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Courage! 
It's not a pleasant thought to think 

That life is flying fast, 
That soon you'll be a woman grown, 

And girlhood will be past. 

It makes you stop and hesitate, 
Afraid of each tomorrow; 

For everyone must face, sometime, 
A bit or more of sorrow. 

A life holds many, many things 
Not meant to be enjoyed, 

And certain troubles come our way 
Which we cannot avoid. 

But if you'll think, as days go by, 
Of blessings you've received, 

You 'II find more good in all the world 
Than you had e'er believed. 
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More of the Day~ Work 
H_e shook his head and sighed. "I'm 

af~~1d she never will get over it." 

11
How do you mean?'' . 

f That eternal column-reading - looking 
or the names of people who have just been 

taken to hospitals or found in the river, or 
any of the thousand other things that hap
pe~ to poor souls." 

k 
Is there anything the trouble? I didn't 

now-" 
"Oh, no, it really isn't anything. Just 

something that happened when she was a 
Young girl. A boy cousin of hers disap
peared, and Paula always held herself re
s~onsible, somehow. It got to be a mania 
W1th her to find him and give him back to his 
mother. She's perfectly all right in other 
w~ys, you know. Just a little bit-well, you 

11gh~t say unbalanced where he's concerned. 
\, ink the family blamed her in some way." 

How'd she have anything to do with it?" 
','She didn't really. But the boy used to 

W{1te to her pretty of ten. Made her a sort b .confidant. He had no one else and she ,tng an elder cousin, away at coi'legc-the 
~h ea rather appealed to him. Away from 

~. family influence, he thought." 
}he evidently didn't help him much?" 

h' ~he tried to. Honestly did her best. But 
~s ideas! He thought that all children who 

0
;rb not physically perfect should be killed 

y efore they were fifteen years old. So 
0

~ see what she was up against." 
.. Bow old was he?" 

w Only sixteen himself, but that's what 
ent to his head. He was a perfect speci

hen. Looked like eighteen. Blond and 
t an~some. But stupid. Oh, so stupid. His 
?nsils needed to be cut and in the mean

time, of course, he had 'to keep his mouth 

open. I've heard people say that he drove 
them wild before he would answer their 
questions. His lips drooped. He lifted his 
eyes and stared at the ceiling. Finally 
grunted, or said something equally intelli
gent." 

"But if he was so stupid, where did he get 
his ideas?" 

"Thinking about things he couldn't under
stand. Otherwise he would'nt have run 
away. Who leaves a home like that without 
a good reason?" 

"Maybe he had one." 
"Well, I don't know. Iaybe he did. I 

was always sort of sorry for the kid. He 
was so big and bulky, and never could say 
what he meant. Kind of reminded you of a 
big, shaggy dog that wanted to tell you his 
troubles, and couldn't. And he had them, 
the Lord knows!" 

"What were his folks like?" 
"The kind that are impossible to talk to. 

I never heard them say anything reasona~le 
in my life except on the subject of music. 
They both had that artistic temperament
up in the air in a minute. His mother was a 
pretty good pianist. Took two lessons whe_n 
she was a child fired the teacher, and kept it 
up he~self. Sh

1

e never did anything wi~h it, 
though. Had too much of a temper to listen 
to any advice. Even. her appearance was 
different. Short and sltm-not any mor~, of 
course-with wonderful wavy, golden hair-:
the only thing Lou got from her-and his 
blue eyes, too. The summer she met her 
husband she used to wear some sort of 
flimsy pale blue scarf about her shoul~er~, 
that just matched her eyes. He always said 1t 
was the blue that first attracted him to her." 

"Blah!" 
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"Oh, she was just as bad. Married him 
because she liked his long eyelashes. Imag
ine-two children! He was German. Heavy 
musical giant, who played the violin for 
amusement." 

"And did nothing for a living, I suppose?" 
''Exactly. She soon found that out. And 

he never could make a living. Too reserved 
for a salesman, and too impracticable to be 
his own boss. During one of his worst 
weeks he was robbed of four hundred dol
lars. It was luck like that, following him all 
the way through." 

"And how'd she take it?" 
"Darn good sport, I'll admit, b~t with him 

as the center of everything. You ve heard of 
those cases where a woman neglects her hus
band for her baby. Well, in this case it was 
the husband first. And the youngest babies 
next. She cooked, cleaned, scrubbed, washed 
all the clothes. A girl who had come from a 
nice, we!l-to-do home!" 

"Still, I don't understand about Lou." 
'' I 'll tell you the trouble. As the babies 

kept coming, and she hadn't adequate 
strength nor help, the , ork had to be turned 
over to the older children. Lou got the most 
of it· his sister Helen the rest. At seven Lou 
was 'pushing baby carriages and doin~ all 
the other jobs about the house. T~ey lived 
in a suburb on Long Island-a little, no
account place of two-family houses and 
scrappy tenements. Of course, they thought 
they were doing well if they could keep a 
roof over their heads. And she thought she 
was a good mother and housekeeper be
cause-well , I'm sure I don't know why. 
Grew fat and untidy. You know the effect. 
All safety-pins and strings. Seldom touc~ed 
her music. Used to sit by the hour rocking 
the children while the dust gathered on the 
curtains and the red plush furniture. Cold 
meat set out on the kitchen table for Lou, 
for his lunch when he came home from 
school." 

"What about you? All her family? 
Couldn't they come to the front?" 

"They tried. \\ e all did. Offered to pay 

for a maid-two- if she'd have them. But 
she said they got on her nerves. And 
the money she used for opera tickets. It 
was Jeritza's first season, I think. Oh, yes, 
where music was concerned, she was all 
right . You know, she really could have af
forded to pay for a laundress; but instead of 
that she saved her pennies and gave Lou and 
Helen piano lessons. That was the whole 
point. She went from one extreme to the 
other-one minute making them work, the 
next spoiling them." 

"I'm beginning to sec-" 
"Yes, y~u couldn't blame Lou for feeling 

the way he did. He was sick of babies and 
dirt and nagging-'Louie, don't do this,' and 
'Louie, don't do that.' obocly blamed him 
for what he did, but it was the way he did it 
that was so terrible." 

"How?" 
"Well, for one thing, he waited until his 

father was away from home. Travelling in 
Chicago, I think. Lou had always been very 
much afraid of him-again the mother's 
faul.t." 

"You don't mean that she spoke against 
him?" 

" o. But when Lou was a baby, his 
father was still a young man, and hadn't 
learned how to handle an infant. He used to 
take him up in his arms in a clumsy fashion 
-you know those big men-all fingers and 
no thumbs-and, of course, Lou used to cry. 
Immediately his mother would snatch her 
precious infant away from him, and get 
angry because the child was crying. Well, 
you know how those things develop. By the 
time he was a few years older, Lou hated his 
father, and wouldn't go near him . And he 
got a fair amount of di slike in return. Any
how, he waited until his father had left the 
city." 

"You can't blame him there." 
"But his mother was ill-alone with four 

little ones . Even that had no eITect on him. 
He got up early that morning. Dressed and 
shaved-I told you he was quite a man for 
all his sixteen years-borrowed a quarter 
from his mother for carfare-and went down 
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to Maiden Lane to get his Ingersoll, which 
he had left to be fixed." 

"Then he had no money with him?" 
"Yes, he did. That's the part that hurts. 

Borrowing the carfare was simply a blind, 
because they found his school bank-book in 
h_is room. He had saved up a hundred and 
s~xty dollars in his ten years at school, had 
signed his mother's name, and had taken it 
out. All those pennies and nickels and dimes 
that she used to put by for him-save a few 
cents on a brand of cereal-buy half a dozen 
ora_nges instead of a dozen-little ways of 
scrimping and planning so that he'd have it 
when he needed it." 

"And he needed it for that." 
"Needed it to send his telegram to her 

that night: ' m all right. Don't worry. 
Lou.' Needed it to buy stationery, so that 
he could mail the letter she got the next 
morning.'' 

"What did he say then? ' 
"A good deal, but I only remember the 

striking parts. ' car Parents: You may 
now sit home and reminisce over my fal
lacies. Your radical son, Louis.' Said: 
'Good-by till Eternity.'" 

"He never came back, huh?" 

"No, never. She nearly went crazy. They 
did all the customary things to find him
police, children's societies, Navy Yard, hos
pitals-never a sign of him. And nothing to 
do but read that letter over and over again, 
and have it cut worse each time." 

"How long ago did you say this was?" 
"Oh, more than twenty years ago. They've 

gotten over it by this time. Only Paula.'' 
"And she?" 
"It's just as fresh in her mind as it ever 

was. She still thinks of him as a young boy. 
Still looks for him in the people on the 
streets. Otherwise there's absolutely nothing 
the matter with her. Very cultured-very 
interesting to talk to.'' 

It was then that she came in, a heavy
eyed, dark-complexioned woman, of middle 
age. We were introduced. 

"Awfully good of you to come,' she said. 
"I've been hearing so much about you.'' 

"And I of you-' She broke in on my 
words. "We've been looking forward to see
ing you-it's most delightful-" a d her idle 
chatter pleasantly drifted on. 

I Cannot Tell 
I bow my head,-and yet I cannot tell 
What presence demands my reverence. 

I bend my knees,-and yet I cannot tell 
What power claims my adoration. 

I utter my prayer,-and yet I cannot tell 
Who hears my supplication. 

I cannot tell all that I know, 
And I cannot know all that I feel. 

If I could know all that I feel and feel all that I know, 
I should be kneeling in deeper reverence. 

Smo SAKANism, '25. 
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Memorabilia 
In Class.-My neighbor in Italian has 

distinctly artistic tendencies. She draws 
throughout the lesson; now animals, now 
vapid girl faces; now here and there a dash
ing Byronic hero. Her animals are more 
like animals than her people are like people. 

She always draws bodyless things, nearly 
always horses and cats. But the cats are 
sure to be wise-looking, sly and fat. Their 
faces are great-eyed and smug. The horses 
fairly snort on paper! Their arislocratic 
noses are inflated perpetually with excite
ment. Their manes curve wirily, as if alive, 
and their ears lie back so stiffly as to point 
the bushy eyebrows. I want one of these 
fine horses for my very own. I should label 
it, "The Horse is a Noble Beast," and keep it 
forever wilh the rest of my memorabilia. 

In Chapel.-The air was swimming with 
heat. Some few girls were frankly asleep, 
with £aces hidden on a friendly shoulder. 
Most of us sat leaning forward, our glances 
squinting toward the pulpit, as if to keep 
ourselves interested through the discomfort 
and awkwardness of our positions. The 
chapel was full of a warm, bored stillness 
into which the preacher grumbled monoton
ously. 

I tur-ned my weary, smarting eyes from 
the pulpit to the balcony, from the balcony 
to the clock, and back again. I looked at the 
faces about me. They stared straight ahead 
with a grimly patient expression of boredom. 

Then it was I turned to the opposite aisle 
and noticed, for the first time, a pair of 
empty slippers. They were pretty things, 
of dull black leather, shapely and elegant, 
what the advertisements call a "smart dress 
pump." They stood very neatly, too, side 
by side in the shadow of the pew before 
them, while their owner, her toes curled up 
in comfort, lay asleep against her neighbor's 
arm. 

I was suddenly conscious that somebody 
else was watching those feet. I glanced up 
and became focussed immediately in the 
outraged eyes of a lady who sat half-way 
clown the girl's pew. She nodded her head 
at me vigorously. I nodded back, daring 
even to smile. er face stiff encd with dis
approval, t.he ostrich plume in her hat trem
bled. She continued to eye me in a most 
determined manner. Then it flashed upon 
me what she wanted. I was to sec that the 
offender replaced her slippers. It mattered 
not that the lady was nearer her than I. In 
some strange way I shared that gi d's guilt, 
and I was responsible for its removal. I de
cided to ignore the lady; I was a trifle an
noyed. 

But I could not ignore her. I picked up 
the hymn-book, then the "Order of Ser
vices," yet, concentrate as I would, I felt 
upon me those steady eyes, still watching, 
and worse, still waiting. In the irritated 
realization that I must do something sooner 
or later, I caught the eye of the girl who was 
serving as a pillow, and pointed to the slip
pers. She seemed to take my action for 
granted and, smiling, touched her companion 
so that she sat up with a jerk. They whis
pered together for a second. Then the slip
perless one, with a wrinkle of her nose for 
her friend, and a confused, apologetic smile 
for me, thrust her feet into the pumps. 

I sought the lady, but she had settled 
back into her seat. Only the tip of her nose 
and the brim of her hat protruded. 

Almost Anywhere. - Dora was always 
imagining things. In the proper mood, a 
smile or sigh which she caught from some
one might mean anything. She could go 
home with it and make a perfect story, a 
psychological diary, as it were, of the some
one's thoughts for perhaps a week of days. 
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And it never mattered if the story were not 
true, or the diary inconsistent. By the time 
that such facts might have been discovered, 
Dora was busy with similar problems about 
someone e!se. S<? she went her fascinating 
way, grow~ng a bit more subtle in her judg
me!1t_s, a bit more reckless in her conclusions 
-li~mg inevitably in an unnatural world. 

1 he:e was the perfume incident. Every
one will remember the beginning of it. I 
am the only one, I think, to know the end. 
There was a girl who sat near Dora in one 
of_ her classes, a pretty, fragile bit of a girl 
With ~'fairy eyes." Dora was fond of eyes. 
She did them well. This girl's were "brown 
a softly-velvet, light-flecked, golden brown.'/ 
But what really enthralled Dora in the girl 
was the scent she used-a subtle perfume 
Warm and all-pervasive. Two years before' 
when Do~a. had felt fewer impressions, wa; 
more sensitive, she would not have liked this 
scent, I thi_nk; as it \~as, she thought it heavy 
and . persistent. fhere was something 
peculiarly warm about it. 

However, the fragile little girl didn't re
spond very heartily. She was shy, and busy, 
and not altogether well. Besides something 
else h_appened just then to take' up Dora's 
at~ent1on ;_ an old friendship showed signs of 
reJuvenauon. She was very much surprised 
~o hear, some time later, that the little girl 
thd left college. How mysterious, she 

ought. So she began to talk about the 
kerfume, an~ scold herself for no~ having 

nown the girl. It was a creed with Dora 
that one must know people. For a while she 
t~lked of nothing else. Then Spring vaca
tion came, and newer interests with it. 

• • • • 
L~st Tuesday, as I sat where Dora used 

to sit, o:1er the register in Mary Lyon A, I 
~aught sight of a glittering beneath the grat
ing at my feet. I waited after class to find 
out what it was. I poked and pushed be
tween the filigree holes, and found a lip-stick 
case. The cylinder of gold was empty, but, 
as I poked to get it, I must have stirred some 
rubbish on the grate. A scent arose, warm 
and pervasive, a little heavy. I poked some 

more, and found some traces of the melted 
lip-stick. I thought how very persistent the 
perfume must have been in February with 
the heat on, and then I smiled. 

1/t a Co11cert.-The audience was clapping 
vigorously, by excited spasms, so that the 
noise, rising in little \\ aves of tapping sound, 
would plead frantically for a moment, and 
then drop into a teasing shower of sparse 
applause. The harpist came back three 
times; gave three encores. Then, as the 
clapping continued, he shook his massive 
head, jerked with bored impatience at each 
side of his dress-coat, and marched brusque
ly off the platform. 

That day Evelyn had spent seven hours in 
classes. She was very, very tired, she 
thought, of being intellectual. She hated the 
people about her who tried so hard to ap
preciate, and she was ashamed of their 
momentary flashes of enthusiasm. She 
wished that all applause could be forbidden, 
it shamed her so. Someone opened a win
dow at tl1e side of the room letting in a cold, 
sweet freshness. The satin shoulders of a 
girl near Evelyn trembled. The girl leaned 
forward and pulled her wrap about her. 
Someone else got up and closed the window. 
In a little while the wrap slipped down 
again. 

• • • • 
The pianist had finished an explanation of 

his group-modern pieces for the most part. 
Evelyn sat watching with a frown. She was 
especially tired of things that needed ex
plaining. Wasn't it for the comp?s.er to ~ut 
his idea in form and for the mus1e1an to in

terpret? She thought longingly of Schu
mann's "\:V arum," insistent and compelling. 

The pianist bowed his stiff head and sat 
down; his pale, dark face shone ghastly un
der the strong lighting. He looks like an 
undertaker, Evelyn thought. She pulled her 
chiffon scarf across her eyes and nestled into 
the squirrel collar of her cape. He began 
with Debussy. II modernists do, thought 
Evelyn. The strange harmonies and sheer 
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perversions of rhythm fretted her. Words
worth's phrase slid into her thought, "The 
world is too much with us." Across the 
fields came the sharp, excited yapping of 
some dogs. EYelyn wrinkled her nose and 
sat up. Why, what am I sitting here for? she 
thought. And in a second she was gone up 

the dim aisle, out through the staring vesti
bule into the cool of the night. 

One of her neighbors thought her ill, 
another rude. Debussy was followed by 
Debussy, and still the audience clapped ap
preciatively in sharply swelling crescendos 
of sound. 

"See America First" 
Everybody travels; some place, sometime, 

and somehow. It is a necessary thing, this 
getting about. Imagine life in one spot day 
in and day out! Half the time would be 
spent in wondering what some other place 
looked like. s a result of pondering upon 
this subject, I have decided that everyone 
ought to depart from his native town at some 
period of his life (even if it is only on his 
honeymoon), and go forth to some place 
outside the five-mile limits of his birthplace 
boundaries. First, one appreciates his home 
much more after he leaves it and returns to 
it; secondly, he has something else to talk 
about. What would we do without the great 
American conversational start, "When I was 
in --," or "Well, a funny thing happened 
in--." This topic has done much to make 
ours a safe country for tourists; and any
thing to keep satisfaction in a group of citi
zens is to be commended and preserved. 

When I was last in Boston, my companion 
called my attention to the traffic light system 
in the busiest streets. I said, Y cs, we have 
them, too, in our city. o doubt we followed 
your example." 

"Where is your home town?" he asked. 
"Omaha," I replied. 
"Oh!" Then, after a pause, he remarked, 

"I have a friend in Oklahoma." 
"That makes you an Elk," I returned; 

"what's that to do with Omaha?" 
"Well, I thought-isn't it-er, well." He 

was floundering in a sea of geographical 
ignorance, I quickly perceived. This state 

is not uncommon among the majority of 
high school and even college graduates. 
Maps mean nothing to these persons; they 
are impressed only by the fruit of travel and 
time-tables. I have encountered some who 
think Omaha a harbor on the Pacific coast, 
and it has been easy for me to convince 
them that this village is very near Seattle, 
Oregon. Others have been found to have a 
sneaking suspicion that Omaha is just a gate
way to a Missouri river bridge bearing the 
sign, "To the Golden West." And there are 
many who hazily associate 'way out West, 
Indians, and Arizona deserts with Omaha, 
Mormons, and wild buffaloes. An interest
ing example of this amusing conception was 
given in the comment of a New England 
student upon the information that I lived in 
Omaha. "Oh, yes," he smiled, "out where 
men are men and blood runs red." 

"Oh, yes," I made answer, "you've been 
reading books again." One can clearly see 
at this point that the man who was the orig
inator of the slogan, "See America First," 
had the right idea. o doubt he came from 
Dakota. 

Travel is more than a teacher. It benefits 
us with friendships and instructs us through 
discussion. In the case of my Boston com
panion, this is clearly illustrated. When he 
revealed his lack of sixth grade knowledge, 
I informed him that Omaha was not in Okla
homa, and that our state was hundreds of 
miles away from that region. With that, I 
induced him to enter a contest with me, and 



THE WHEATON RECORD 9 

we had great fun guessing states and capi
tals. In this way he learned ebraska was 
a state and not the capital of Omaha, and 
that geysers, not oil-wells, were seen in 
Yellowstone Park. Thus a good fifteen min
utes were spent to great advantage. We 
could, you know, have discussed the prob
able subject of Percy 1arks' next book, or 
"how we got away with murder in high 
school," topics not generally considered con
structive for future leaders of the nation. 

If allusions to travel of any sort were 
eliminated from thought and speech, the 
Great American Home would lose its far
fa~ed characteristics of good fellowship and 
~e1g~borliness. Just think of losing these 
tidbits from typical conversation: 

"Yes, the Blanks arc taking a winter trip 
to Florida, my dear, and I just don't see 
how they can afford it." 

."Well, we were planning on a vacation 
this summer, but the wife wanted the sea
shore, and I'm strong £or the good old 
country resort, so there you go." 

"Just a little business trip I had to make." 
"It wasn't taking college board exams

Dad wanted me nearer home, so I didn't go 
to Yale." 

"Sorry these buns are burned. You see, 
Cook's on her wedding trip, and I have to 
manage alone for a while." 

How tasteless would be the time-seasoned 
argument at those little gatherings which 
started with, "vVe saw you were home, and 
thou~ht we'd drop in for only a minute"-if 
Mr. Jones began, "When I was in the City 
Hall" instead of "When I was in Greenwich 
Village"; and how uninteresting the absence 
of those free-for-all interruptions of Mrs. 
Smith's account of her experiences in Holly
wood by lrs. Brown's comparison of the 
food at "that dear little wayside inn on the 
road to the Cape" with that served "at the 
Mansion Tavern in Virginia, near Rich
mond." 

If all references to travel were cut out 
from our common conversation, there would 
be no chance for me to continue this story. 

As it is, I will go on: After the only-a
minute guests have departed long after a 
sane bedtime hour, the head of the family 
addresses her yawning spouse, "I don't see 
why you had to argue so long with ~Ir. 
Brown over your old fishing trip. You fliv
ver fiends-" 

"Well, Bill's a good fellow," breaks in 
Dad, "but hes got the roads a bit mixed. 

ow I know that that little road ofT the 
Lincoln Highway is paved after the first 
rough stretch, but the darn fool insists-" 

"As I was saying, John," Mother comes 
in full force, "the miths need not be so 
uppish because they just came back from 
the mountains. I Jet them know that if baby 
was strong enough, you and I were going-" 

"What?" Dad comes to life suddenly. 
"You and I were going to Hot Springs. 

Now, don't begin-" 
"Hot Springs? Well, I'll be-" 
And so it goes on into the deep hours of 

the night. You say if they didn't have this 
traveling business to argue about, they'd get 
their needed rest. But if they didn't argue 
about traveling, they'd probably argue about 
something else. Just try to conceive not 
ever wanting to travel and rest some p_lace 
else! Travel is a great subject. It 1s a 
household necessity, just as much as is Mor
ton's ale-It Pours-and Mentholatum. 

Being a sincere advocate of travel for 
every American, I ha e drawn up an ~x
haustive list of the means of transportation 
in seeing our country first.. I have placed 
trains at the head of the list because they 
arc to my knowledge, the best way of get
ting to places which you cannot reach by use 
of any of the others: 

Automobile 
Truck 

fotorcycle 
Horse 
Bicycle 
Horse-and-Wagon 
Taxi 
Wheel-chair 
Airship 
Kiddie-Kar 

d 
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Automobiles require road maps and tires, 
both very bothersome articles. Trucks arc 
rather slow, but owing to the fact that time 
and trucks wait for no man, they were 
placed second on the list. Their size and 
appearance arc enough to crowd any unde
sirable competitors off the desired road. 

Iotorcyclcs are exciting affairs, but people 
have been known to complain of the noise 
interfering with their perception of any other 
noise at the same time, such as klaxons, 
trallic whistles, and train warnings. The 
next three-horses, bicycles and horscs-and
wagons-require a little more than human 
patience. The traveler on horseback, the 
pedalling bicycle rider, and the driver of the 
horse-and-wagon must have a staunch heart 
and purpose nowadays, for spectators are 
apt to be most unchivalric in speech and 
action toward people traveling by these 
means. However, if the horse drivers carry 
whips, they will be viewed with much more 
respect than otherwise. The same eff cct will 
be gained by the bicycle rider if he carries a 
brick. Going on to the next vehicle in the 
column, one must warn the reader against 
taxi-drivers. They are a reckless lot who 
care not how they drive if only they go by 
the longest way possible to the destination 
specified. Unless you are reckless, too, taxis 
arc not advised. Wheel-chairs should be 
overhauled with care before the trip. Be 
sure to ha\'C some sort of sign on this vehicle 
to distinguish it from the rest of the travel
ing conveyances because trucks and high
powered cars ard not always particular about 
what they run over on the road. The modern 
generation does not smile at the idea of an 
airship journey. J n fact, we'd like t~ meet 
the people who can afford to travel this way. 
Aeroplanes are recommended for those 
travelers who do not mind bein photo
graphed, or crashing several air miles to 
earth. We now come to the age-old means 
of transportation -walking. Pedal move
ment covering over one mile, however, is not 
desirable when considered in detail. First 
of all, it is hard on shoes and on resolutions 
to keep on walking. Then, if a pedestrian 

accepts a lift, he is taking a chance, for he 
often meets people his parents have no de
sire for him to meet. Also, once he "gets a 
hitch," be is always on the lookout for fur
ther ones, and the worry and excessive head 
twirling is a strain upon the ncr es. Hikers 
have been found to resort to box-cars, hay
stacks, and Salvation Army houses in des
peration. Even with these drawbacks, 
walking has been placed above Kiddie-Kar 
riding on the list because it is known to be a 
bit better way of traveling. Although the 
I ar has its good points when one comes to 
the top of a hill and can anticipate a swift 
thril.1 of speed down the slope, one has to 
dust off both face and chicle after the day's 
trip, while walking requires dusting only of 
the face. 

So, by elimination, trains are best, for the 
engineer is afraid neither of trucks or of 
tires. In parlor cars, a porter will do all the 
dusting necessary, and one needn't meet 
the other travelers socially if they seem dif
ferent from the old friends at home. Also, 
what is a little trouble in finding the right 
berth in comparison with finding the wrong 
cloud or landing place in airship traveling? 
In local trains, the eye is stimulated by the 
beautiful advertisements cap tu ring the gaze. 
One can surely overlook a few cinders get
ting into the eyes when one thinks of all the 
bay-fever germs and dust-bits flying unre
stricted on the tour ist highways. For shorter 
trips, street and subway trains are most 
satisfactory. A trolley is regarded with more 
favor than a horse and wagon (especially by 
traffic policemen), and surely it is less dan
gerous than a wheel-chair, for in traveling 
by the latter one must not be shocked by the 
appearance of motor bandits or escaping 
criminals. Then, too, death in a trolley from 
electricity is less painful than death in a 
wheel-chair from an iron slug on the head 
or the weight of the conveyance in over
turning. 

In all, trains are the least likely to make 
you give up your plans for a trip. Of cou rse, 
you may be delayed because of a hot-box, 
or a missing bridge, or a snowstorm, or an-
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other train on the same track, but those are 
only minor details. Having explained at 
length why you should travel and how you 
should travel, I am sure you are now con-

vinced chat one must "see America first" at 
some time in this life, before passing on to 

the next. 
ANNE RosE BLATT, '27. 

Child Sketches 
Natalie 

Natalie lives next door, in a very mod
er~ly colonial white house, with bright green 
blinds and shining copper screens. She is 
an only child, a plump, smooth-skinned little 
ten-year-old, with big, grey eyes and gold
streaked bobbed hair, always tied with a 
huge, stiff bow. Her dresses-she lo es to 
state impressively that she has 'twenty 
hanging in the closet"-are mostly pale yel
low, or lavender, or blue, and they always 
have short bouffant skirts that fly up to show 
lacy white underthings above bare, brown 
~nees. Generally she is laughing, a jolly, 
mfectious little sound that ripples and 
gurgles and sometimes ends up in a boister
ous whoop. 
. She has a passion for young animals, and 
1s forever bringing across lots, for our in
spection, some puny grey kitten or wobbly
legged puppy that she has acquired, much to 
her family's discomfort. 

Morrison 

lorrison lives next door, too, but on the 
other side from atalie. His house has 
warm, brown shingles, and diamond-paned 
casement windows in the dining-room, and 
a huge pine tree in front, that shades the 
porch. Morrison had a twin, but, as he once 
solemnly explained, "The twin didn't like it 
here, and so he went right back to Heaven." 
Therefore, with all his nine-year-old import
ance, alone he carries the burden of being 
oldest in the family. It is a serious respon
sibility, and although sometimes he errs 

himself, the younger boys must be kept in 
the straight and narrow path. 

One always notices his eyes first-big and 
solemn and dark grey, with long, black 
lashes. Generally they are wide-open and 
round with question, but sometimes, when 
he is laughing, the lids are half shut and they 
crinkle at the corners. 

Lately, with great perseverance and effort, 
he has acquired a pompadour. It took mul
titudinous applications of · Slickum," and for 
many a day he wore a skull-cap, made from 
the top of an old stocking, but at last it was 
evolved, sleekly black and shining. 

Along with the pompadour has also de
veloped his first love affair. Baseball, and 
marbles, and tag are forsaken. Brothers 
may tease and plead, but to no avail. Each 
afternoon, as soon as school is done, Mor
rison plays dolls with 1 atalic. 

Bobby 
Bobby is 1orrison's Y?u1;ger broth~r, wh.o 

has just attained the dignity of losmg l11s 
two front teeth. His eyes are bright blue, 
blue as tiny patches of a ho~ sumi:ner sky, 
and they are forev~r. filled ~1th ~w1_nkles _at 
t)1e sheer fun of living; his hair 1s white 
gold, with little ripples here and_ there that 
he tries desperately to brush out mto a pom
padour, a la big brother; across his nose a 
few pale brown freckles are spattered. 

Aside from the two lost front teeth and 
the pompadour, Bobby has not yet found 
anything in life that needs be taken serious
ly. Mostly it is composed of apple trees 
that beg to be climbed, of leaping collie dogs, 
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and pillow fights at night, of glassy, frozen 
gutters in winter, with long, white scratches 
where someone has "slided across," and of 
icy, whizzing snowballs. Of course, there is 
school, but it has to be endured like castor 
oil and getting your cars washed. 

George 
George is the youngest of the three boys 

next door, a sturdy, brown-eyed, tow-headed 
youngster, just beginning to lose his baby 
roundness. The older boys have "rcg'lar 
trousers" and four-in-hand ties; George 
wears little grey suits with big white pearl 
buttons and huge sailor collars. The older 
boys have lovely pompadours; when George 
attempted a pompadour, his hair bristled 
like a porcupine's back. It is most annoy
ing! But more vexatious still is his nose. 
It is only half as long as any respectable 
nose should be; it turns right square up at 
the end; and, despite hours of patient pull
ing, it simply will not grow longer. 

He cannot talk quite plainly yet, but he 
seems to feel that by making his voice as 
strident and clamorous as possible he will, 
in some way, cover the deficiency. 

In the back yard of his house are various 
swinging rings and knotted ropes hanging 
from the oak trees, upon which the bigger 
brothers delight to perform many wondrous 
feats. George will not be outdone, and in 
the last six months he has broken both 
wrists and his collar-bone. Still he goes on 
undaunted, for "while there is life there is 
hope." 

Janet 
Janet's house is just the other side of the 

one where the three boys live. It has brown 

shingles, too, but they are of a darker color. 
There are double shades at the windows, 
brown and white, and heavy lace draperies. 
Bridal veil and rhododendrons grow thickly 
against the f rant porch, and behind the house 
is a rose garden with white trellises and a 
slender white arch. 

Janet herself has wide, china-blue eyes 
and taffy-colored hair, smoothly parted in 
the center and hung in eight careful curls. 
Dozens and dozens of tiny tan freckles arc 
sprinkled over her face. he wears little 
quaint smocked dresses of pongee color or 
old blue, and long, white stockings, and 
small black, patent leather slippers. 

There are lots of amusing things in the 
world, she finds, but they must never be 
laughed at, out loud. When something is 
very funny, she hunches her shoulders and 
draws her lips across her teeth in a tight 
little smile, and even puts her hand up, as if 
fearful that the laughter should escape. But 
it all comes out her eyes; she cannot help 
that. 

Janet has a younger brother, "Bobby 
Norris" he is always called to distinguish 
him from the other Bobby, and a fearful 
time she has of it keeping him under control. 
Janet is eight; Bobby is four. One might 
easily imagine she was eighteen, or even 
eighty, sometimes. "Robert," she will say, 
"Robert Norris, come back here and put 
your rubbers on. Close the screen door 
when you go out." And then, sighing re
signedly, "That child is such a care. I have 
to make him put his rubbers on every time 
he goes outside the house. And he never 
thinks to close the screen. Oh, dear me! 
Well, I think I shall have to be going along." 
With that, she goes away, round flaxen head 
held stiffly erect, and planting each small, 
precise heel firmly. 
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"All in the Day's Work" 
Boston 

'I come from the city of Boston 
The home of the bean and tl~e cod, 

Where Cabots speak only with Lowclls, 
nd Lowells speak only with God." 

I have been more or less familiar , ith 
Boston ever since 1 can remember. I have 
~udged through the toy department of Jor
Can 1I,1rsh's year after year to tell Santa 

laus what l wanted for Christmas· and 
crossing from the North to the South station 
on the ' levated, I have knelt on the scats 
to that I could see the big boats in the har-

<?r, Tow that I am a little more familiar 
Wtth the city, I find chat its charm grows on 
me more and more. 
. Although I love the frivolity and feminin
?Y of the downtown restaurants, still I am 
a~ more fascinated by the dignity and pro

priety of the Parker House. It is Father 
who takes me there. A colored waiter scats 
me with as much pomp as he would Grand
mother, and the walls of leaded mirrors 
reflect me sitting very erect across the little 
table from D addy. 

There is a certain studio on a certain nar
row cobblestone street called "The Galleries 
o_f Cordelia Waite." From the street it is a 
tiny window filled with a row of colored 
bottles and a dazzling green sign. But inside! 
~ was there at a meeting of a well-known 

oston musical club. Jiddle-agcd, bespec-
ta~lcd women and o er-proper young girls 
mingled in over-polite conversation, as they 
looked at someone's fantastical impression 
of winter or "some new batiks" between the 
nu~bers of the program; while Cordelia 
\\_' a1te herself, her grey hair askew and her 
pince-nez continually falling off, poured tea 
into tiny handle-less cups from a brass table 
hardly a foot high. 

Somewhere behind the North Station and 
below the shopping district is Clinton Street. 

I saw it first on a mild December morning. 
Huge darkened brick and wooden ware
houses lined the streets. Small, black win
dows, huge sliding doors, and wide gang
planks brol-e the monotony of the high, 
wall-like fronts, and hea, y wagons with four 
or six horses rumbled over the slush-covered 
cobblestones. Piles of dirty hogsheads stood 
in front q[ the buildings and men in ragged 
o eralls ran about shouting. 

These arc just some of the places I love 
in Boston. 

ALBERTA DAMO , '27. 

Cider-Mill Philosophy 
Ciani·, clank, clankcty-clank; swish-sh

sh ! The interesting sound greeted our ears 
as we turned the corner of the weather
beaten old cider-mill. Arrived at the 
threshold, we peered boldly into the room 
below. An elderly, blue denim clad figur~, 
smoking a pipe raised his eyes from thetr 
gloomy contemplation of the floor, and 
glanced casually in our direction. A. half
dozen other occupants of the room continued 
to gaze absently into space. Only the IT!an 
who dipped the cider up out of the churning 
vat and the younger one :-vho held tl~e funnel 
on top of the barrel which was bctng filled 
seemed animated. And they worked me
chanically. To chem, there was nothing in
teresting in .ill this. 1:heii: job was to fill the 
barrels; they were dmng 1t, and they asked 
nothing more. Clank, clan~, clankety-clank; 
swish-sh-sh. Another dipper-full was be
ing poured into the barrel. 

" fay we ha\·e three glasses of cider, 
please?" my companion shouted above the 
noise of the motor. 

"Sure!" The elderly man with the pipe, 
who had been scanning us in a leisurely 
manner, suddenly roused himself. o he was 
real after all! He ambled across the room, 
dislppearing from our range of vision. The 
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work continued; the half-dozen onlookers 
smoked in si lence, never shifting their gaze 
from the invisible something which so en
grossed them. Clank, clank, clankety-clank. 
Something of the inevitableness of Life 
seemed to be wrapped up in that rhythmic, 
monotonous refrain. It was as if the motor 
were trying to say, as it pounded away, hour 
after hour, day after day, 'What's the use of 
trying to beat Life? Life, like me, goes on 
long after you have ceased your feeble ef
forts! What's the use, what's the use?" I 
wondered if those silent watchers had the 
same feeling I did, as they stood there, so 
gravely intent upon something intangible. 
At any rate, whether they sensed the mes
sage of the motor or not, they were stoically 
accepting its philosophy, I decided. 

At this point, the blue figure shuffied into 
view again, blowing great wreaths of smoke 
around him. In his hands were three brim
ming glasses of foaming, amber cider. o 
more time then for philosophizing! 

DORIS LATIMER, '27. 

"The Big White House on the Hill" 
1915 

An auto lurched through the stone gate
way, rushed up the curved drive, and 
stopped before the big door, with the French 
windows on either side. Aunt 1: ate stood 
on the steps behind her a stiffiy proper maid. 
" Did you bring your doll?" she asked me as 
she kissed me, and, turning to Mother, 
"Rose will take Peggy and the bags up
stairs." So, trudging proudly up the wide 
staircase behind the black-clad maid, I first 
saw the inside of the "Lee House." 

1918 
\-Ve sat, my cousin Paul and I, on piles of 

cigar boxes in the cupola on the top of the 
house. The trap door, which led past piles 
and piles of old trunks to the attic floor, was 
closed; in fact, I was sitting on it. The 
shutters and windows on one side were open, 
and from time to time we called out of the 
window to the gardener working below, who 

would look in vain at all the windows on the 
second floor for us. " hove over the paste," 
Paul demanded. "Gee! I hope :ti. father 
doesn't miss the stuff. I snitched it ofT her 
desk. Hey, move your big feet o er, will 
ya? I want to stretch my legs." 

1923 

l\fory Jane and I rushed around the cor
ner of the porch, jumped up two steps, and 
landed in front of the open door. "Barmud
dcr," I cried, "where are you?" 

We wiped our moccasins on the mat, for 
we had hiked the ten miles over from camp, 
and rushed through the hallway into the 
dining room. There we ran into Grandma, 
her hands covered with flour, a huge ging
ham apron on. 

"Bless your hearts!" she cried, hugging us 
both, "how did you get here so soon? 
Hungry? Well, just as soon as those pota
toes are done we will have luncheon. Dinner 
is at night. We'll just have some creamed 
chicken this noon, with beets and salad and 
rolls. I guess I can fill you up. I was just 
thinking what wouldn't I have done when I 
was your age to do the things you do. Why, 
when I was eighteen I was married, and here 
you kids are trotting around the country in 
bloomers. I'm just beginning to have a good 
time now. Want to wash?" 

• • • • 
It was half-past one in the morning. 

Grandma sat in the rocker, i\fary Jane lay 
sprawled on the divan, anp. I was slumped 
in the ?\ £orris chair. "And then ap'n Joh n's 
father-" Grandma was telling us, "rushed 
down the stairs to where Cap'n John slept. 
'John! John!' he cried, 'the chimney has 
fallen down, and crily the Day of Judgment 
is upon us.' Then Cap'n John looked out 
from under the covers, and all he says is: 
' onsensc, Father, who ever heard of the 
Day of Judgment coming at night?' That 
was Cap'n John . He sailed the seas for over 
forty years, and never lost but one man, and 
that was in a storm, and he was washed off 
deck. Do you girls want some ice cream? 

A 
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I !'Tlade_ sor:ie orange mousse; I thought you 
!'Tl•ght like 1t before you went to bed There 
•s some chocolate cake out there, t~." 

1924 

d It ,~as right after lunch, and I had wan
arcd mto the dormitory parlor. As I casu
l Y turne_d the pages of the morning's paper, 

~aw an item at the bottom of a page which 
sa,_d: "$12,000 Loss in House Fire in Lee. 
~dler Home ~estroyed early Sunday. Mrs. 
. ebecca T. Idler was awakened this morn
;ng at six o'clock by the sound of flames in 
1er home on farble Street. She escaped to 
a pia~za roof, and was rescued by firemen. 

othmg was saved." 
ALBERTA DAMON, '27. 

"New London to Providence" 
Time-tables offer a wonderful field for 

rour imagination-a name, with a dotted 
•ne after it, and away you go on a mental 

tour of inspection, far more satisfying than b real one would be, no doubt. For instance ? the time I have looked over the names of 
~de stations between New London and Prov-
1. ence, I have in my mind taken an exhaus
tive and delightful tour, here, there, and 
everywhere. 

1 
First, there is Midway. But that gives 

j/0g~ther too much play to the imagination. 
might mean anything-therefore it con

~otes nothing. Probably in reality "nothing" 
1h the best description for it, anyway. But 
t e ne:<t town- loank ! Can't you imagine 
a quaint little white village, with lots of 
trees, a harbor filled with fishing smacks 
j0 d ' 'Per~ins' Dry Goods Emporium" o~ 
ower Mam Street? The ne t station is 

!V!Ystic. Mystic-would you not like to live 
•n a place named 1Iystic? Somehow it 
soun~s pleasant and sunny. Nobody in 
i1yst1c c~>Uld have a grudge against anybody 

e se.. 11s' Peabody, l\,{is' Cruikshank, !is' 
Jarvis, and even old liss Sparks-they all t? ~nly nice things about each other, in 

h
_ystic. Then there is Carolina-a misfit in 

t •s hustling, bustling old New England. 

Carolina is "easy going"-just a little bit 
shabby. Deacon Levenworth's white coloni
al house needs paint, and the shingles on the 
roof look blistered. At the Carolina Post 
Office and General Store, A. B. Knappe, 
Proprietor, the chair with the broken arm 
and the rocker with two slats gone are drawn 
close to the rusty stove. From October until 
May these are filled, no matter what time of 
day you go there, by various sleepy-looking 
masculine "Carolina-ites." At \ ickford 
Junction, the chief interest for the old people 
is still the arrival of the trains, which come 
in mysteriously from all directions. But the 
town is changing. The younger generation 
cares nothing for this mild pastime. "Sam 
Salino and His Six Saxes" playing for danc
ing every Saturday night in Mechanics Hall 
is more to their taste, I imagine. 

There arc many more stations on the road 
between New London and Providence, but 
these are the ones I like best. Why don't 
you try the game with your time-table, 
sometime? 

DORIS LATIMER, '27. 

Via Bus 
We were jiggling along in the great orange 

bus. Most of the passengers had left us at 
orth Grafton depot. There were just the 

two drivers, another girl, and myself-that 
is, except Sonny. Sonny was a little fellow, 
about ten, I think, with his cap pulled down 
so that it hid much of his dark, pointed, 
foreign-looking face. 

One of the bus men lounged comfortably 
on the back seat. From time to time he 
shouted jokingly to the man at the wheel. 
"Don't forget onny, ' he called. The driver 
turned to the boy. 

'Where you going, kid?" 
"It's a little house on this side," he jerked 

his head, "and you go slow and I guess I can 
tell you." Then we paused before each of 
the little yellow cottages that form the out
skirts of the Grafton Insane Asylum district, 
through which we were to pass. 

(Coctinucd on page 11) 

1 
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When Betty first came to college, campus 
life was easy and carefree. The girls were 

friendly, and hockey was such fun! But it 
wasn't long before a tiny cloud began to 
gather in the purple distance behind the gym 
-someone whispered, "Wait until mid
years!" "Six weeks" came along then, but 
Betty found that they were not so bad-a 
nuisance rather than a worry. Mid-years 
sounded so much worse that Betty was 
afraid of their very name. She heard such 
conflicting accounts. The Sophs told her 
how hard they were and bow many people 
flunked them last year. "Don't expect to 
pass that course," they would remark casu
ally. 'Nobody ever docs . She always flunks 
half the class for the fun of it." The J uniors 
were more encouraging, but scarcely less 
terrifying. "Study hard, my children," one 
would advise. " I always drink five cups of 
black coffee just after d inner, and then stay 
up most of the night to study the outline I 
have made." As for the attitude of the 
Seni.ors, Betty couldn't quite make out 
whether they were serious or whether they 
were spoofing her in their own cu rious, d ig
nified manner. Some of them told he r that 
she must study very ha rd, and others just 
laughed and said, "Exam. time is the only 
time you have to you rself all year; I hope 
there will be good skating that week." 

And then mid-years was only two weeks 
off. Betty went to her J unior sister for ad
vice. Alice told her all about outlining her 
notes so that she could get a comp rehensive 
view of the subject. "What a job!" thought 
Betty, as she went back to her room. "I 
must begin at once." And so she did. When 
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mi~-:Years finally came, Betty was ready and 
Waiting. The skating was good, and the 
Weather warm enough for hiking. Betty had 
lots of time, but no one to share it with her. 
All her friends were busy drinking coffee 
after dinner so that they could study the 

outlines which they had made that day. But 
Beuy soon found that she was not the only 
farsighted girl on campus; she made friends 
with girls she had never noticed before, and 
found them entertaining for the ten days of 
exams. 

Loneliness 
We cannot at times shake off that terrible 

se~se of being lonely. It overtakes us in the 
midst of the crowd as well as when we are 
all alone. Sometimes it visits us when we 
are most busily employed, and sometimes 
when our hands are folded for rest. It does 
not get away from us, neither would it be 
Well f<;Jr us to get away from it. As long as 
there 1s a vestige of the spirit kindled within 
us, loneliness will at times be our lot. It is 
an attitude of the soul, and spiritual death 
alone can free us from it. 

Loneliness is the soul's confession of its 
own greatness. It is an assertion of that 
divine nature within us which the world docs 
n?t silence or satisfy. It is an evidence of 
dissatisfaction with our human selves and 
with our companions, animate or inanimate. 
It is the passive revolt against the dictates 
of the flesh, and is the yearning of the spirit 
for its rightful claims. Great souls have 
Worked in deep silence and utter solitude. 
It will not be very far from the truth to say 
that the greater the soul, the deeper the sense 
of loneliness. 

In our college days, when we are standing 
at the parting of the ways, loneliness takes 
possession of us most frequently and deeply. 
Some of us, in our attempt to get away from 
painful feelings of loneliness, indulge our
selves in gayety and try to drown the still, 
small voice of our conscience in the jangling 
tunes of jazz music and the noisy, fruitless 
gossip of the crowd. We hardly realize that 
thus we are stifling the first intimation of 
our greatness. The moments when we feel 
loneliness most are the moments when our 
soul is growing, our energy waxing, and our 
thoughts maturin . Every soul must accept 
loneliness as a necessary stage of its devel
opment. 

Loneliness, moreover, is the only means 
which brings us into close contact with our 
own soul. vv e know how pleasant it is to 
make friends with the congenial soul, but 
there is no friendship more profitable and 
lasting than that of ou_r own so~l. So let us 
drain the cup of lonclmess to its last drop, 
and make a lasting friendship with our own 
soul in our college days. 

SHIO SAKANISHI, 

Cynic 
Why rail at death? It's life that separates; 
Life, turned and tangled by the heedless f~tes, 
Is like some wit whose all too humorous vem 
May bring a laugh to some, to others pain. 
Both those who laugh and those who weep must know 
That in the end their time will come to go, 
But life they try to shape! Poor human folk 
Who fail to recognize life's little joke! 
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HAil in the Day 's 

Via Bua - Continued 

"No, it isn't this," sa id Sonny to each 
place in turn, craning his neck to see farther 
down the road. 

' But what's the name of the place, kid?" 
the driver insisted. 

"It's the 'Hospita l Cafe', and I've been 
there before, and I guess I know what it 
looks like," the little fellow piped. 

We stopped beside a little group of uni
formed nurses, out for a stroll. 

"Where's the 'Hospital Cafe'?" asked the 
driver, leaning out. 

"Never heard of it before," was the reply. 
We bumped along. 

"I tell you, Bill," said the man in the back, 
"it's the Westboro Asylum that he means. 
There's a little eating room there." 

"No, it isn't," Sonny declared. "It's in 
Grafton . They told me so." 

'~le drew up where a laborers' gang was 
work ing in the road. 

"Do you know anything about a 'Hospital 
Cafe' round here?" Bi ll asked the foreman. 

" othing 'round here except Sinclair's 
tonic stand. Don't mean that, do you?" 

Sinclair's was the last house in the colony. 
\\ c would try it. 

"Does that look like the place?" Bill asked 
the boy. Sonny was a little uncerta in, but 
he hopped down the steps. 

"Come back and tell us if it's all right," 
the men shouted after him. With his hand 
on the latch of the tonic stand door, he 
turned back to us and grinned. Then he 
nodded emphatically, unmistakably. With a 
jerk and a grating of gears, we rumbled on 
up the hill. Aren't bus men wonderful? 

Lucy M. NouRsE, '27. 

Work"··· Continued 

Day Dreama 
I'm cold l I haven't been able to get warm 

all day, for my little, seven-coil radiato r is 
too small to be effective, and every class I've 
attended has been chillier than the one 
before. 

I wish, instead of sitting at an untidy, 
paper-strewn desk, wrapped up in a discon
solate-looking old gray sweater, with my 
feet tucked under me to keep from congeal
ing, I wish, instead of being where I am, I 
was many miles away in sun-drenched 
Spa in! 

I shou ld like to be in a square, shut-in 
little court-yard, age-mellowed to a pictur
esque deshabille, with riotous scarlet-pepper 
vines clambering up the old stucco pillars, 
and twin ing saucily around the grinning 
demons' heads that serve as water spouts. 
There should be a tinkling founta in in the 
center of my court, letting its sun-gilded 
drops fall lazily into a square, shallow pool, 
whose crumbling rim can hardly keep the 
bright-colored li ttle lizards, climbing about 
it, from mingling with the flam ing gold-fish 
inside. I should have a paroqueet chuckling 
to himself as he flirts and preens on an old 
brass ring that was taken with a stately gal
leon in the buccaneering days as one of the 
h<?ops about a sturdy cask of Amonti ll ado 
wine. 

And I should be in the midst of the flow
ery sunlight, recl ining on a pile of rainbow 
cushions, while a gallant toreador, in black 
and scarlet, twangs his guita r for my plcas
u re, and begs for the crimson rose, tucked 
unde r the lace of my manti ll a. 

What wonderful things day dreams are! 
I have grown quite warm in pictur ing mr 
Castilian garden. 

Run1 V. HAMBLEN. 

" 
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BOOK REVIEW 
The Dominant Blood 

RosERT . l\kCwru: 

"The D ominant Blood" seems to me one of 
the most promising of the first novels of the 
Year. It is characterized by restraint and 
careful disciplining rather than by the ex
uberant joy in life that has marked the crop 
recently from what might be termed the col
lege school. 1'1r. kClu re has plainly writ
ten by a process of elimination rather than 
by a pouring out of the accumulated pressure 
of four yea rs of daily themes. o place is 
the contrast more nuticeable than in the few 
minutes of description of the hero at Yale . 
In those few pages the conversation of 
Evans and his friend Gobie shows the 
st~rtling peculiarities of the Yale-Tinker 
mind as it appears in Cyril Hume and the 
Benet Brothers-a sudden throwing in al
most sans context of peculiar allusions, and 
a habit of half-framed sentences, and poeti
cal relapses. 

h Ir .. McClure is minus ~ny ?f this type of 
. Ystena, and as a result 1s minus the flam
ing quality of youth. His is a story of the 
War, but it is not the tale of a youth suddenly 

thrown into that stupendous struggle, told 
with all of youth's capacity for passion. 
Rather is it the careful tracing of the heritage 
of a boy of German-American parentage
German of the second and almost the first 
generation, rich with money that was made 
in a brewery that bore the name of Molden
hauer; of that boy, who had lost faith in his 
dead Anglo-Saxon father and had all pres
sure from his German mother, faced with 
the war. 

The problem makes fascinating mature 
reading, its emotion being mature emotion. 
The characters, especially those of old i\Iol
dcnhaucr the founde r of the family fortune, 
and of E\·ans, the father, are well thought 
out. The dominant figure of Augusta Evans, 
especially as an old woman, is clear; tl:e 
memory of the red-headed murderess 1s 
vague, but arresting. 

The author has done what is a definite 
piece of work, well moulded, well rounded, 
and showing clearly that this is not a man 
of one book, for surely the writing of many 
books, though torn in secret, went to the 
making of this one. 

M. FLARSHEil\I, '24. 
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Caste and Outcast 

E. P. Dutton E:J Co. 

For a truly illuminating picture of every
day life in India and for truly fascinating 
reading, one cannot afford to miss "Caste 
and Outcast." It is told by an Indian of 
India-the India of symbols, of prayers, and 
of mysterious priesthoods; of poetry, of beg
gars, and of mystic and beautiful philosophy. 
He gives us vivid glimpses of his days of 
apprenticeship to the priesthood; his initia
tion, his begging, his pilgrimage to Bellares, 
to the hills. 

What exquisite melody there is in the 
prayer with which the people greet the sun 
each morning. "Oh, blossom of eastern 
silence, wandering upon paths dustless and 
untainted by the feet of man, bring thou the 
dawnward way and be our advocate before 
the speechless God!" 

The second part of the book relates his 
experiences in America-his association with 
anarchists, Socialists, etc.; his e. periences at 
college and his impressions of America. In 
the epilogue he says: "The future of this 
country is more staggering than the past of 
India. A supreme desolation is America's, 
and this desolation is as alluring as that of 

the Himalayas-no dead generations rock 
the cradle of the men born here. I felt in 
America as in Asia an auk-human outlook." 

Sixty Years of American Humor 

Edited by JOSEPH L. FRENCH 

Published by Little, Brown Co. 

Apparently there was no merican humor 
until the middle of the 19th century, when 
Artemus Ward achieved uproarious ap
plause both in England and America with 
his poor spelling and ulgarity. We confess 
we did not find "1 he Shakers" or "The Free 
Lovers" amusing. 

LJ osh Billings we merely skimmed, being 
warned off by pages of misspelling, such as 
"tha haint got enny friends," etc., , hich 
bored us exceedingly. 

Mark Twain, Eugene Field, and Ruth 
.McEnery Stuart arc readable and amusing, 
but we found our greatest delight in Stephen 
Leacock, Octavius Roy Cohen, and Robert 
Benchley. \Ve arc sure, however, that we 
could have chosen funnier and more repre
sentative selections, especially from Stephen 
Leacock. Fancy neglecting "Nonsense ov
els" in favor of "Spoof." They are not 
comparable. 

The Woman Speaks 
You left me nothing; only memories 
To ease my spirit through the coming years, 
And now you'd take them from me, even these 
Poor playthings, and the frequent source of tears! 
And yet I would not lose them. Tell me why 
You seek to spoil their sweetness, why each day 
You talk so bitterly? I fear that I 

fost lose my hold upon them if you stay. 

I pray you go. Although my love remain 
You need not find the matter one for mirth; 
You need not sully purity with stain, 
Nor aim to prove that love is short, on earth. 
I'll hear your words and answer th rough my pain: 
My love is just as great as at its birth. 
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From the recent statistics gleaned by the 
'."\lumna: Secretary, we discover that Wheaton 
·~ something of a family college. In addi
tion to three pairs of twins, there are at 
present a number of sisters here, and many 
of the girls have had sisters, cousins, aunts, 
or mothers here in former years. 

Three are following in the footsteps of 
their mothers-Rosella Ames, Isabel Horner 
and Alice Richards. Those who have had 
relatives here some time ago are Pauline 
Allen, Margaret Batchelder, Annie Capen, 
Charlotte Crosby, Martha Dunbar, Grace 
Ellis, Marian Fuller, Elizabeth Gardner, 
Dorothy Grimes, I elen and Mary Heyward, 
Dorothy Holden, Ruth Lambert, Mary 
Lane, Charlotte Lowe, Pauline McLoon, 
Belen 1ayhew, Helen Olney, larian Pratt, 
[loise Prentice, Theresa Proctor, Elizabeth 

eynolds, Eleanor Ripley, Dorothy Sayre, 
Constance Southworth, Dorothy and Flor
Wee Sumner, Helen Woodbridge, Elizabeth 

ood, Helen Whitehead, Emily Blaisdell, 
~race Cohen, and Margaret and Elizabeth 

all . 

Some of the relatives have been at 
Wh~aton in the memory of this college gen
~rat1on. liriam Brooks' sister, Rachel '23, 
is teaching English in the Junior High School 
at Franklin, N. H. Georgia Cook, '23, is 
the Educational Director at Gladding's De
partment Store, Providence. Ruth Heller, 
23, has just announced her engagement to 

Franklin Hannock. Elizabeth Jameson, for
merly in the class of '26, is taking a course 
in Domestic Arts at the Y. W. C. A. in Bos
ton. M ary Knight's sister, Teien, '22, is 
acting as private secretary to her father, who 
is engaged in the mining business in Bristol, 
Tennessee. Jeanette Lin scot, '22, is teach
ing mathematics in the Woodward Institute 
at Quincy. Dorothy Tewton, '21, is teaching 
English in a French school in Alencons, 
France. Lucia Bliss, '23, a cousin of Harriet 
and Barbara herman, is in a bank in Fall 
River. Alice Thorpe, '23, is teaching Eng
li sh at the Rhode Island College of Educa
tion in Providence, and is studying for her 
master's degree at Radcliffe. 

Katherine Douglas, '23, is traveling 
abroad. Florence Baker, '23, is teaching in 
the Plymouth High School. Elizabeth Sav
age, '23, is teaching French in the East 
Orange High chool. Kathleen Emerson, 
'23 is living at home, and tutoring a boy in 
college subjects. Iarian Merrell, '22, is in 
Dansbury, Connecticut, for her second year 
as librarian of the State Normal School 
there. Dorothy Goerz and Marguerite 

fayer '23, arc working as instructors in a 
children's museum in Brooklyn, N. Y. Lil
lian Spe\:r, '22, is attending the Library 

chool connected with the New York Public 
Library. ~larietta Bell, '23, is going to Sim
mons Secretarial School. Louise Dingwell, 
'24, is studying dietetics at Johns Hopkins. 

1 
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Jordan Marsh Company 

The Carnival Season 
In our Misses' Sport Apparel, you will find 

Everything you may need in correct 

and fashionable Sports Attire 

Our Shopping Counselor will shop with you or for you 

Right after the Holiday Season 

~

. ---BIRD'~ --
STATIONli:kY -
SHOP · . 

· 5, WEST STIIEET 
aOSTON 11 · 

_ .. -

You will find .many values in 
Stationery at greatly 

reduced prices 

Moore, Conklin and Parker 
Fountain Pens 

Conklin and Eversharp Pencils 

c_7\1ANY GIFT SUGGESTIONS 

BARKER'S 
THE OLD RELIABLE DRUG STORE 

Eatablishcll J 8'49 at 

17-19 MAIN ST., TAUNTON 

Medicines 

Perfumes 

Kodaks 

Fountain Pens 

Writing Paper 

Fancy Goods 

Prescriptions 

Toilet Goods 

Pyraline Ivory 

Games 

Chocolates 

Novelties 

Kodak Films Developed 

F,r many ; ·tar1 'Wt have appr«ialtd 
lht patronage oj Wheaton Girl,. 
fYt hope to merit it1 continuanre. 

Pleau Patronize Our Advertisers 



FURS 
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nllil l l nn$51ln 
lof rect kliio11f fo'lJt{;],en o!)}fb-Jer 

372·378 Boylston Strcc(.Boston_A1om1chusetu 
T clepbon c Back Bay 8500 

SKIR. TS 

NECKWEAR 

DRESSES 

BLOUSES 

COATS 

SWEATERS 

HOSIERY 

None Equal 
Our Silk 

Auortmen" 

UNDERTHINGS 

Thresher Brothers 
"Tl,, Daylit nt Sp,cia/11 Silk Stou " 

19 TEMPLE PLACE 'rhrougb to 41 Wu t SL 

BOSTON. MASS. 

T he Firat 
and Q..;lfinal 

Silk Store 

Highest Quality-SILKS and VELVETS-
SELL IIERE FOR LESS TIIAN ELSEWHERE 

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

U
Beeauae we are " S peclnll ts In SIiks and Velvets" and the largest retail silk organiza tion In the 

nlted Stntes. \ 'Vo aro located on the fHth floor, ther by llmlnattng the xorbltunt street- noor 
r ents , a nd do not deliver, bu t each patron <.leslrlng goods sent pays for her O\\ n delivery. 
T here are numerous other reasons why you can purch:\Se sllkR al T ll l tE II Elt BRO , made by 
the leading Amer ican and Eu ropean 111anufacturcri, at u saving ot Hi to 30%. 

Alao SILK and LINGERIE BLOUSES, SILK PETTICOATS, SILK KNICKERS, 

COSTUME SUPS and TUNIC SLJPS 

Plt.ilaclelphia Store, 1322 Cheatnut Street Cleveland Store, 1148 Euclid AYenue 

Baltimore Store, 17 W. Lexinaton Street 

Pleau Patroni:r.e Our Advertisers 
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WILLIAM A. DOE CO. 
WHOLESALE DEALERS IN 

Beef, Pork, Lamb, Veal, and Poultry 

BUTTER, CHEESE, EGGS 

OILS, OLIVES, SELEX 

JAMS, PICKLES, FTSH 

Faneuil Hall Market, Boston 
MAIN OFFICE, 34 MERCHANTS ROW 

Telephone. Congrcas 7020, All Departments 

-headquarters for 

nationally known 
DRUGS. MEDICINE 

wearables 

Next to Post Office ATILEBORO 

AND 

TOILET ARTICLES 
AT 

Attleboro' s Leading 
Drug Store 

The largest and most complete line in 
the citg al Lowest Prices 

FISK'S 
C. B. DA VIS, R ... Ph,rm,cia~ 

No. 1 Park Street, Attleboro, Man. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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p· ercing the Great Divide 

• The Gcnerol F.:,c~trk Com
P?nr indudta numy a~
c I a li 11 t 1--e.'lgi n ccrs wh o 
know about tunneh: cngi .. 
nccis who know nbout 
street t:~~ht:n~; c.nr.intt.rs 
who k.,o·N c I \1Ut the dee• 
tr ific~tion of f nctor lca. 
TJ~cse men nrC" hclpioc t o 
b!'1ld t he better an I hnp. 
P1cr America in whi.:h 11ou 
will li ve. 

ll you ore in terested in 
learning more i,bout whnt 
cJec tricity is doina wiitc 
for R eprint N o. ARJ9 l 
COntalninii a complete set 
or these advert isements. 

West of D enver is the Continental Divide; 
hemmed in behind it is an undeveloped district 
twice a s large as Maryland. That fertile area 
the new Moffat Tunnel will open up. 

General Electric mine locomotives are carrying 
out the rock, a nd G-E moto:-s are driving air 
compressors and pumping water from under
ground rivers. 

The conquests of lectricity on land and sea, in 
t he air and underground, are making practi~r l 
t he impossibilities of yesterday. It remam~ 
only for men of ability to fi nd n ew things to 
do tomorrow. Thus does Opportunity of 1925 
beckon college men and women toward greater 
t hings £s yet undreamed, and to a better 
world to live in. 

SCHENECTA DY . NEW VORIC 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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C. E. C-,,h.imer. Supl. E. S. Hambl<l'I. Mir. 

Norton Power & Electric Company 
Electricity for Light, Heat 

and Power 

NORTON, MASS. 

I h I Norton 100 
T e ep one, I Franklin 273 

Cotrell & Leonard 
ALBANY, N. Y. 

CAPS 
Maker. ol 

GOWNS 
HOODS 

For all l)qrees 

lntcrcoll~ate Bureau of A cad~mic: Costume 

WHEATON INN 
NORTON. MA8S. 

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 

--~---.. --........._.. _ _. 

Pleau Patroniu Our Advertiurs 
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THE A. S. INGRAHAM CO. 

MANUFACTURERS' SUPPLIES 

ACIDS and CHEMICALS 

Wholesale Dealers in 

PAINTS, OILS and VARNISHES 

Attleboro, Mass. 

"For the folks back home" 

YOUR PHOTOGRAPH 
Special rate to Wheaton Students 

The O'Neil Studio 
'Photograph, of the better kind 

24 PARK ST. Phoce 647-M 

ATTLEBORO 

Oppo,ite rim National Bank 

.?ttake ,Your appointment now 

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. 

HANSON & CO., INC. 
27 BROADWAY 

TAUNTON, MASS. 
Atrenta for 

~ 
~ WO.,,-,llLU . 

CHOCOLATES 
Th• Candy of £,ccell•nc• 

Wright & Ditson 
ATHLETIC OUTFITIERS 

SKATES 

SNOWSHOES 

SKIS 
TOBOGGANS 

SWEATERS 
KNICKERS 
SCARFS 
SPORT SHOES 

We Specialize in Winter Sports 
Equipment, and the proper Clothing 

and Shoes for each Sport 
(Sead for Winter Catalo1ue) 

344 WASHING TON STREET 

BOSTON 

Please Patronize Our Advertfrers 
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GEORGE ALLEN 
<•ucc1tS801l TO ~RANK M, WIL8UR ) 

®ptnntetrist atth ®.ptirtnn 

ROOM 17 

TAYLOR BUILDING TAUNTON, MASS . 

HOU Re a.SO- la 2 • 5,30 9ATURDAY EVENING 7 -e.so 

OTHl!:R EVENINGO BY A~~OINTMS:NT 

SANSOUCI DEPT. STORE 
nion St., opposite Post Office 

HOSIERY 

CORSETS 

LEATHER GOODS 

SMALLWARES 

NOTIONS 

RIBBONS 

NECKWEAR HANDKERCHIF:FS 

SILK & MUSLI UNDERWEAR 

Attleboro, Mass. 

11\ay & <lTit 
ilinthtrtiue Apparel 

101 tDUHam &trtd, Nr1u il,rllforh. flluuu. 

A SHOP 

for lfrr mI10 Jiau ucquin>ll mlubnm ht brr.as 

- murer.ent -

1Rrorks ltnbertlJing.a 

lllilrap11 Jln.ai.ery 

Nerkw.ear illll u.ae11 

&µnrt Woggery QI.outs 

Wail.or.ell &uit.a Q!nr.a.ets 

Mansfield to Norton, $ 1.50 Boston, $14.00 

ALL CLOSED CARS 

The Albert A. Waterman Co. 
TAX/ SER VICE 

Day or Night 

Phone: Office 158.J: Res.: 379-M 

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. 

Developing, Printing, Enlarging 

Waterman Fountain Pena 

Eversharp Pencils 

Victrolas and Records 

Repairing of Every Description 

12 No. Maio St. Bronson Bldg. 

Attleboro. Mass. 

Pleau Patronize Our Advertisers 
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SMITH 
PATTERSON 
COMPANY 

Designers and makers 

of School, College and 

Fraternity Jewelry of 

the highest grade. 

52 SUMMER ST. 

BOSTON, MASS. 

invites the patronage of the Faculty, Graduates and 
Undergraduates of Wheaton College 

FLORIST 
IMPORTER OF ITALIAN ARTS AND ANTIQUES 

342 Boylston Street : : Boston _____ ..:__ __ ___:__:_ ________________ _ 
Please Patronize Our Advertiser, 



THE WH E ATON RECORD 

LOUIS OLIVER 

333 WESTMINSTER STREET 

PROVIDENCE, R. I. 

Special rates to all students 

Satisfaction guaranteed 

Come in and visit our four 
interesting floors of mer
chandise from the world's 
markets. Our prices are 
always reasonable and 
consistent with quality. 

TILDEN-THURBER., 

Jewelers - Art Dealers - Stationers 

PROVIDENCE 

Compliments of 

B. A. BUZZELL COAL CO. 

Please Patronize Our AdvertiserJ 
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When you want a 

GOOD COFFEE 
Try Our Beat 

CUMMINGS & CUMMINGS 
New Bedford, Mass. 

Perfumery and Toilet Articles 
The largest and moat complete line 

in New England 

CONFECTIONERY 
Selected for ita Superior Quality from 

the beat specialty manufacturers 
in each line 

Prices sent on application 

S. S. PIERCE CO. 
BOSTON AND BROOKLINE 

Real service plus courtesy i11 the for
mula that has made such a success of our 
radio department. Practical radio men are 
here to assist you in selecting the riiiht 
equipment from the most complete stock 
in the city. 

''An invutment in satisfaction" 

Chandler & Barber Co. 
HARDWARE 

AUTOMOBILE and RADIO GOODS 

124 SUMMER ST., BOSTON 

Tel, Richmond 1463 01mon C. &iley, Pres. Sama•I Holmu J, Fr•d•rick Halmt• Frul. W. Hobo•• 

Lowell Bros. & Bailey Co. 

J'ru it 8. 1Pro~uce 

69, 71 & 73 CLINTON ST. 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Samuel Holmes, Inc. 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 

POULTRY AND GAME 

Stalls 10-12-14-16 and 17-19 
Faneuil Hall Market 

Buemeat 3 South Side 

Boston, Maas. 

Tel. Richmond 708 • 709-3513 

Pfrau Patronize Our Advertisers 
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"Don't you love to 1 )'' get etters. 

We would particularly 

draw your attention to 

our Stationery Dept. 

where your may secure 

the finest of quality cor

respondence paper, 

calling cards, invitations 

and announcements, die 

stamps for fraternity, 

sorority, or club station

ery, etc. 

Our line of the foun

tain pens and pencils in gold, silver and fancy enamels 1s 

most complete. 

Plan to visit this dept. on the second floor of our store, 

or if you cannot pay a personal visit write us and we assure 

you your letter will receive courteous and prompt attention. 

PLAN TO VISIT OUR STORE - NEXT TIME YOU VISIT BOSTON 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Compliments of Cut Flowers 

Old Colony Creamery Corsage Bouquets Floral Novelties 

BEST BUTTER MADE 

Complimen/J of 

Dr. WALTER E. BRIGGS 

meuttst 

BATES BLOCK ATILEBORO 

]RmrA~. -~ -~@@nm,rr 
Art Goods and Embroideries of all kinds 

A full line of yard goods 

CITY REMNANT STORE 
O,c, S & 10 Cent Store ANNIE N. O"NEIL, Prop. 

Bates Theatre 
ATTLEBORO, MASS. 

Watch the News for 
dates of coming 

pictures 

Paper White Narcissus Bulbs 

to grow in water 

HALL, The Florist 
4 MAIN STREET TAUNTON 

Phone 1422 

National Florist for Taunton and vicinity 

C-Che Latt3t Creations in StJ)les 

and Colorings 

Sport Togs 
Including 

Suits, Dre3leJ, SuJealers, CapeJ, etc., 

Lingerie and Negligee 

Ever)lthing /or the slight, girlish figure 

A Complete AMortment of Primrose House 
Preparations 

The Frill Shop 
294 Union St., New &dfo,d, Mau. 

FLORENCE G. WIUJAMS 

Pleau Patronize Our Advertisers 
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L. P. Hollander Co. 
ESTABLISHl!D 1848 

OUTFITTERS 
for 

YOUNG MEN and BOYS 
at School or College 

Selections direct from Foreign 
Makers or produced in our 
own workrooms from the 
finest Foreign and Domestic 

Woolens 

Prices Moderate 

214 Boylston St. 52 Park Sq. 

Dry Goods and Notions 

Onyx and Gordon Hosiery 

Quality Goods at Reasonable Prices 

White's Quality Shop 

11 County Street Attleboro, Ma11. 

THE GOULART STUDIO 

OF 

MUSICAL ART 

VIOLIN, MANDOLIN, BANJO ANO 

PIANO INSTRUCTION 

Boston WHl!l!LER eu1Lo1NG1 MANSl"IELD, MASS, 

L. G. BALFOUR COMP ANY 
Attleboro, Massachusetts 

OFFICIAL JEWELERS 
to 

the Majority of the National Fraternities and 
Sororities under contract. 
Designers and Manufacturers of Special Society 
emblems, School pins and rings. 
Estimates furnished on Medals, Loving Cups, 
Trophies of all kinds, and on designs of any 
special insignia. 

1925 BALFOUR BLUE BOOK mailed upon request. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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RICHMOND 885 

R. STOLAR & CO. 

WJIOUSALE AND RETAIL DEAU:llS IN 

Beef, Pork, Lamb and Veal 

ST.-.u.s 3 & 5, NEw f ANEUJL HALL MARKET 

BOSTON 

JOHN ELDRIDGE & CO. 

INSURANCE 

OF 

EVERY 

DESCRIPTION 

PHONE 1030 

CROCKER BUILDING 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

LEONARD'S 

Pure Candies 

Cake and Ice Cream 

Holiday Novelties 

Favors 

Parties supplied at short notice 

TELEPHONE 

35 MAIN STREET, TAUNTON 

ODAMS DYE HOUSE, INC. 
M. 0 . DRJSCOU.. T«u. 

1Expert illyrr.s atih O!ban.atrs 

Plant: 94 Tremont Street 

38 COHANNET STREET 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

Compliments of 

Taunton Daily Gazette 
(WUllam Reed & Sona Co •• Propa.) 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Complimenh of 

LOUIS G. BEERS 
TWO MINUTES P'ROM 

NORTH STATION 

RICHMOND 111011 
" ,1110 

J1mel1r F. H. Page Company 
Watchea 

Jewelry 
Oiamoncla 

Silverware FURNITURE 

You will nod om mcrchandiae of new and distinct 
pattern•, aad alway• of the highe,t quality. 8 MEDFORD STREET 

We 1pecialize in hi&fi llf&dc watch and jewelry 
repairiag. 

6 MAIN STREET, TAUNTON 

COR. NORTH WABHINCHON STREET 

BOSTON 

Compliment• of All lzinds of 

I. F. WHITMARSH CO. Greeting Cards and Stationery 

ot Plumbing and Heating 
Engineers and Contractors 

Pipe Fittings and Valves St. Marie's Optical Store 
H WEIR ST., TAUNTON, MASS. 28 PARK ST., ATTLEBORO, MASS. 

"I NEED TO BE SHAKEN" 

ONE PINT 

Idle Hour 
RE.G. U.S. PAT. OFF. 

CLUB PUNCH 
A BLEND OF LUSCIOUS FRUIT JUICES 

CONTAINS 1/10 OF I~ BE ZOATE OF SODA, COLORED 

Handy and ready to serve as a luscious and tiuty, refreshing Beverage for Dances, Clubs and at 
Home. T ravclers either in Motor Cars, Yachts or Trains can easily carry a bottle of this Idle Hour 
Club Punch and at any time refresh themselves with a most pleasing Beverage. 

DIRECTIONS 
To one part IDLE HOUR CLUB PUNCH add four parts ice water, chipped ice and sliced 

fruits, and you obtain a most ple.uing and refrC6hing Beverage. Ginger Ale and other liquids mix 
equally well 

SENT PARCEL POST ON RECEIPT OF 65c. 

MADE BY 

N. E. FRENCH 
BOSTON, MASS. 

Pleau Patronir.t Our Advtrtiur1 
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A GOOD PLACE TO TRADE 

ATHERTON'S 
3 7 Main Street -·• Taunton 

COMPLETE HOME FURNISHERS 

It's not too early to think 
of Spring buying! 

WHETHER you want a small 

Pierce Hardware Company 

Electrical Appliances 

Edison Mazda Lamp• 

Stoves 

remembrance or a larger Toaaters 

Grills 

Curling Irons 

Health Pada 
Radio 

gift you'll surely find what you Marcel Irons 

Want at Bostock' s I Heaters 

BOSTOCK FURNITURE CO. 
TRESCOTT STREET 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

IN FACT 

"Euerythin11 a HardUJare Store Ought to Hao•" 

15 MAIN STREET 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Try WASHBURN'S 
For a Complete Line of 

STUDENTS DESKS 
$9.90 to $20.00 

WICKER CHAIRS 
$8.98 to $25.00 

WASTE BASKETS 
75c up 

DESK LAMPS 
$1.98 up 

RUGS, $2.00 up 

BOOK ENDS, $2.00 pair 
F rce Delivery to Norton 

Washburn's Furniture Store 
COMPLETE HOME FURNISHERS 

25 Main St., Taunton, Mass. 
E1tabli.1hed 1780 

H. L. DA VIS CO. 
16-18 Trescott Street 

Taunton, Mass. 

Complete Line of Whiting's and Eaton, 
Crane & Pike's Fine Writing Papers 

Pictures and Picture Frames 
Large Assortment of Draperies 

Cards for All Occasions 

Qinmplim.enta nf 

ir. iatri.a 

Engravers 

Printer• 
Fine Stationery Student.' Suppliea lnntation• 

Vi1itina Carda Fraternity Stationery 

Mono•ram a.ad AddreH Die.at Menua. 
Pro11ranu and Dance Or.den 

The Store of Useful Glfta 

57-61 FRANKLIN ST., BOSTON, MASS. 

A Friend 

House in the Pines 

Riding School 

Tel. 43 NORTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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WILLIAM B. RAND COMPANY, INC. 
M. C. RAND. Prer.idenl Hd TreuW'er 

Printers 

289 CONGRESS STREET 

BOSTON, MASS. 

J.C. PRATT 

Groceries and Provisions 

NORTON, MASSACHUSETI"S 

Try our auon:ment of National Biscuit 
Company's Fancy Cookies 

Where everyone goes_ 

Arnutth tqe ainrner 
Wttt i.Rnnm 

Wames a specialty 

Afternoon Tea 

Supper Parties 

l.9_WJ{ J: )':S 
BETTER 

BARS 
Sc 

Pifau Patrcmiu Our Advfrtiser! 


