarships 1,75 per year to college 
graduates. 

For Catalo&ue Addreu 
HOMER ALBERS, Dean 

11 Aahburton Place, Boston 

SAMUEL HOLMES J, FREDERICK HOLMES FRANK W. HOLMES 

Samuel Holmes, Inc. 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 

POULTRY AND GAME 

Stalls 10-12 -14-16 and 17 -19 Faneuil Hall Market 
Basement 3 South Side 

Tel. Richmend 708-709-3513 
BOSTON, MASS. 

PleaJe Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Direct Shipments of Properly Graded Sea Food 
Products for the Use of Hotel,, Clubs, 

Restaurants and Institutions 

The House That Is 
Known By The 

Customers It Keeps 
China 
Glass 
Silvervvare 
Lamps 
Ranges 
Kitchen 
Equipment 

for Hotels, Restaurants 
or Private Families 

MITCHELL WOODBURY 
COMPANY 

560 Atlantic Avenue Boston 

Tel. Richmond H 63 Osmon C. Bailey, Prca. 

Lowell Bros. & Bailey Co. 

fruit &. IProt,uce 

69, 71 & 73 CLINTON ST. 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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George S. Daugherty Co. 
NEW YORK PITISBURGH CHICAGO 

Pacl:ers and Distributors of 

De Luxe Brand 

Q.yalitg Canned Fruits and V egetable3 

After College 

WHAT? 

Why not confer with 

EMPLOYMENT EXPERTS 

if you intend entering the 
business world ? 

Perhaps a position at a 
Summer Hotel or Tea Room. 

No charge until after .you are placed 

NEw voRK P1rrssuRcH cH1cAco Mercantile Reference and Bond Association 
30 E. 42nd St. 106 Penn AYe. 608 5. Dearborn St 114 FEDERAL STREET, BOSTON 

R1cm~o D 885 

R. STOLAR & CO. 

WHOLESALE AND RlTAlL DIALBRS lN 

Beef, Pork, Lamb and Veal 

STALU 3 & 5, NEW FANEU(L HALL MARKET 

BOSTON 

REMOVAL NOTICE 

After April ut we will be located at 

77 PROVIDENCE STREET 

Around the comer from Arlington St. Subway 

C. W. THOMPSON & CO. 
v\1US1C DEALERS 

Now at 2-B Park Street 

Compliments of 

Old Colony Creamery 

BEST BUTTER MADE 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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The palatabllity of ice cream depends upon th• 
quality of the ingredient• and the akltl of the 
maker. 

In Hood's Ice Cream, pasteurized cream, choi~ 
flavors, ripe fruit and cane sugar are blended b1 
experts into a supreme food-confection, 

Have some today! Taete tel11 th• atorJ of Hood 
superiority better tba.a mere 'WOrda. 

Sold by I ..500 Hood D,.J.n, 

H. P. HOOD & SONS 
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W. B. RAND. Pre1idan1 
M. C. RAND, Trea1urH 

WILLIAM B. RAND COMPANY, INC. 

Printers 

289 CONGRESS STREET 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 


