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0 Song Eternal! 
Ah, death's a song the angels sing on high, 
With tears that leave a rainbow iJl the sky. 
A song with moods as many as the sands 
That burn and chi ll in distant desert lands; 
And lights as varied as the lights of stars 
That ri se from seas beyond the great Sun-bars. 
A song that joy enflames a golden-red, 
And thrills with p.can chords deep empurplr<l; 
A song that sorrow wails a misty blue, 
And swoons into a sigh of darker hue; 
A song despair can crash with dissonance, 
Pink-fingered hope with beauty to enhance; 
A song that ever sings a chorus free-
Of love, with notes of si lver harmony. 

0 song eternal! l\Jighty clash of cloud, 
The fife of winds, and thunder timbrels loud, 
The preludes of the lrnilstorms,-none of these 
Can triumph o'er thy godly symphonies. 
'I hy music mo\·es the suns and moons to rise, 
And wafts the sou l of man to Paradise. 
Then swells all Knowledge in thy strains divine, 
And mortal wonders are dissolved in thine . 
. \nd when thy echoes in the winds arc pent, 
There hencls a bow across the firmament. 
The colors of thy heavenly chord to span 
Those heights, where'cr for promise watches man. 

Ah, Life's a rainbow bridge across the spheres, 
And Death's a song resounding down the years. 

NNE R osENBI.,,..·.r, '27. 

Samuel Valentine Cole 

To us 

A name, 
And more! 

A life, 
A death, 
A glory! 

And a soul that hore in passing 
Banners! 
Not of war, 

But all that beauty, love and honor 
Shall tod ay 
Stand for! 

MARJE Tno lPSON, '25 . 
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Twenty-Five Hours More 
I. 

The gent le rain which had been falling 
since the night before ceased. The cherry 
trees on both sides of the street were at the 
height of their glory. The branches,. clus
tered dense ly with blossoms, looked like a 
mass of p in k clouds, and the thinly bl_os
somed ones, lit by the sun, looked white. 
Through the pink and white blossoms, the 
dim shadows fe ll on the sidewalks. The 
breeze, now and then, made the swollen 
buds of lower branches nod their heads, but 
it was such a soft and gentle touch that it 
did not break even the spider's web sp un 
across them. Indeed, it was one of those 
calm and glorious days in April. 

Jasao, who had just had hi s lunch ac the 
Ccnturv Club as usual, saunte red toward 
his boa

0

rdin<>-housc. r o one was waiting for 
him, and there was nothing which claimed 
his immediate attention. At case, he was en
joying the glorious atmosphere. Like nature, 
the winter of his Ii fe, with its dark days 
and fro ty nigh ts, had a t last passed _awar 
His prospects were brig~t. Deep .in his 
mind there existed a mixed sensation of 
hope and pride, and especia ll y when . he 
thought of those dark days, he cou ld enJoy 
his successes with humble thankfulness. 
And as he stood under the beautifu l can.opy 
of pink, hi s fancies took Ai gh t to the regions 
beyond the daily round . Ile forgo~ the past. 
He forgot for a time eve~ that. life wa~ a 
serious struggle. ot a thing existed wh1c_h 
would cast a gloomy shadow ov~r him. His 
whole being was thoroughly m harmony 
with nature. 

In ecstasy he strolled the old, familiar 
way. As he was about to pass a pagoda, 
which was especially noted for its plain 
wood\l'ork, he cast his eyes involuntarily 
among the crowd coming toward him. 'I here 
he cauglu a glimpse of a face. A familiar 
face he thought but in the next second, 
whe:1 he rcali;cd 'that it was Aoki s, his feet 
were rooted to the sidewalk. IIowc,·er they 
were not the only things which came to a 
standstill. The whole activ ity in him 
stopped . In short, be armed himself, made 
ready for action, and waited for the other 
to approach. 

It did not tal ·c more than a minute or 
two for Aoki Lo approach. There was e,·c1"}' 
possible reason that there shou ld be as gre'.1t 
or even grea ter agitation in his mind than. m 
L\Jasao's . When he saw J\ lasao stand tng
still as though he was to face his _mortal 
foe he slac kened his pace and cast l11s eyes 
clm~n. fasao's eyes \Yerc burning with 
strong antagonism and a ~ind of f~ar, which 
he himself could not explain . Aoki s, though 
they were protesting . a:,ainst the other, 
showed a strange subm1ss1on and entreat\". 

"1\ h ! ' said J\1asao in a st rained voice. 
"Ah!" A hoarse and trembling ,·oice 

made the reply. 
l\Iasao was thinking desperately what he 

could do and what attitude he ought to tal·e 
in this situation. Reappearance of Aoki! lt 
was a thing of which he had never dreamed . 
l'vlorcover, to meet him without a moment's 
warning under the cherry trees, and in such 
an excellent mood, was the last thing he ex
pected. With the utmost effort he tried to 
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calm himself, or at least tried to appear 
calm before him. 

"When did you come up?" asked Masao 
like a soldier charged with reconnoitering 
duty. 

"Ah, about a week ago!" Aoki's deep 
voice rang in the calm air. There was not 
the slightest change in it. How many times 
Masao had been overawed by it! Was it 
not this very voice which first drew him 
close to Aoki? And as the result, he had 
suffered a heavy blow which might have 
been fatal had he not borne it with desperate 
courage. What hardships and agony he had 
had to go through both physically and spir
itually for the following six years he himself 
could hardly reckon. As he suffered and 
tasted the bitterness to the last drop, con
sciously or unconsciously within him nestled 
an intense hatred; and sometimes he even 
cursed Aoki. Now, when his prospecls were 
bright and when he was enjoying them to 
the utmost, there appeared before him sud
denly this cursed foe, as if he had sprung up 
out of the earth to threaten him and to break 
his peace. What could he do? o one 
could tell what Aoki would do the next 
moment with his audacious disposition and 
strange defect in moral sense. Iasao might 
just as well prepare to lose everything again 
without waiting for him to act. He had to 
be strong. Looking straight into his eyes 
and lowering his voice. 

"What under the sun have you come up 
here for?" said lasao. He was ready to 
declare that he would have nothing whatso
ever to do with him if he answered that he 
was going to stay in Tokyo indefinitely. 

"What have you come up here for?" This 
was his question. As it was, there was 
nothing very extraordinary. It was a simple 
greeting, only uttered a little roughly. But 
in those few words Masao put all the hatred 
and spite of the past, and fired them at him. 
Therefore, it was not at all strange that 
Aoki, who saw the real significance, showed 
an unutterably sad expression on his face. 
It was an expression in which all the agony, 

grief, and shame of a sorrowing human 
heart were struggling to find an outlet. 

"I came up here about a week ago," said 
he with a trembling voice. "But I am leaving 
here tomorrow afternoon on the four o'clock 
train. To tell the truth, I am going to the 
north-to Saghalien Island. As I thought I 
might not be able to see you again, I went 
to your boarding house, but-" He dropped 
his voice and did not finish the sentence. 

poor wretch! Masao knew well what 
that meant to him since he had an almost 
passionate yearning for the city life. It was 
an exile. But what a relief to him! ''To
morrow afternoon at four, and to Saghalien 
Island," repeated Masao to himself. He was 
happily released from the terrible dread. 
Within a little over twenty-five hours, Aoki 
would be gone. Perhaps he could be able 
to get rid of this dangerous man forever. 
Then it would be far better to part with him 
in peace than to make the situation more 
bitter. 

"Well, we can not talk here on the street. 
Let's go to the club," said Masao quietly, 
and turning round, both went into the Ccn
tu ry Club. 

II. 
About fifty young boys were sitting in a 

class-room. The first lecture on calculus, 
which was required of all the freshmen in 
the philosophy group, was just over, and 
Professor Sugimoto offered them an oppor
tunity to ask any question on the subject. 
There was a bewildered look on the boys' 
faces. Even Masao, who had been very 
good in mathematics when he , as in high 
school, was utterly l.ost in a maze. Suddenly 
Aoki-whether he had known his name be
fore or learned it then, Iasao could not 
remember-stood up and asked a question 
with a deep, clear voice. No one understood 
it, but it seemed like a very logical and sen
sible one. Professor Sugimoto, who was 
known as the authority on the subject, gave 
a smile of satisfaction, and answered him 
with the same clear voice. Then oki, 
smiling, nodded and thanked him. There 
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seemed to exist a subtle understanding be
tween them. The whole class \\ as sadly left 
n the earth, and they alone flew high up in 

the air. It was no wonder that 1fasao, who 
was a strong worshipper of heroes and men 
of genius, set his heart and soul on Aoki. 

:dorcovcr, Aoki was cry eccentric. One 
~ight a little after eleven, Masao was hurry
ing home along the college grove from the 
?bscrvatory when he saw a tall figure com
ing toward him. As they passed each other, 
he recognized that it was oki. 

'Hell o, Aoki! Where arc you going?" 
"Just for a walk!" So saying without 

even looking up, he disappeared into the 
darkness. ;\lasao stood there still, lost in 
thought. 

"A young phi losopher who meditates 
alone when the whole wor ld is in idle sleep! ' 
murmured he to himself. 

This was just an illustra tion. In fact, 
c,·ery action of oki became the source of 
great admiration t 1lasao. He was thor
oughly charmed by his strange personality, 
and with conscious effort he tried to asso
ciate with him. Ile was his absolute wor
sh ipper and a faithful follower rather th an 
his friend. 

Their friendsh ip, if one could call it such, 
had lasted a year or so without any event. 
They were juniors now. Again the autumn 
came around . The ersimmons were turn
ing yel low. Out in the field, the snow white 
fl wers of buckwheat made a striking con
trast between the golden patches of the rice 
fields and the dark green of the radishes. 
GazinA" at the distant fields fr m the top 
ftoor of the sc ience ha ll, .\Iasao wondered if 
the farmers had thought of the harmony of 
col rs in dividing the ft Ids. uddenly ok_i, 
who was sitting in the corner threw his 
note-books on the floor. 

"" hat's the use? I might just as w II 
pack up!" groa ned . he, with a letter in his 
hand. He was deathly pale. 

"What? What arc •ou talkin about? 
What' the matter?" asked Iasao turning 
from the window in great surprise. 

"Nothing. It's very simple. The Id man 
has lost ever) ccnl he had, that's all!' His 
tone was cold, and he had e,·en a cynica l 
smile on his face, but he could not conceal 
the deep disappointment. 

As far as }.,Jasao knew the father was a 
raw silk broker in the country, and judging 
b}' the way Aoki spent money, his father 
seemed to be quite well off. 

"That means you can not get money from 
home any more?" 1\ J asao could not think 
of anything to say. 

" m-m, something like that!" Throwing 
the last book he had, Aoki groaned again. 

Masao felt that it was his duty to save 
Aoki from this crisis, and he was deter
mined to do so. But what could he do? He 
himself was working his way through col
lege. He was tutoring two ) oung sons of 
Baron Kondo, a very wealthy business man 
and was given a room in return for his ser~ 
vices . Baron Kondo, then, was considered 
one of the wealthiest men in J apan, but in 
his early days he went throuoh hardships, 
starting without even a cent. 1\II he had 
was his physical strength and his father's 
debts bequeathed to him. Even after he 
had sue eeded he alwavs remembered his 
early days, and wa e~pecially kind and 
generous to young men who were working 
thei r way. Therefore, as soon as 1\Iasao 
came home, he went straight to the Baron's 
office and asked him to save Aoki. 

"Really he is a great genius. The profes
sors arc all much impressed by hi - splendid 
ability. I am sure he would contribute 
something ery great to Japanese philo ophv 
in the near futt1re," sa id 1\fasao with perfect 
confidence in his words. 

"I do not know much about philosophy, 
but I am always , ery glad to do mr share 
to assist any ambitious, promisin~ young 
man. And I shall be glad to have Aoki here 
with us," said Baron Kondo with his usual 
generosity and trust in • fasao. i\lasao never 
felt so grateful in his whole life as he did 
then. 

It was not long before oki came to 
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Baron Kon<lo's to be with l\lasao. As they 
began to live together, l\Iasao was com
pletely subjected to the will of the other. 
All the worl· was laid on Masao, while . oki 
monopolized e\·ery favor conferred on them 
from the Baron's family. However, l\Iasao 
was so glad to be able to assist Aoki that he 
never once regretted the outcome of his 
go d will. His respect and admiration for 

oki increased as the days went by, and 
they almost reached their height when 
Aoki s two long articles came out succes
sively. Those articles created a great sen
sation in the whole college, and a phrase, 
'Aoki, the •reat genius," became a kind of 
password among the students . 

Aoki was popular. His prospects ,~ere 
bright, but he was not ~s h~ppy ~s he n:11ght 
have been. His father s failure in business 
was undoubtedly a hard blow for him. He 
was an Epicurean, but being a dependent 
now, his daily life was greatly restricted. 
\\'ithin a few weeks, he sold all his unusual 
and rnluable collection of books, and spent 
what he got for food and drink. It was hard 
for him to reform his hedonistic living. But 
~lasao watched his friend's conduct with the 
same goodwill, and thought that it. coulc~ not 
be helped since he was such ? genius, <l1fT~r
ent from the common, ordinary folk like 
himself. It was just before mid-years. One 
da\' "·hen ~lasao came home a little late, 
he· found Aoki already back and before he 
ha<l time to lea \'e his books on the table, 
,\ oki unfolded a small piece of paper and 
shook it before his eyes. It was a hundred 
dollar check. With strange excitement 
~1asao iooked at it closely. 

"Ilo, where did you get that?" 
"Professor Y abe, you know him, found 

me a translation work, and because I told 
him that I was hard up, he got this much 
from the publisher in advance." 

Professor Yabe was a young philosopher, 
and Aoki had visited him once or twice be
fore. ~ Iasao was delighted at his friend's 
go d fortune, and could not help praising 
his ability to undertake such a work. 

"Congratulations, Aoki! Thats grea t!" 
said Masao, excited. 

"Thanks! Now, I have been hunting for 
my seal ever since I got home, but I mis
placed it somewhere and can't find it. Would 
you mind putting your signature and seal 
back here and ge tting this for me? You 
know where the bank is? It's the F i rst 

ational Bank by the Konda bridge." 
Of course l\lasao was only too glad to <lo 

it . He ran all the way, and came home 
breathless. 

"Thanks than ks!" So say mg, Aoki 
counted th~ bills, and taking two out, 

"It's not very much, but-," said he. 
"Oh, no, you mustn't do that." 
"Take it. I owe you a grea t deal, and 

you ought to share my good fortune." 
'\Veil, then, I thank you." ~Iasao rather 

hesitatingly accepted it. 
Of course, twenty dollars meant a grea t 

deal to Masao, who was working his way 
but the thing which pleased him the most 
was the fact that Aoki was grateful to him. 
This was the first time that oki had ever 
expressed his gratitude. 

With eighty dollars, Aoki had a very gay 
time going around to the theatres and res
taurants with his wild friends. But before 
he knew it, his pocket was again empty, and 
he was forced back to the ordinary, quiet 
life, which seemed to him almost unbear
able. 

It was the evening of April 11th-a day 
never to be forgotten for l\ fasao. After 
supper, Aoki went out for a walk. Masao 
was sitting by the desk . Suddenly there 
came upon him a strange sense of loneliness. 
Looking into the outside darkness, he sat 
there still without even trying to shake it 
off, when someone knocked at the door. 

"The Baron wishes to sec you," an
nounced a maid. 

Quite often he was called by the Baron in 
the evening either to write letters or to re
port how his sons were coming on in their 
work. Through the long corridor, he went 
to the study. The Baron always greeted 
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him with a sm ile, but that night he looked 
very solemn. Feeling a little awkward, 
1'1asao sat down before him. 
. "It is very unpleasant business." So say
in ' the Baron took out a piece of paper 
from his pocket and unfolded it before the 
boy. 

"You surely can recall this to your mind?" 
sa id Baron Kondo. 

It looked somewhat familiar, but "\fasao 
could not recall it in that second. However, 
the moment he took it up in his hands, he 
knew that it was the hundred dollar check 
which he got from the bank for Aoki. 

"The signature and seal are yours, are 
they not?" continued the Baron, closely 
watching [asao. There was something en
tirely alien in the Baron's tone and look. 

Iasao turned the check and found there 
very plainly his signature and sea l. But 
what was the trouble? He could not under
stand it. 

"I almost wish I could be spared from 
sayi ng the rest," said the Baron and paused 
a minute or two. 'When I first found that 
the check had disappeared from my desk 
~rawer, I thought it was perhaps a sudden 
impulse of one of our ignorant maids, and 
felt so rry that my carelessness made her 
~ommit the error. But I am very sorry that 
1t has turned out in this way." 

:\Jasao felt that his whole body was elec
trified. Ile sat there as if he had lost his 
senses . He could hardly believe that Aoki 
had stolen the check from the Baron's 
drawer, and moreover, that he should have 
sent him to the bank with it was beyond his 
comprehension . Did he really steal this 
check? Suddenly, like a flash , a scene in the 
classroom came up to his mind. It was 
about a month before when oki was look
ing at the German di~tionary, which he said 
that he had bought from the second-hand 
bookstore. Fujino, who was sitting by him, 
cried out: 

'Ho, where did you get that dictionary?" 
"That's none of your business," returned 

oki sha rply. 

Of course, Fujino could not say anything 
more. But a few days later l\lasao heard 
him saying: 

"It's cry strange. You remember my 
crman dictionary which had been missing. 

Well, it seems that Aoki got it from the 
second-hand bookstore. ' 

ow l\lasao could not help doubting it. 
\\ as it true that he got it from the second
hand bookstore? Was it not more probable 
that it had changed its possessor without 
any third person? When fasao was thus 
goi ng over the past scene, the Baron said: 

"I shall neither place you under restraint 
nor ask you to return it. But I think it is 
right for you to leave us, and I will say just 
a word or t, o for you r own sake. Though 
you were not subjected to any penalty this 
time, if you continue Lhis, some day you will 
not be able to exist in society." Ile could 
not conceal the scorn and anger, though his 
tone was very calm. 

"To tell the truth, Aoki had that check.' 
The words almost gushed out of l\Iasao's 
lips, but he checked them, and desperately 
tried to think what he ought to do. He re
membered how, in Wundt s psychology, it 
speaks f gen iu s as a kind of abnormality. 
Aoki a kleptomaniac! It was a very sad 
defect, but perhaps he himself could not 
fight against iL. Then, was it not l\Iasao s 
duty to protect and defend him? To be 
driven out from this home was a great blow, 
but it was nothing in comparison with com
pletely dcstroyin the career of so grea t a 
man. Ioreover, "hen Aoki would find it 
out, he might be deeply moved by his 
friend's sacrifice, and be able to rise above 
this sad moral defect. It would not matter 
how much the Baron would despise him. 
He himself was doing a heroic deed. 

"That's all. You seem to be strong, and 
if you chan~e your attitude toward life, and 
learn what 1t means to be honest and true, 
I am sure some day you will succeed," said 
the Baron. He took Iasao's silence as sub
mission, thinking it was not necessary to say 
anything more, and tri ed to hurry him back 
to his room. 



8 THE WHEATON RECORD 

~Iasao did not remember what he had 
said or how he had come out from the bar
on's study, but before he knew it he was 
walking along the corridor. His reason was 
almost completely subjected to his senti
ment. 

"Do not let the momentary passion cause 
the year's regrets,' whispered his conscience, 
but he was too romantic and too blinded 
with the strange personality of Aoki to listen 
to the clear voice of his conscience. 

?\Iasao could hardly wait for Aoki's re
turn. A little after eleven he heard Aoki 
sneaking in from the back porch. 

"Come in here, Aoki! I want to ask you 
something." 

"What?" 
' Sit down." o saying, ). [asao pushed a 

chair toward Aoki. '·That check, you know 
that hundred dollar check vou had the other 
day. Are you sure you got that from l ro
fcssor Y abe for your translation work?" 

"Nonsense! You are a suspicious fellow, 
I should say. Didn't I tell you that he asked 
me to translate Schiller's poems, and he got 
that for me from the publisher in advance?" 
There was no hesitation in ,\ oki's explana
tion, and for a moment it made .\ !asao won
der if Baron Kondo was not mistaken. 

"That's fine. I am glad to hear that. The 
fact is, I was called by the Baron a few 
minutes ago. Well, he got that check out 
and asked me if I knew about it. Of course 
I said yes. Then he said that he put that 
in his desk drawer, and I must ha\'e stolen 
it. But since you got it from Professor 
Yabe, he must be mi taken. Let's go and 
explain it to him ." 

For a moment Aoki flushed, and then he 
turned very pale. He was almost panic
strick_en and lost his usual cool, contemptu
ous air. 

"Is it true? Did the Baron say that?" 
"Surely. You will know it more definitely . 

Come along." i\Iasao stood up, assuming a 
calm attitude. Ile realized that his sub
servient position had suddenly changed. 

"Ah! I am done! I am ruined!" t-
tering a cry of despair, Aoki threw himself 
on the floor. 

''That of all things in the world, ) ou 
should do such a thing!' There was a su
perior tone in l\Iasao's voice. 

''Oh, please do not say that to me. I did 
it almost unconsciously . I knew that some 
day I would ruin myse lf," cried he, lifting 
his face. What a tragic countenance it was ! 
"Ah! what shall I do? My parents arc 
wa iting for my success, not knowing what a 
wretch I am!" With both hands he cov
ered his face. "rd asao, did the Baron say 
that he would arrest me?" Herc Aoki be
gan to sob. 

Deep in Masao's mind there came up a 
strong sympathy. "Can any one call it sin? 
It is somcthin beyond his control. Then 
why should \\'e accuse him? He ought to be 
pitied," said ?-. lasao to himse lf. 

'Don't cry, Aoki," aid }vlasao, putting 
his hand on ohs shoulder. 'Now, to tell 
the truth, I am taking the responsibility o f 
your offence, and I am going to leave th is 
house. Even if I had placed the responsi
bility upon you, I should sti ll have to bear 
the blame of introducing you here and of 
drawing the check. Of course, the problem 
would be a little different if the Baron were 
to arrest us. But since it is solved merely 
by my leaving here, I have made up my 
mind to take the offence upon myself." 

'i:\o certainly not. How can I be at case 
placing my wrong upon yon? I am not such 
a cow a rd as that. Let me go to the Baron," 
said ,\ oki, trying Lo conceal a great sense of 
relief which came upon him when he had 
found that the Baron did not know the 
truth. 

"Don t be so foolish. Y 011 are not very 
str nµ-, and moreover, you must never forget 
to respect your genius. I can manage in 
some way," said fasao earnestly. 

"Ah, but ffi)' conscience would not allow 
me. Please let me confess. That's the only 
right thing for me lo do," cried Aoki, grasp
ing t\Iasao's hands . 
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" \Yell, it is too laLe. The Baron is in bed. 
Let's think abouL it quietly tonight," said 
i\Iasao. Aoki had no objection to this pro
posal, and they wcut to bed side br side. 

A~ last the morning came. i\lasao's res
olution was firm, but Aoki, who had insisted 
on saying that he would confess the Baron 
before, only kept on saying: " orry, i\lasao 
l am terribly sorry." 

That afternoon J\lasao left .Baron Kon
do's, \\'hich had been his home for the last 
three years. He had nothing to depend upon 
excep t his physica l strength . The very next 
clay he began to work in a newspaper office 
as one of the printers. Among the rough 
company and noisy machines he worked till 
lat_e at n_ight ettin • up early to studr, and 
g mg to school during the day. In such a 
strenuous life his only hope was in oki. 
lle hoped to make the gratitude which he 
might get from Aoki his moti\·e power to 
carry on the battle of li fe. 

A bitter cup, however was prepared him 
d

. , 
to rink. Contrary to J\ lasao s hope and 
c~pectation ,\ oki tried to keep a way from 
111111 as much as possible . l~ven when they 
were together, i\lasao could not help noticing 
a strange gap which had come between 
l~em. J uL it was not at all strange, for 
s111ce the recent event their pos itions had 
been completely in\·erLed. lasao had got 
the upper hand. lt was the natura l course, 
~u t how much this sudden change of posi
tion hurt Aoki's ex tremely haughty and 
self-conscious nature ?\Tasao hardly knew. 
Presumably, Lo a void this unpleasan tness, 
Aoki shunned :\fasao. AL ftrst this fact 
grieved :\lasao, and then it turned into in
d igna tion. 

E\'en this hard work was not enough to 
pay !\ lasao's expenses . \Vhen the fina l ex
aminations were over. he decided to trans fer 
~o the I mperia l Uni\'ersity of T yoto, to fin
ish his senior year and a lso to cake graduate 
work there, for there was a possibility of 
finding some better work for himself. At 
last, when the day came for his departure, 
Aok i came to sec him off . 

"This year my schedule is not verr hca\'y . 
As I am expecting to work a little, I will 
send you ten or fifteen dollars every month 
without fail so that you will not need to 
work so hard. It certainly is my duty to do 
so," said Aoki. His big eyes were filled with 
tears as the Lrain began to move on. 

l\llasao s life in Kyoto was again hard and 
miserable . He taught in a workmen's night 
school, but it took a great deal of his time, 
and the pay he got was not sufficient to O\'er 
his expenses. H.e began to regret his sacri
fice. He was paying too dear a price for hi 
momentary passion. I cing a great admirer 
of the heroes of the liddle Ages· he had 
read in the books and seen in pla~·s how the 
knights risked their lives for thci r lords and 
ladies. It was romantic and heroic. But 
thev died in a dream and for a dream and 
it ,~,as over then and there. i\ lasao's' ca e 
was a little different. E\·en when his senti
ment had cooled o!T, and he had recovered 
from his old delusions of oki still he had 
to suffer the result. 

The money, hich oki (with tears in his 
eyes) had prom ised to send ne\'er came. 
Two or th rec times Iasao wrote a letter 
telling about his hardships an asking for 
the fu lfilment of his promise. But they ,,·ere 
ne\·er answered. At last he wrote one in 
which e\'ery word seemed burning with an
ger. Sti ll Aoki kept silence. Then ~ las:io 
lost all his respect and cursed Aoki as well 
as his own foolishness. 

nother bitter cup, howe\'er, was pre
pared for lasao. During the winter vaca
tion, one of his friends in Tokyo stopped at 
l yoto on his way home and \'isited him. 
As soon as he saw Masao, 

" I suppose you do not know much about 
oki," said he. " \ el l, he is simply terrible. 
ou an not leave anything within his reach. 

He has taken much of Baroness 1· ondo s 
jewelry and disposed of it. He ha· been 
dr iven ?ut from th~ Baron'~ at last. People 
arc saymg that he 1s a ge111us even in steal
ing. You do not mind my telling you this, 
-when you ldt Baron rondos Aoki was 
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saying that you had done something wrong." 
Masao felt as if he had been trampled on 

by Aoki. The fact th~t hurt him most, 
however was that Aoki had so carelessly 
and sha~elessly done away wi~h the protec
tion for which Masao had paid so great a 
price. 11asao had sacr ificed his ,own h_appi
ness and the tru st of the Barons famil)'. to 
no purpose. ow what re~pect and ~dm1ra
tion were left in him vanished. His heart 
and soul were filled with indignation. n 
intense hatred came up, and he even cursed 
Aoki. 

It was not long before the news came to 
Masao that Aoki was expelled. 

III. 
Now this Aoki whom >- [asao had been 

cursing for the last six years was si tt~ng be
fore him. He might not kno~v what intense 
hatred lasao held LOward him, or he may 
have thou ht that Masao's inexhaustible 
good-will was sti ll his. However, it d_id not 
matter. Iasao tried to find something to 
talk about. It was very unpleasant for both 
of them to recall the past, but in the_ present 
they had nothing in common. Their class
mates were all successfu l, and to talk about 
them might be insinuating. l\Ia_sao at last 
thought of one who had taken six years to 
finish the undergraduate course and, when 

he got through, could not find any occupa
tion. 

"You remember Akamoto ?" said lasao. 
" kamoto?" Aoki paused a second. " h, 

that fool! Is he still living?" 
It would have been far more suitable to 

say, "Aoki! Ah, that wretch! Is he still 
living?" thought fasao. Even after six 
years of hardships, oki still was as haughty 
and conceited as before. Although when 
they had first met Aoki had hardly had cour
age to look up, now he assumed a superior air. 
This made Masao exceedingly unhappy. He 
was anxious to get r.id of him, but he could 
not possibly do it. Suddenly an idea came 
into his head. 

"Let's visit Kuwano," said l\,lasao. Ku
wano was an old friend of theirs, and he was 
a good-natured and easy-going fellow. 

Iasao thought Kuwana might be able to 
handle thi s dangerous, unpleasant £ellow 
better than he. Aoki had no objection to it, 
and they left the club house. 

The afternoon sun of April was casting a 
soft light. s they came to the pagoda, the 
old bell tolled three. "Twenty-five hours 
more and to Saghalien Island," said lasao 
to himself, as if he found consolation in re
peating those few words. 

Smo SAKAN1s111, '25. 

I spun a dream of moonlight, 
'Twas like a spider's web, 

o delicate its pattern, 
So gossamer its th read. 

I hung it on a willow 
Beside the gurgling stream: 

I laughed to see the fairies 
Admiring my dream. 

But as I watched, a shadow 
Came singing me a lay. 

1y dream, entangled in its words
Went far-so far away. 

MARIE THOMPSON, '25. 



T H E WH E T ON RECORD 11 

The Broken Lyre: An Allegory 

Long, long ago, when dryads haunted 
every wood, when elves ran their mischiev
ous err ands and fairies held sway, there 
lived a young shepherd named Florian. 
E cry morning early, while the dew was 
stil l on the grass, he t ok his sheep to the 
hill pas tu res to graze. W hile they nibbled 
the fresh grass, he lay under a tree gazing 
up into the green tracery of its branches, or 
peered into the depths of sti ll pools for water 
nymphs. But best of all, he loved to p lay 
his lyre . This had been given to him by an 
old magic ian when Florian bad reached his 
sixteenth year. 

' fy son' the old sage had counselled 
him '·guard this lyre as you guard your life . 
I t is a preciou gift, for by it you may ex
press all your thoughts and aspirations. It 
~vi ii a lways do your bidding. 'o delicate is 
It . that you have only to brush the strings 
with your fingers to make it bring forth 
melody, gay or sad or thoughtful, as your 
mood may be." 

And so fo r three years the boy had p rized 
the magic instrument as high ly as his ery 
life. It was his chief companion, and with
out it he should often have been lonely in 
the remote mountain pastures with only his 
flocks and dog. Even the lyre did not a l
ways suflke for company; he somet imes 
found himse lf wishing for human comrade
sh ip for he knew no one save the deaf old 
shepherd, his foste r-father with whom he 
li\'cd . Occasiona lly, on holidays, he went 
down to the village in the va lley and shy ly 
watched the boisterous dances of the vil lage 
folk or the slow processions to the church; 
but he was a lways an awkward ou tsider, and 
he was well awa re of it. 

One day, as he sat leaning against the 
rough trunk of a cypress tree, close to the 
edge of a cliff that commanded a view o f the 

valley, he was suddenly overwhelmed by a 
feeling of absolute desolation. Ile had never 
felt so u tterly alone. His eye swept over 
the wide, sunli t valley, with its placid vil
lage, its pleasant farms, its gay, swift little 
river. Ile could see men at work in the 
fields, like bright insects in their pea ants' 
blouses. It was such a pleasant, c m fort
ab le scene. Why should not he share in 
that happy village life instead of dwelling 
alone on the mountain? Ilis misery \\'as 
more than he could bear in silence. IIc 
reached for his lvre and had barek touched 
the strings before it gave forth, ce.mingly of 
its own accord, a plaintive song of anguished 
longing. Before he had played more than a 
score of notes, an amazing apparition 
gleamed before his startled e\'cs. o sur
prised was he by this magical appearance 
that he dropped his instrument. Imme
diate ly th_e figure disappeared and a laugh
ing oice wh ispered; 

" If you want to sec me, you must play 
your lyre. Only its music can brin me 
back." 

s in a trance, he plucked the strings, 
eagerly awa iti ng the rcappca ranee of the 
vis ion. he soon returned to stand this 
t ime beside him. She was entrancingly, un
believably lovely a creature so airy, so 
ethereal that the young shepherd stared, 
fasc inated, afra id lest she vanish into the 
air aga in. 

"" ho arc you?" he asked, when at last 
he found his voice. 

" D o you not know me? Then l cannot 
tel l. You will ha e to discover for yourself 
but I am here because you wished for me.'; 

" I wished for you! I do not remember
and how could ( when I did not dream that 
you existed?" 
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"You are just beginning to realize that I 
do exist. That is why you wished for me, 
unknowingly, perhaps." 

"Are you real or a dream?' 
"That is for you to answer. It all depends 

on vou." 
,;But how? I do not undersLand." 
"I know," she smiled. ''lt is all very new 

to you now. But if you want me, I shall 
come to vou here e\'ery day, just at this 
time, at s~nset, but only when you play your 
lyre. That is your only means of summon
ing me, remember!' 

nd the vision vanished as Florian ceased 
plaving. For a long time he sat and mused 
on · the strange event. The sha<lows deep
ened in the valley, engulfed it, and p~esently 
lights flashed on in the cottage windows. 
BuL he no longer wished_ himself a pa.rt of 
that homely sphere. His new expertcnce 
uplifted him. 

''Surely," he thought, "such things hap
pen only to those who dwell apart on moun
tain tops." 

Each clay, in response to his lyre, the 
vision returned always at sunset and always 
near the cypre;s on the cliff. Soi:icti~es ~e 
grew impatient to sec her, and tr_,ed tn yam 
to summon her before the appomted time, 
but she ne\'er came. And each day he tried 
Lo solve the mystery of her identity. His 
questions she laughingly refused to answer. 

"It lies with you to recognize me. I can
not tell you.' 

He was perplexed and then angry. He 
pretended to be indifferent. He left his 
sheep in charge of his old foster-father and 
went down to the village to watch the holi
day festivities. Ile also summoned courage 
enough to buy flowers an? .sweet cak~s from 
the village girls and to JOJn the bo~stero~s 
games of the boys. He came off victor m 
one of the contests, which aroused the curi
osity and admiration of the damsels, and 
they coyly sought him out. But their ad
vances did not interest him, and he returned 
to his mountain, weary and depressed. 

He longed with a fierce desire for the 
morrow when he could again summon the 
vision with his music. If she would only 
come! Perhaps through his neglect he 
might have lost her. That would be more 
than he could bear. He could not sleep that 
night, but roamed alone over the mountain, 
at 1.ast throwing himself down Otl the ground 
exhausted for a brief rest. The day, when it 
came, seemed endless; he had to seek a 
fresh pas tu re for his flock, farther away so 
that it was a little past sunset that afternoon 
when, breathless, he reached the trysting 
place. 

Flinging himself down near the tree, he 
eagerly grasped the lyre and poured forth 
his whole sou l in a song of infinite desire. 
anguish and tenderness. Presently the lim, 
lovely figure appeared close beside him. Fler 
face, which was usua ll y radiant, was sub
dued and thoughtful. 

She spoke: "You know me now." 
"Yes, a thousand times yes!" he cried. 

' Why have I been so blind? You arc the 
one I love, love more than the whole world! 
Oh, let me cease this endless playing and 
touch you just once! Let me discover if 
you are indeed real!" 

But as he reached out his hand to her, the 
lyre dropped from his bold, and the appari
tion was gone. He seized the instrument 
again and played wildly, beseechingly. 

She reappeared, more wraith-like than 
ever in the pale, yellow light. 

"Oh, do you not know me?" she asked 
sadly. 'I am your idea l, the ideal you are 
always searching for, but which ) ou will 
never attain. You ca nnot touch me, for I 
am immortal. I can exist in spirit only-in 
your thoughts, in your vis ions, in your deeds 
Is not this enough?" 

He started up angrily. 
' I do not believe you. You arc cruel to 

tantalize me so. You arc no ideal, but an 
enchantress who enslaves poor morta ls li ke 
myself. You tempt and beguile us, to give 
nothing in return, nothing but this fleeting, 

i 
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maddening presence, spurring us on to-
nothing!" 

"No, no!" she protested, moaning. "You 
cannot have recognized me if you think that. 
[ ha c told you- I am an ideal, and hence 
immortal and unattainable. But I can in
spire you and guide you . Oh, listen and 
follow, I beseech you!" 

tell you you arc an enchantress, a deceiver, 
but you shall not deceive me further. Sec! 
I destroy this cursed lyre which places me 
under your power." 

"I have had enough of li stening to you. 

As he tore off the strings and hurled the 
broken lyre over the cliff there came an 
agonized shriek that echoed weirdly across 
the fast darkening valley. 

You mock me· you urge me on. Where? I GRACE LIPP! ' C01,, '25 . 

In this great life I lo e the things 
\ hich stand apart above the crowd. 

A stately ship, an aged man, 
A woman's tears, a shroud. 

I cringe at thoughts of poverty, 
Of common liars and baser thieves; 

I love the perfect summer day 
Which nature oft-times weaves. 

I love the organ's deepest tones, 
Tranquility of sleep and death. 

I dread the grim uncertainty 
Of our so mortal breath. 

But what I love the most of all, 
Which our Creator formed for man, 

Is friendship's firm and sacred bond
The same since life began . 

The sky is like a bamboo screen 
That's stretched across my window-pane; 
It's very blue, and in between 

re narrow yellow cracks for rain. 
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The Elusive Rhyme 
Friendship 

Though all else in the world be new in 
Spring, 

Our friendship grows more precious with its 
age; 

There is a soothing strain no youth can 
bring, 

A calm where storms of doubt were wont to 
rage. 

Ar und us two, Life wrote a pleasan t page 
Where fragrant echoes of the past sLi ll cling; 
Though. all else in the world be new in 

pnng, 
Our friend hip grows more precious with its 

age. 

pon the air the youthful voices rin , 
,\s ~atu re makes of Earth a Ii ing stage; 
I n truth there scarce is any lovelier thing 
Than early bloom, yet this we must engage : 
Though all else in the world be new in 

Spring, 
Our friendship grows more precious with its 

age. 
REI.EN S ILVERSTE IN, '25. 

The Ship of Dreams 
One day we three in shady arbor, 
Pensive with the hour and tea, 
Were gazing out upon the harbor, 

Where the sun-bathed ships at sea 
Rocked and rode before our ken,
Till thoughts rocked on accord ingly. 

Our fair-haired one stirred first, and then 
With sighing broke the silence there: 
"My ship knows not the stars of men! 

~Ty ship rides not by compass' care, 
or by the means of steam or sai l; 

For mine's a ship that floats on ai r, 

When seas arc black beneath the gale. 
0 Ship of D reams ! West-bound alway! 
You pass o'er man's horizon pale." 

"Your ship's a rosy filmy ray 
That fades wiLh every sunset." ow 
A lowe r voice broke in to say. 

Our dark-haired one, with scornful brow 
ot well in smile disguised, then sa id: 

"~Jy ship of dreams has broken prow! 

Her hold has sunk to ocean bed, 
And found it rock, not soft as sand, 
With tides a hundred miles o'erhcad. 

Her ca rgo, priceless in this land, 
Is spilled unseen in soggy wood: 
To never know a human hand." 

Then up before them both I stood, 
And sa id my mind, " In truth, your dreams 
Arc las t too bad, arc first too good. 

You're carried far by two cxLremcs." 
"And what a ship ha c you?" they cried. 
"A ship ideal to me it seems; 

ll s known as Life," I then replied; 
"You r ship docs either sai l away 
Or sink below in depths to hide. 

But mine, a sh ip,-nu ether ray,
A stout sh ip,- not a ruined hold,
Comes into harbor every day . 

Its freight is neither cloud nor gold, 
~or is it ever wholly mine. 
Life brings me Love, and dreams untold. 
The Ship of Dreams is young-and old. ' 

AN 'E RosENB1.Arr, '27. 
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June Night 
The breath of night is heavy with the scent 
Of summer's fragrant gardens fast asleep, 
Exhaling subtle odors, closely pent 
In •laring day within their petals deep. 

nd all is covered with a chiffon quilt 
Of moonlight, slowly patched with shadows 

fine 
That turn Diana's silvery shafts a-tilt, 
And cast on earth a lacy, dim design. 

There riding slow in sky, the moon face 
glows; 

Her never-winking features held in trance 
s fluffy masses white the night wind blows 

l nto a coiffure for her countenance. 
The clouds, 0 moon, your powdered tresses 

are, 
Pi! ·cl high, and pinned fast with a bri lliant 

star. 
ANNE RosE BLA'IT, '27. 

Come, Love 
Come, love, forsake thy figures, and the boon 
Of mighty finance; leave thy labors cold: 
Thy everlasting sciences in gold, 

nd whisper close with me beneath the 
moon. 

You say, her face is like a new doubloon 
That shines as lucre shone in days of old. 
0 love, thy heart is lost, that once cajoled 
Mine own to beat in time to beauty's rune. 

Your eyes are blind to aught but currency; 
Your ~ars are deaf to aught bu t clinking 

com; 
1 n all, your mind is like a money bag. 
Once you empowered me with fantasie, 
:\nd now, alas! I find my words enjoin 
Thee, like the mists upon a mountain crag. 

ANNE RosE BL rr, '27. 

Sermons 
sti llness settles on the church, 

On curtains red and blacl·-robed men
(Outside there sways a slender birch,) 

Who first begin to pray, and then 
Te ll us just how to live our Ii fe 
(Wherein there lives a female wren,) 

To well avoid impassioned strife; 
This way to gain the living God 
(A male alights. He seeks a wife.) 

And, rising o'er the loathsome sod 
Of body weight, to soul give birth 
(My moral's in the tree. How odd! 
I've found a reason for the earth.) 

HELE S1LVERSTEI ' '25. 

Milton 
As he is wise who presses on his way 
Along a straight and narrow forest road, 
Nor pauses at the crossings to unload 
His burden, when he feel s t11e heat of day; 

As, being loath to let his reason stray, 
He turns from id le pleasures, though there 

glowed 
The light of dalliance, yet which forbode 
A loss of time should he but stop for play. 

So is he wise who, setting by all fears, 
fakes choice f principles and these main

tains 
To guide him as he onward perseveres . 

Ful l well he knows that in thi s way one 
gams 

The peak of wisdom; being th rough the 
years 

A man who sees and knows and yet abstains . 
HELEN SILVERSTEIN, '25. 
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The Moon Gondola 
The moon that pricks thro' fleecy clouds 

tonight, 
o newly come from realms far, far away, 

Ts filled with tiny spirits young and gay, 
Who peer down timid from that dizzy 

height, 
Then draw back suddenly in foo lish fright, 
And for a moment almost wish for day, 
When safe at length their craft slips into 

bay, 
And rocks in shallow water clear and bright. 
Bu t we-poor mortals chained here to the 

eanh,-
\\ atch breathlessly that phantom ship pass 

by, 
And wave a welcome to the sprites it bears; 

\\'earily hoping that from downy berth 

Our saddened faces they will some day spy, 

,\ 11d send us aid, to calm our sea of cares. 

MARY \ Vi::LLS, '27. 

To Danton 

Thou pock-ma rked idol of a frenzied crowd, 

Whose words could sway the thoughts of 
maddened men, 

\Vhose , •oice aboYe the rabb le, clea r and 
loud, 

Removed the god of hate beyond thei r ken

Oh, mi •h ty second Bru tus, hai l to thee! 

A people pay due homage to thy name. 

Thou martyr to the cause of Liberty, 

1 o messenger need spread abroad thy fame; 

For deep within the minds and hearts of all 

The memory of thy fait hfulness doth stand, 

And still thy people in affliction ca ll ; 

Still doth thy spirit, ever brave, comma nd . 

Oh, DantQn, whom thy people doomed to 
d ie 

Vast tributes from the world before thee li e! 

MARY WELLS, '27. 

An Informal Discussion of Kate Hardcastle 

Dryden s Cleopatra showed remarkable 
intell igence in obtaining her desires by use 
of her beauty; oldsmitb's Kate showed re
markable beauty in obtaining her desires by 
use o f her intelligence. One would also add 
that love is not only willing to worship and 
succumb to beauty, but that love falls a ll 
o\·er itself in haste to conquer beauty-plus
wit. I t is not strange that ~ l iss H ardcastle 
is very handsome - heroines traditionally 
are-but it is agreeably surprising that a 
heroine in an eighteenth century play is 
clever as wel l. One should have a suspicion 
of that, however, when first reading the list 

of characters in the play . Kate is the daugh
ter of ulcl Il ardcast le. What a telli ng name! 
\\ hen once the battl e is on, he may be hard 
to assail, but he is not impregnable. He is 
determined to ac t on his decisions, but not 
absolutely so, for he is much more kind
hearted, really, than Sir Anthony ever 
\\'anted to be . Kate then takes after him 
for she is also a H ardcastle, but he r fi rst 
name is too much heredity. (T hese people 
always live up to thei r names .) K ate is 
sprightly, ingenious, femin ine, and wholl y 
desirable-one who would not have many 
qualms for resorting to strategy. Cleopatra 
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influenced the £ates to cut away, Lydia Lan
guish would bribe them, and Kate Hard
castle believed in pulling the threads herself. 

he would-having a name like that for 
moral support. 

Kate knew more than to depend upon 
Hastings for help, especially when the plot 
was so complicated with Lumpkins riding 
over Up-and-Down Hill and Heavy-tree 
Heath and Squash-land-which arc them
selves subjects for discussion. Besides, 
Hastings wasn't half as encouraging as 
0 Trigger might have been. As for Miss 

eville, she was rather nondescript; and 
r ate !·new she could prove ,Jarlow a per
sonification of J\lodesty or any other Virtue 
by direct compar ison . So Kate displayed 
wisdom, uncanny in a girl of her period and 
used her own little hatchet, so to speak. Her 
plan to shm,· up the disgraceful guest as a 
model suito r was amusingly original, con
sidering her day-but not her age. At a 
t ime when dJshing young captains assumed 
other names in the cause of Jove, one would 
suppose pretty young ladies to disguise thei r 
identities under titles; for Kate, try as hard 
as she would to answer to the rank of ser
vant, could not assume like characteristics. 

uch vocabulary-such phrasing-such dic
tion! 'o wonder poor i\Iarlow was induced 
to reply in like fashion, and change his first 
address of "an cl" in the fourth act to 
"madam" in the fifth. We know it took a 
whole act to accompl ish this, but Kate was 
her father's <laughter; she went after what 
she wanted. 

In all due respect tu Kate, we must men
tion how dutiful she was, and what filial 
attachment she re ealcd. Yate was not the 
ingrate to nip her father's plan in the bud 
after he had taken the trouble to pick a hus
band for her. i\ (r. larlow was said to be 
all a young woman might wish for, but ?P
timistic Kate had designs for remodelling 
him if he didn't fulfil expectations. I ate 
believed in preparedness. She was not on.e 
to disappoint papa. On the other hand, 1f 

he <li<l prove to be undesirably rescrv ·d, she 
bravely resoln:d to teach him otherwise. 
She was not one to disappoint Katie either 
-not she! 

Kate in a modern comedy would be recog
nized as a "go-getter." She would make an 
excellent daughter of 11ouvea11 riche middle
class parents. Mr. Hardcastle would repre
sent a lo able old retired manu facturcr of 
dress goods. He'd probably ha e a passion 
for percale - it's so old-fashioned. Kate 
gaily settin out to win the aristocratic 
prospect, who is out of funds and notori
ously disreputable, wou ld easily disprove 
his reputation and show him t be a good
hearted, under-rated sort who was capable 
of taking her advice in oil stock, of marrving 
her, and introducing the Hardcastlcs to 
socie ty. he would-for she's just the type! 
Impetuous but clear-headed loving but sen
sible, clever but lO\·able, pretty but admir
able, and so on. She is just the girl today 
to save her father from bankruptcr by per
suading the receiver that he is too big
hearted for such deeds. \ e doubt if she 
contd do it with the aid of her original lines, 
however. Considering her inflections, ges
tures, and eyes we cannot speak; but her 
word· arc seasoned with a lasting fla rnr of 
premeditation. To be so elegant of speech 
with so trepidating a heart! If any modern 
girl, no matter how educated or plain, ut
tered those same words in those same cir
cu mstances-spontancously-she would be 
accused of a desire for comic e!Tel'.t. \\"c 
doubt if Kate herself would ha,·e spoken 
thus if she hadn't depended upon liver 

,oldsmith for helping her to win J\larlow. 
In that she didn t make a mi. take, for 
Goldsmith knew 1farlow better than she 
did. We're sure he knew English better 
too, but in regard to Kate' ability, we think 
she could have captured the propo al of any 
man who was not set on having a polite 
book for a wi fc. In all, we like her im
mensely. 

NNE ROSENBLATT, '27. 
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Tm: Wu t:ATON RECORD is published on the 18th of 

each month during the college year, by the Staff, in 
co-operation with the faculty anJ the students of 
Wheaton College. 

Contributions are welcomed from all members of 
the student body and from the alumn:c. All manu
scripts should be handed to some member of the Staff 
before the tenth of the month. The Staff reserves 
the right to withhold or change any contribution. 

The Rt:CORD is very anxious to add new names to 
its list of Exchange~. Any suggestions should be ad
dressed to the Exchange Editor. 

All bu siness letters hould be addressed to The 
Business lanager, Tnt: \Vm:ATO N RP.CORD, Wheaton 
College, Norton, Mass. 

SveSCRIPTIONS: 

$1.50 a Year. Single Copies, 20 cents. 

It seems to us particularly fitting to dedi
cate this last issue of "THE WuEi\TON 
RECORD" to the memory of our beloved Dr. 
Cole, who has always had an active interest 
in the RECORD and given us many valuable 
suggestions and contributions . Ile was par-

ticularly interested in our proposed project 
for combining the News and the RECORD, an 
interest which was consistent with all of his 
other progressive ideas and hopes for 
Wheaton. 

We arc very sorry not to print, at this 
time, some account of Dr. Cole's life anJ 
works, but a large amount of information 
has al ready been presented to you, so that 
nothing that we might add could fittin gly 
describe so great a life. Hi s influence will 
f rever be felt here on our campus and 
among a large circle of friends, and we arc 
exceedingly glad that ours is the privilege of 
devoting to his memory even this slight 
token of our appreciation. 

With this issue, the RECORD, as such, 
comes to an end. Ever since the Rttshlight 
was founded by Lucy Larcom in eminary 
days. the magazine has been an outlet for 
the literary outbursts of Wheatonites. We 
hope that next year, when it is combined 
with the News, it will have an ever wid er 
field than it has had thus far. We do not 
consider that the step of making the RECORD 
a supplement of the News is at all a giving 
up of the REcORD1

S ideals and aspirations, 
but rather a taking on of new respons ibili
ties. It is a step forward, made necessary 
by the growth of the college and by economic 
conditions. 

We want to thank every one who has 
helped this year with contributions or other 
work. \Ve also wish the new staff the best 
of luck next year when they are experiment
ing with the new plan. And now we make 
our adieus. 
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BOOK REVIE\V 
T en Books for Your Reading List 
I. The !other's Recompense - Edith 

Wharton. 
2. The Great Gatsby-F. Scott Fitzgerald. 
3. The Loring ?\fystcry-J elTery Farnol. 
4. The Little Dark 1 fan-Ernest Poole. 
S. Power-Arthur Stringer. 
6. Sea Horses-Francis Brett Young. 
7. A Young fans Fancy-J ohn McIn

tyre. 
8. The lvstc rics of nn- lice Brown. 
9. ,olden Treasury of Irish Verse-

Lennox Robinson·. 
10. The George and the rown-Shei la 

Kave-Smith . 

T ales of H earsay 
JosEPTI CoNRAD. Doubleday, Page f3 Co. 

This volume, published posthumously, 
contains four short stories, written at various 
periods during Conrad's life. Two of them, 
"The Soul of a Warrior" and "Prince 
Roman," deal with Poland and her wars for 
freedom. In them the patriot Conrad looks 
out, anxious for Poland's victory, ardent in 
his love for her. They are unique, in that 
Conrad seldom voiced his sentiment rega rd
ing his native country in fiction . 'The Soul 

of a Warrior' is particularly notable
foun1cd on a st_riking incident in • apoleon's 
Russian campaign. In our humble opinion 
it is one of Conrad s best. 

'The Talc" and "The Black 1Iatc" arc 
the remaining stories in the book, and though 
excellent and typically Conrad, do not come 
up to "The oul of a \Varrior." 

Faith of Ou r Fathers 
DOROTIIY \ VALv\'ORTll CARM \1'. 

Harper E:1 Bros. 
If you arc tired of the 'eternal triangle" 

novel and the "conscious smartness" of the 
majority of literary fodder prepared for 
your digestion, turn to D orothy Walworth 
Carman's 'Faith of Our Fathers." It af
fords a wholesome relief and is extremely 
well written, in the bargain, with keen in
sight, an irony of treatment, and a saving 
sense of humor. 

The story is concerned chiefly with Hugh 
Bloom, a young clergyman, and his trug
glcs for what he believes to be right against 
the more worldly and material church or
ganization. His fl rst call, fortunately a brief 
one, is to Stone Valley, a crude, rural com
munity, whose apathetic inh abitants fail 

(Continued on page 21) 
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The Recording Angle 
Our attention is first caught by the son

nets in this issue. We have great admiration 
for anyone who can write in that condensed 
verse form. Inspired, we tried for the last 
time to write one ourselves: 

A little moonlight 
(That's compact!) 
What fun! 
A night in June 
With lovers packed, 
(We're done.') 

That's the ex.tent to which we can express 
our sentiments-and they're as truly as nice 
inside as those phrased so delicately in 
"June " ight." 

We rather pity the gentleman with a mind 
like a money bag. If it was like our purse 
at present, it would be quite depressed and 
empty. And who can refurnish one's mind 
by waiting on table or hemming one's neigh
bor's frocks? 

The lines on Friendship rather fit in with 
our farewells to the College. \Ve wish the 
new literary pages the best of luck, but 
please don't forget your old friend the 
RECORD. 

When we first read the title, "Twenty-five 
Hours ivfore," we thought, ' Oh, dear, here's 
another person bemoaning the short time 
left before Commencement." We had hoped 
to forget that for a while. But the story, 
which turned out to be one of Japanese 
college men, gave the heading quite a dif-

fcrcnt significance. One of the characters in 
the narrative has a well-equipped head, but 
an empty purse. It's strange how our con
tributors run to heads and finance this 
month. We can't seem to get away from it. 
Perhaps the summer plans and clothes al
lowances don't quite meet. But there, we're 
not going to say another thing about the 
close of College. 

And now, "what's in a name," anyway? 
It would seem that there's a lot. 

Kate Hardcastle, now there's a name 
For self-sufficiency to blame. 
As Susie Green, the same young maid 
On Hastings would depend for aid . 

The reading list for this month must not 
be neglected. Two mysteries with "The 
Little Dark fan" somewhere between 
them! Arthur Stringer's "Power" over the 
'Sea Horses" also sounds strangely attrac
tive. But if you read all that is suggested 
you will have your hands full enough with
out giving further attention to us. 

'Tis the voice of the students, 
I hear you declare, 

You have written too much
Stand back-give us air! 

As an Angler observant 
I notice each sign, 

So I'll bid you good-bye 
And reel in my line. 
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Book Review 
Faith of Our Fathers-Continued 

u ttcrly to respond to the young min ister. 
Then comes the call to the weal thy suburb 
of ?>.lount Vincent, and here the conflict 
becomes tang ible in the form of Andre\\' ', 
the " uspidor King," who is accustomed to 
con t rol the policy f the chu rch and the 
se rmons of the minister, because he is the 
largest contributor. Hugh fights his domi
nation successfu lly, but when he accep ts the 
charge of another church, the new minister 

of t. Vincent's succumbs, so that Hugh's 
victory is short- lived, while in mollet, an 
uglr industrial town, comes Hugh's great 
chance-to become bishop in the £\ lethodisc 
church. 11 011 church politics influence the 
choice of the bishop and Hughs defeat is 
vividly and bitterly told. But the final blow 
comes when he is sent to E stey's Corners, a 
mean little hamlet, which had been his 
father's parish in Hugh's youth. One won
ders if, in such an organizat ion, lofty ideals 
and the courage to carry them ou t pa)' . 
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Women•., Sport.1 
Apparel Shop 

Sea,nd Floo'C 

MiS.1eJ• Sporl$ 
Apparel Shop 

Third Floor 

You May Rely on Us 

To Equip You for 

Any Sports Occasion 

Jordan Marsh 
Company 

Right after the Holiday Season 

You will find many values in 
Stationery at greatly 

reduced prices 

Moore, Conklin and Parker 
Fountain Pens 

Conklin and Eversharp Pencils 

u\'IANY GIFT SUGGESTIONS 

BARKER'S 
THE OLD RELIABLE DRUG STORE 

E1tabfished 1849 at 

17-19 MAIN ST., TAUNTON 

Medicines 

Perfumes 

Kodaks 

Fountain Pens 

Writinl! Paper 

Fancy Goods 

Prescriptions 

Toilet Good, 

Pyraline Ivory 

Games 

Chocolates 

Novclcic::s 

Kodak Films Developed 

F,r many ytars wt l,av t appr«iat1d 
the patronage oj ll'htatan Girls. 
1/11 hope ta merit ill contin11a,ru. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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THE A. S. INGRAHAM CO. 

MANUFACTURERS' SUPPLIES 

ACIDS and CHEMICALS 

Wholesale Dealers in 

PAINTS, OILS and VARNISHES 

Attleboro, Mass. 

S 91 Tel. Attleboro 1112 

"For the folks back home" 

YOUR PHOTOGRAPH 
Special rate to Wheaton Student$ 

The O'Neil Studio 
'Photographs of the better kind 

24 PARK ST. Phone 647-M 

ATILEBORO 

Opposite Firot Nlltional B•nk 

~oke _your oppolnfmenl now 

We carry a choice line of Waterman's, 
Moore's and Shealfer's Fountain Pen, 
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. 

Accnbl for 

(f 
~ uc,..,111:r._,.1,, 

CHOCOLATES 
Th• Corrdy of Exe.llonr• ------

WRIGHT & DITSON 
"LEADS THE WORLD IN SPORTS" 

Headquarters for Athletic Equipment 
and Clothing for all aport• 

that girls indulge in 

TENNIS 
GOLF 

ARCHERY 
RIDING 

Sport Clothing and Shoea in our 
Women's Department, Second Floor. 

(Sead for Sprinw Catalosue) 

344 WASHING TON STREET 
BOSTON 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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GEORGE ALLEN 
(•ucc .. aaoR 'TO ,.RANK M, WtLau1111: ) 

@pt.om1'tri.a1 anb ®pttctnn 

ROOM 17 

TAYLOR BUILDING TAUNTON, MASS. 

HOUR • 11. Jlo.,a a . e .ao IIATURDAY KVENING 7 • 8 .30 

OTH IIR R:Vl!NINO• IIY A~.POINTM•NT 

SAN SOU CI DEP1. STOR 
Union St., opposite Post Offict: 

HOSIERY SMALLWARES 

CORSETS NOTIONS 

LEATHER GOODS RIHBONS 

NECKWEAR HANDKERCHIEFS 

SILK & MUSLIN UNDERWEAR 

Attleboro, Mass. 

i&ay & Qlie 
lt.stinrttue Apparel 

101 DllUtam &trttf. Ntm )Ithfnrh. fflarui. 

A SHOP 

for qtr ml1u qaa a.rquinh urtahum in llrt.llB 

- iliif erent -

3Jfrntk.s lit nll ert ~ tugs 

Dlrap.s Jfo.attry 

Ntrkwear il.ou.at.a 

&port mngg.ery Qloa111 

matlnrtb &utt.a Qlor.att.a 

Mnn16cld to Norton, $1.50 Boston, $14.00 

ALL CLOSED CARS 

The Albert A. Waterman Co. 
TAXI SERVICE 

Day or Night 

Phone: Office 158-J; Rea.: 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 Pens 

Eversharp Pencils 

Victrolas and Records 

Repairing of Every Description 

12 No. Main St. Bronson Bldg. 

Attleboro, Ma s. 

P/1011 Patroni:r.t Ou, Advertiu11 
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And he has lived to see it 

• Jn 1881 Ediaon ohlppcd to 
the Paris Exp0sition his 
"Jumbo" dynamo--ei&hth 
wonder of the world. It 
could li11ht 1000 lamps. 
Now there urc G -E a;eo
uators lo.recenoua;b to 1up
ply current for over o 
million lomp1 1 each with 
four time, the candle-power 
of the lamp of 1881. 
The General Electrlc Com· 
pany produces other clec
tr icnl apparatus whi ch 
makes it poHiblc to trans
mit power over great 
distances. It has put elcc• 
trici ty in seven-lea g u c 
boots. ln ita lnborotorica. 
ecicntiata arc now cxpcri• 
rncntin& with vol .. ogc:s ten 
time,, no r.reat as the high
cat now ia use. 

U you arc interested in 
1cnrning more about what 
electricity is doin11, write 
for Reprint No. AR391 
cootaimng: n complete set 
of thcec advcrtiscincnta. 

Back in 1885, Thomas A. Edison succeeded in 
transmitting electricity at 220 volts for one mile 
-an achievement and a promise. 

The promise was fulfilled a few months ago, when 
electricity at 220,000 volts was transmitted two 
hundred and forty miles to supply Los Angeles 
with light and power. 

Now five billion dollars are invested in electric 
power plants. A stupendous figure that testifies to 
the alertness of thousands of college-trained men 
who have been leaders in the production and use 
of electric power. 

The electrical era has only dawned. Each year
some new machine or discovery makes it possible 
to apply electricity in unexpected ways. The 
graduate of today will find electricity directly or 
indirectly a means for even greater accomplish
ments, no matter what his calling in life may be. 

11·14FD1 

GENERAL ELECTRIC 
GENERAL BLE.CTRlC COMPANY, SCHEN EC TADY, NEW YOR17 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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C. E. Cea nhcimcr, Supt. E. S. HomLlcn, Mtr, 

Norton Power & Electric Company 
Electricity for Light, Heat 

and Power 

NORTON, MASS. 

I, l Norton 100 
Telep one• Fra nklin 273 

Cotrell & Leonard 
ALBA NY, N. Y. 

CAPS 
Maker, of 

COWNS 
HOODS 

For all D"llrees 

lotercollqiato 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 

Pleau Patroni'Le Our Ad1Jertiur1 
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n t l1mt 1ln fmi 
c;J.rect h.rmonf fo~en o~feJ 

372-37s Boylston Street. Boston..,MaJJachuscttJ 
Telephone Back Bay 8500 

SKIRTS 

NECKWEAR 

DRESSES 

BLOUSES 

COATS 

SWEATERS 

HOSIERY 

UNDERTHINGS 

't'--.................. ~..--...----.-....-.... .......... --........ ·---...,.._.,. ........ .-... .......... -,~-·-.--..·-........... ._..._.._~,., 

I THE NEW SILKS FIRST! I 
ll AND WHY ARE WE ABLE TO SELL rOR LESS/ t 
l BECAUSE- l 
l Our 5th floor daylight location eliminates exorbitant street { 

floor rentals. t l Our vast purchasing power combined for four large cities. l 
l W c have no so-called free delivery; deli very systems are j 
l expensive. l l We believe we have the largest assortments and space for l 
l proper display in the city. l 
l You are im,lted to inVeJligale theie J/alemen/J. l 
l Also: Silk Petticoats, Silk Knickers, Costrnne Slips ond Silk Hosier, l 
l Thresher Brothers l 
l TJ,, Daylitht Sp,aalt:, Sm Stor, l l B1t11hli1h~d U year, l 
l 19 TEMPLE PLACE through to 41 West Street l 
l St•r•1: Boito•, Plollod.lp/ri11, Ballim•re, Cleu1Ja11d l 
1-----------.--.-.--.------·--·--------------l 

Please Patronize Our Advertiurs --
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WILLIAM A. DOE CO. 
WHOLESALE DEALERS I 

Beef, Porl<, Lamb, Veal, and Poultry 

BUTTER, CHEESE, EGGS 

OfLS, OLIVES, SELEX 

JAMS, PICKLES, FJSH 

F aneuil Hall Market, Boston 
MAIN OFFICE, 34 MERCHANTS ROW 

Telephone, Congress 7020, All Depu1ments 

-headquarters for 

nationally known 
DRUGS, MEDICINE 

wearables 

Next to Post Office AlTLEBORO 

AND 

TOILET ARTICLES 
AT 

Attleboro's Leading 
Drug Store 

The large:sl and mo:sl complete line in 
the city al Lowe:st Price:, 

FISK'S 
C. B. DA VIS. R~. Pharm•ci,t 

No. 1 Park Street, Attleboro, Mau. 

Pleau Patroniu Our Advertiur1 
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SMITH 
PATTE~SON 
COMPANY 

Designers and makers 

of School, College and 

Fraternity Jewelry of 

the highest grade. 

52 SUMME~ ST. 

BOSTON, MASS. 

invites the patronage of the Faculty, Graduates and 
Undergraduates of W heaion College 

FLORIST 
IMPOR ER OF ITALIAN RTS A D ANTIQUES 

342 Boylston Street : Boston 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 



THE WHEATON 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 Advertisers 
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When you want a 

GOOD COFFEE 

Try Our Best 

CUMMINGS & CUMMINGS 
New Bedford, Mass. 

Perfumery and Toilet Articles 
The largeet and moat complete line 

in New England 

CONFECTIONERY 
Selected for iu Superior Quality from 

the best specialty manufacturers 
in each line 

Prices sent on application 

8. S. PIERCE CO. 
BOSTO AND BROOKLINE 

Tel. Richmond 1461 Osmon C. Bailey, Pres. 

Lowell Bros. & Bailey Co. 

fruit 8. U)rotluce 

69, 7 J & 73 CLINTON ST. 

BOSTON, MASS. 

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 right 
equipment from the most complete stock 
in the city. 

"An invutment in 11ati11faction" 

Chandler & Barber Co. 
HARDWARE 

AUTOMOBILE and RADIO GOODS 

124 SUMMER ST., BOSTON 

Samuel Holmu J. Frederick Holmu Fr1t\ W. Holm• 

Samuel Holmes, Inc. 

WHOLESALE AND RETAlL 

POUL TRY AND GAME 

Stalls J0.12-14-16 and 17-19 
F aneuil Hall Market 

Baaement 3 South Side 

Boston, Mass. 

Tel. Richmond 708° 709-3513 

Pleau Patronize 01tr Advertiurs 
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STOWEL[S 

The qashionable 
The fashionable bride wears 
Orange Blossom engagement 
and wedding rings. They arc 
the finest made- always cor
red-:i ring to fit every de
sired expenditure; gold or 
pbti num - hand chased - or 
Jeweled. Come in and see them. 

100 YEARS 

W
IIAUOC- . to.n::- ... • • .. .. ~ £ . "'t' . ·. . 

. . .. . .. . . . 
• • >,:4;) v;v . . 

··"'·~ .· 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Compliments of Cut Flowers 

Old Colony Creamery Corsage Bouquets Floral Novelties 

BEST BUTTER MADE 

Compliments of 

Dr. WALTER E. BRIGGS 

i.enthrt 

BATES BLOCK ATILEBORO 

Art Goods and Embroideries of all kinds 

A full line of yard goods 

CITY REMNANT STORE 
Om, & 10 Cent Store A NIE N. O" EIL, 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 

CChe Latest Crealiom in St:yle:i 

and Colorings 

Sport Togs 
Including 

Suil:i, Dresses, Sweaters, Capes, etc., 

Lingerie and Negligee 

Ever}}lhlng /or the slight, girlish figure 

A Complete Assortment of Primro1e House 
Preparations 

The Frill Shop 
294 Union St., Neu, Bedford, Mt»J. 

FLORENCE C . WILLIAMS 

------------Pleau Patronize Our Advertisers 
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L. P. Hollander Co. 
ESTABLISHED 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, Ma111. 

THE GOULART STUDIO 

OF 

MUSICAL ART 

VIOLIN, MANDOLIN, BANJO AND 

PIANO INSTRUCTION 

Boston WHE ELER Bu1Lo1Na MAN Sl" IE LO , MA S . 

L. G. BALFOUR COMP ANY 
Attleboro, Massachusetts 

OFFICIAL JEWELERS 
to 

the Majority of the National F ratemities 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. 

Pleau Patronize Our Advertiurs 
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RI HMOND 885 

R. STOLAR & CO. 

WIIOLESALl AND RETAIL DEAI.ERS I N 

Beef, Pork, Lamb and Veal 

STALLS 3 & S, Nnv FA EUH. HALL MARKl:.T 

BO'TON 

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 

TELEPHONB 

35 MAIN STREET, TAUNTON 

ODAMS DYE HOUSE, INC. 
M. 0. DRISCOLL. Tr. .... 

'.fExµert f'lytr.s anb 01.lean!ltr.a 

Pinnt: 94 Tremont Street 

38 COHANNET STREET 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

Compliments of 

Taunton Daily Gazette 
(William Reed & Sons Co .• Prop1.) 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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Compliments of 

LOUIS G. BEERS 
TWO MINUTES FROM 

NORTH STATION 
RICHMOND 111011 

11110 

F. H. Page Company 
Watches 

Jewelry 

Diamonds 
Silverware FURNITURE 

You will lind our merchandise of new and distinct 
patte,os, and alway, of the highe,t quality. B MEDFORD 5TRE£T 

. y.'e ,pcciali2e in hiith grade watch and jewelry 
repamng. 

6 MAI STREET, TAUNTON 

COR. NORTH WASHINGTON STREI.T 

BOSTON 

Compliment• of 
All kinds of 

I. F. WHITMARSH CO. Greeting Cards and Stationery 

at Plumbing and Heating 
Engineers and Contractors 

Pipe Fittings and Valves St. Maries Optical Store 
64 WEJR ST., TAUNTON, MASS. 28 PARK ST., ATTLEBORO, MASS. 

"I NEED TO BE SHAKEN" 

ONE PINT 

Idle Hour 
REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 

CLUB PUNCH 
A BLEND OF LUSCIOUS FRUIT JUICES 

CO TAI S 1/10 OF l 'fo BE ZOATE OF SODA, COLORED 

Handy and ready lo serve as a luscious and tasty, refreshing Beverage £or Dances, Clubs and al 
Home. Travelers either in Motor Cars, Yachts or Trains can easily carry a bo1tle ol 1his Idle Hour 
Club Punch and at any time refresh themselves wilh a most pleas'ng Beverage. 

DIRECTIONS 
To one part IDLE HOUR CLUB PUNCH add four parls ice waler. chipped ice and sliced 

fruits, and you obtain a most pleasing and refreshing Beverage. Ginger Ale and other liquids mix 
equally well. 

SENT PARCEL POST ON RECEIPT OF 85c. 

MADE BY 

N. E. FRENCH 
BOSTON. MASS. 

Pleau Patroni't.e Ollr Advertisers 
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A GOOD PLACE TO TRADE 

ATHERTON'S 
3 7 Main Street Taunton 

COMPLETE HOME FURNISHERS 

It's not loo early lo think 
of Spring buying! 

WHETHER you want a small 
remembrance or a larger 

gift you'll surely find what you 

want at Bostock' s I 

BOSTOCK FURNITURE CO. 
TRESC0Tf STREET 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

Pierce Hardware Company 

Electrical Appliances 

Edi11on Mazda Lamps 

Stoves Grills 

Toasters 

Marcel Irons 

Heaters 

IN PACT 

Curling Irons 

Health Pads 

Radio 

"Eoerytlain(l a Hardware Store Ought to Hooe" 

15 MAIN STREET 

TAUNTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize Our AdvertiserI 
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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 

W STE BASKETS 
75c up 

DESK LAMPS 
$1.98 up 

RUGS, $2.00 up 

BOOK ENDS, $2.00 pair 
F rec Delivery to Norton 

Washburn's Furniture Store 
COMPLETE HOME FURNISHERS 

25 Main St., Taunton, Mass. 
E.1ablished l 7&:l 

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 

<!lomplimenta uf 

mr. lalris 

Engravers 

Printers 
Fine Stationery Student•' Supplic, lnvib,tion• 

Vi,iting Card, Fraternity Stationery 

Mono1ram •nd Addreao Die,, Menu,, 
Prog-ra.m1 and Dance Order·, 

The Store of Useful Clfts 

57-61 FRANKLIN ST., BOSTON, MASS. 

A Friend 

House 1n the Pines 

Riding School 

Tel. 43 NORTON, MASS. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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J. C. PRATI 

Groceries and Provisions 

NORTON, MASSACHUSETTS 

T ,y our assortment ot National Biscuit 
Company's Fancy Cookies 

Where everyone goes -

J\rnutth tqr Qrnrurr 
mra 1Rnnm 

Waffles a specialty 

Afternoon Tea 
Supper Parties 

The House That Is 
Known By The 

Customers It Keeps 
China 
Glass 
Silverware 
Lamps 
Ranges 
Kitchen 
Equipment 

for Hotels, Restaurants 
or Private Families 

MITCHELL WOODBURY 
COMPANY 

560 Atlantic Avenue Boston 

LAW STUDENTS 
THE BOSTON UNNERSITY LAW SCHOOL 

Trains students in principles of the law and 
the technique of lhe profession and prepares them 
for active practice wherever the Engli1h syslem of 
law prevails. Course for LLB. fitting for admission 
to the bar requires three school years. 

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

Two years of college instruction is required 
for admission. 

Special Scholarships $75 per year to college 
graduate.. 

For Catalogue Address 
HOMER ALBERS, Dean 

11 Ashburton Place, Boston 

College, Sorority and Athletic 
Jewelry 

Medals and Lodge Emblems 

Chas. K. Grouse Company 

3 Bruce Avenue 

North Attleboro, Mass. 

Write for catalog 
or Repreaentative 
will call with 
aamplea. 

Please Patronize Our Advertisers 
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WILLIAM 8. RAND COMPANY, INC. 
M. C. RAND, Pruident aad Treae...-er 

Printers 

289 CONGRESS STREET 

BOSTON, MASS. 

Attractive Sport Hats 

Art Embroideries for the "Hope Chest" 
Pure Silk F ull~F ashioned 

Hosiery 
at 

$1.59 per pair 

A. F. Wastcoat, Inc. 
93 Main Street 
Taunton, Mass. 

BETTER 
BARS 

Sc 

Pleau Patronu.e Our Adv,rti.urs 

I 


