bug le T maini oy ) 4 4 S A - -
L L -.\.' s 4. LT P S bl rew el heiw
T i b pepie . 3 st e
RS Rl i\ frr sy
] A AL T e e
W A AL p
il
wove b AL
LR v .
. '.--Illl.“\
i it A S8 yresl g
. pa b ] T
e rdgr" .
i I v
g et B
...I.-l -
e
‘-‘l..
oY laat Yo Pt P
LRI L) [fimg et e 8
s AT o
. _I ..I.
- i O P R G RN TR
ks :
P v . . e b T e 7
[} ' ) et . i N "
: SR 3
§ ‘, 3 - 'nhh-.
. st [
L ¢ b 1 .
< Lo
. . . b4 . . ' -y .
. ¢ . mdag Lo . YEHALI q b '
3 . R A e
AT [ i . . ] [N 1) L) i
. * . . . (% .
b . & y Sy fu 4 c v Ve NRD
A A . i 4
M ¥ o ey v & ol . “ . ‘-‘
DONCAEL R mep A, . w =, B R . . " J
i e .4 p ; . - W . . . »
. i M p . - v - i - e . N
VREF (SRS B i s TR e
s Ph b d Pt T gvd LA A . 2 1 4 .
d 'k Jara ¢ g e 2 e gt 4 § W ; L 1 L
SC . ‘ . .  foridiy S . ey dded 5 . aig - p . by . ’ IS . . WM iy
L vy rou b a ; Fae Brue jrartfie s w ity . . Y Srd etsl ' f & . ’ - ' .
373.755791 ' S AR AR S ae ; A AT O \
- bar ] h . iy . | i J . -
. Wik . s . ) pile . J thie ol AR AN S T . " ' &y y b L
J356a R e . R EONACHEN SRR SR R :
. beongds g Al o - . . e
e i " ¥ v e . et : . it N i
ity % - i : [y by - 1 . P %
e " I - L A TR j 0 44|l ‘ =
! rol ; . : Vg iy
- ) . LI ) L] " b \" LR
i . . Ly . . UL ' oy
i . i i H b f % A . . hJ " H
1 SCEYST 4 o
" s ' . . - i L ms s, i *
4 [ S AT s A J -y
L RN R . = . I- * 1 « 0 fi ‘
i Saw ai g Fovgii s V& ot (R ! " Y '
iyl T i i rsae . 1 / e '
I | i . . . T AR 4 ‘ Pl . ‘ y ' ' 5 b LR
4 Lk a b G ph ‘e Sl AL M . i " vkl LN RN A e .
hiye ‘ i 30 s 4 b irlery PR M . ' U N
. LT LIS 4 fif] pANE R . . .
R , ikad e e i g o Ve 10 ' \
e (v paty # T T ' . . Ta b Y . b .
iy P ¥ b b w4 ¥ [} ol 1 L it v L ey ' .
catnnli syl MR SR ey LA ‘ ‘ . <
LA v o g kb 0 R S, AFAY Rty YLl . . 3 v
S e T ! . i TR i PITORON ! L
A i "o 1 ' . g NIl A P [ 0 Wi . i
L e d LRI g A LS s ‘ A e MO ;
- T - " . L. Slamgrngt MR gy v n




VIRGINIA, CHARTERED 1882

rolbione

ROANOKE CITY PUBLIC
L IBRARY SYSTEM

Central Library

Virginia Room

ROANOKE PUBLIC LIBRARY










P l«_nw.na. TR P =1, h an
. .... s i P rr ﬂ.,r .q .L
¥ AR rl.. s & - e
v Mt - 4 e
¥










ROANOKE HIGH SCHOOL BUILDING




AcorNS OF ROANOKE

PUBLISHED BY THE SENIOR CLASS

ROANOKE HIGH SCHOOL




Tn
Mr. Babid M. Jersinger
our former principal
because of the many good things that he rought
for the Hinh School, and berause of the
lofie fue bear him as a teacher, and as
a mau, the Class of 14911

Dedirates this Aunnual
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DAVID W. PERSINGER



Biographical Sketch

R. DAVID PERSINGER was born January 23d, 1880, on a splendid
old farm near Roanoke; there his carly life was spent. e attended
private schools in Roanoke, was a pupil at the old Alleghany Insti-

tute, and later spent a year at Randolph-Macon Academy, Front Royal. At
the age of fifteen, he entered the University of Virginia, where he studied
for one year. The next year he spent in teaching at Alleghany Institute,
but again in 1897, he reéntered U. \'a. The year afterwards, he taught in
the Franklin County schools, but the next term he was enabled to retarn to
U. Va., where he took the . A. degree. In 1U00, at the age of twenty-one.
he won the University’s M. A.: during the same vear he tanght Latin at
Rawlings Institute, and took the all-around gymnastic medal from his Alma
Mater. In 1901, he taught at the Memphis University School, Memphis,
Tennessee, but at the end of a year, he came back to Roanoke, where, until
1903, he conducted a private school.  Then he hegan teaching at the Tigh
School, of which, in 1903, he was made Principal. 1 was in that position
that we students came to know him: he won our respect by his scholarship.
dignity, and absolute integrity : by his wgenial persomality he won our love.

Although, to our deep regret, Mr, Persinger resigned his office as 'rinei-
S, it was largely

[

pal hefore the recent improvements were made at R, 1.
due to his untiring efforts that the addition was built, and many other essen-

tials added, \We all feel that we owe @ great deal to Mr, Persinger.
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Early Spring

O’er all the world a silver veiling floals;
/ts magic woof is spun bv happy sprites,
W hose forms whirl through il, filmed with sunny fire.
As that primeval mist enshrined the lights
Of dormant planets, germs of things lo be,
So, in this azure air, spring’s genltle sighls

Are stirring with the leap of coming life.
Far, far awayp, vel music sweetl and clear
As some greal thrilling overture of dreams,
Or bugle call to our lense spiril ear,
T hat nightv tide, whose surging soon shall breal
In foam of joveus blossoming, we hear.

T he distant uplands shine with fairv gold,

In purple splendour steeped the mounlains stand,
T he eerie willows dim their threads with green,

Red maple buds in clarion winds expand ;
A few pale, vagrant jonquils, vellow-cupped,

Spring buoyant from the vet half-wakened land.

The gaunt old oaks grow sofler in the light

That ripples clearly through the limpid stream,
Around their barren boughs a softness clings,

|7 ague pronusing of leaves thatl therein dream;
And near von grev lorn fence lwo blue birds flash

Their circling wings' inlensest azure gleam.

From clustered honey bells of hvacinths

The mustic fragrance sings ils floating lay
Of promise and fulfillment sweellv wrought.

And through the magic of this visioned dav
] see inlo the heart of future jovs,

! tremble to fair songs vel far awav.



History of Roanoke High School

OON after Roanoke became an incorporated city, the need ol provi-
sion for public secondary education became apparent. At this time,
while the general public was thoroughly committed to the principle

of primary education, there were a number oi objectors to public high school.
The enterprising citizens of Roanoke, however, appreciated as others in the
State, that it was inadequate to maintain a public university at one extreme
and public primary schools at the other extreme, without a link hetween these
two. In consequence, in the year 1891, the Roanoke City Iligh School was
established. In these carly years no building had been provided for the
School, and it found a temporary home in the Commerce Street School build-
ing, later in a carriage factory, and then in the “Smith Building.” corner of
Salem Avenue and Roanoke Street. In 1898, the School was moved back 1o
the second floor of the Commerce Street School, where it used four rooms,
the little office, measuring about fifteen by cight feet, heing the Senior Class
room. A\ separate Iigh School building was crected in 1809, [From that
time on the growth of the High School has heen encouraging,  In the carlier
days, its Faculty embraced only two teachers, and its enrollment was fwenty
three. all of whom were girls.  \When new quarters were provided, it was
possible to introduce those additional branches that are imperative in a well-
bhalanced and adequate high school course. The first of these was @ commer-
cial department, established about 1900, Then a department of sciences with
some laboratory equipment was introduced ;3 and following this, the depart-
ment of modern languages was installed, The following outline of the present
course of the High Schaool presents a number of mteresting features:  IMirst,
the unit system, wherehy a student’s work is estimated on the basis of a unit
Or a recitation period of forty minutes, coming five times a week for thirty-
Six weeks. The number of units required for graduation is three and one-
hali in excess of those required for entrance into the average university.
Another feature is the arrangement of the course relative to constants and
clectives, whereby the fundamentals of an Fuglish education are alwavs pre-
seribed, an vet he student is allowed sufficient option tao malke his course

&



conform to the needs of his future work.  The third is the elimination of the
irom-clad class grading system and the introduction of a tolerably liberal
scale of promotion, under which a student may be promoted practically on
every individual subject on which he passes. and repeat only those subjects
on which he fails,

The City High School now ranks among the very best in the State in the
estimation of public school officials and college presidents. It is also enabled
to furnish good academic and partial vocational training for that large num-
ber of students who will not have the privilege of work beyvond the High

:":t,‘l'lnllL

COURSE OF STUDY

CONSTANTS ELECTIVES
TIMES VALUE TIMES VALUE
IMER WEER PER WEER
First Eng. Gram'r Review Latin. .. 5 A
Year B Comp.. Classies. . ... 3 ;D Com. Geog.. 3 3
DTEETRE . e g bme 3 3
Ancient History. . 3 P
Physical Geog. 3 3
First Eng. Compuosition
Year A Classics R) A Latin, 3 iy
Algebrne |, ... 3 2 Com. Geog. and Civies, 5 3
Medieval History, 3 e
Physical Geog, 3 3
Second Comp, Amer. Lit. Lutin. 3 3
Year B Rhetorie, Classics. | & 5 Com. Arithmetic. 5 8
Algehre . 3 5
Maodern History 3 i)
Zoulogy . 3 5
Second Comp. Amer. Lit. Latin. | 3 5 S
Year A Rhetorie, Classics, ., . 3 N Bookkeeping  and Com,
Alg. and Plane Geom., R -] Arithmeti, 3 A
English History. . 3 |
Botany. 3 A
Third  Classics, Rhetorie, Physics. 5 3
Year B Eng. Literature. .. 5 5 Latin. . 3 5
Plane Geom, andd Ay, 3 o German 5 .3
English History. .., 3 A French. 5 3
1 Foreign Language. 5 a Bookkeeping, Spell. ol
Penmanship 3 3
Shorthand 3 3
Typewnting 3 -5



Third
Year A

Fourth
Year B

Fourth
Year A

Rhetorie, Classics,

Eng. Literature. . . ..
Plane Geometry. . ...
American History. . .

1 Foreign Language. .

Rhetorie, Classics,
Eng. Literature. . . ..
Solid Geometry. . .

1 Foreign Language, . .

Rhetorie, Clussics,

ing. Literature. .. :
I Foreign Language. . |
Arithmetic Roeview. . .
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Physics. . ..

Latm.... .,

German . .

French ... ’ .

Bookkeeping, Spell. and
Penmanship. . . .

Shi rthand

Typewriting. . .

Chemistry

Latin. | . it

Gernan. ., .., .,

French R

Buokkeeping, Spell. and
Penmanship, ., .

Shorthand

‘r.\‘zn-\\'riling. .

Chemistry
Litin, |
Gorman
Freneh

Trigonomet PR
Commercial Law. ...
Shorthand, Spedl. and Pen-
Manship
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The Faculty

I. B. Frrzearrick, A, B.
Rundolph-NMacon College

Prineipal Roanoke City High School

Dwicnt E. McQuinkiy, A. B., A M. Cora M. BoArp
West Virginia University, Ao M. Harvard University LW, University
Instructor in English Lady ssistant Principal.  Instructor in

Mathemalics

11



M. Lavinia Critz W. O. McManoxs, A. B.

Indus. Ins. and College of Mississippi

I'nstuctor in English

Harvard

Iustructor in Modern Languages

Jungamin H. Turner, A. B. W. E. Parsoxns, A. B, A. M.

Richmond Colleg: West Vieginia University

Instructor in Lalin Tustructor in Science



Harry M. Tarpy, A, B.
Washington and Lee]
Instructor in Mathematics and History

WiLLie LoNpox
Iustructor in Lnglish

SALLIE SAUNDERS LOVELACE DaxieL BeaLe, A. B.
Randolph-Macon Woman's College William and Mary' College
Instructor in Latin Instructor in Zoology and Botany
13



Avrto M. FUNKHOUSER
Instructor in Mathematics

ROBERTA RUTHERFOORD
I'nstructor in German and History

T. H. Pukres, A. B.. A. M.
Randalph- Macon € ollegse
Instructor in History

Mary A, Masry
I'nstructor in Business Department



Iarris Hart
Superintendent Roanoke Cily Public Schools

Avsert W, HarxeD W. Coypr Locker
Supervisor of Music Supervisor of Writing
Roanoke City Public Schools Roanoke City Public Schools



History of the Senior Class

T was the fall of 1907. A long line of trembling students, with awe
stricken glances, made their way through the portals of that great
and renowned institution of learning known as the Roanoke Tigh

Schaol. They filed into the Freshman classroom. and with rising hopes stoad
at the entrance of that long and shining vista of knowledge, and then—Dbut
why recall those days when each teacher in turn proved conclusively, cither
by Algebra, Arithmetic, or [English that they were nothing in that whirlpaool
of Latin roots and scientific researches. One fact, however, stands out more
prominently this vear than any other: the organization of these nothings
into the Class of 1911, who hoped by hard working zeal and hrilliant records
to achieve success.

Months rolled by : the first step has been taken on the ladder toward the
goal. In the Sophomore Class, a number, though not all, of the Tamiliar
faces have been again brought together. More than ever the students, real
izing the importance of their work. have, with redoubled energy, heen striving
to leave behind them another rung of the ladder. and 1o gain their desire,
the Junior Class.

Though a few have dropped out, the large number which remains push
forward cagerly, and move this one step toward the goal—they are at last
Juniors, This year marks an epoch in the annals both of the Class and of the
High Schaol, when the first Annual Board was clected. which band with
tireless energy published the pioneer Acorxs.

At last the dignified title of Senior has been bestower.
trials, the labors, and the dazzling successes of the Class of 1911 are now
history, we have the pleasure of turning the pages of this istory, and of
finding there the record of one of the most brilliant classes that has ever left
the High Schoal, In their ranks is found hoth quality and quantity. schdom,
if ever, seen in the career of any class.  And now their connection with the
old School is nearing its close, when the dearest of friends will he separated,
Yet. in the heart of each will remain a tender memory for the old class and
classmates. Some will continue their studies in college or university @ others
80 out 1o try their fortunes in the fickle world, Tt is with deep regret, there-
fore. that we close the record of such a class, and here’s hoping they will
succeed, and, happy in their success. may remember with pleasure the time
when they were strivers in the Class of 1911,

Although the

1



NATHALIE BAKER
“ A dight of smiling weelcome vound her lips.”
(  This winsome girl has the enviable reputation of possess-
ing the sweetest temper in the Senior I3 Class; she is always
ready to laugh at other peeple’s jokes, and never seems per-
jurhed by even the most appalling number of lessons. The
virious Roanoke College pins and other trophies that she dis-
plaxs hear witness to the fact that others share the class’s
apinion of Nathalie.  During her High School career she has
distinguished herself in the roles of Helena and Hero, and
we fully expect her. in the future, 1o develop American inter-
est in Shakespearcan drami.
ADA BIERBAUER
wNeren hndred pounds and possibilitics ure good aifts.”

(  The best joke of the season was when Miss Critz assigned
to our jovial and rotund Ada the airy part of Mustard Seed
in Midswpmer Night's Drean; rumors reach us from Farm-
ville that she is creating the role of Papa Bear in classroom
productions of The Three Bears: that scems rather more
appropriate. During her stay among us she was known as a
conscientions  student, and a good-natured  classmate:  we
heartily wish her all success in her chosen profession of teach-

ing.
AGATILN BOYD

“Be mine a philosopher's life

In the guict woodland eays.”
¢ The Editor-in-Chief af our Annual is a deep thinker:
in her absorption she is capable of forgetting anything it
evervthing, from the duty of ecating her lunch to what the
Math lesson happens to be. Her absent-minded abstiractions,
as she ponders over the nebular hypothesis, have caused seri-
ous disasters in the laboratory notably when she marred her
forchead with sodium hurns, and again when she nearly suf-
focated the class with escaping chlorine of which she herself
was blissfully unconscious. A resounding erash from a fall-
ing window ctick usually announces her breathless arrival at
2:50 . m.: but not withstanding her tardiness and forget-
fulness, she leaves behind her one of the maost brilliant lnglish
records ever made at R.

HATTHE BROWN

“_ | child of onr arandmother Eve.a female: or for thy more
srcect understanding, a woman.”

¢ Something seemed to he wrong when we set out on this
paragraph, and we soon r-.-.'t‘hx-.-tl that it was hecanse we were
ryving towrite abour Hatnwe :auqur:udy from Wallaee Moir,
This couple is known fa and wide as the Siamese Twins of
the Senior Class: they are so inseparable that to treat of one
minus the other horders on anachronism.  Moreover, Hattie
possesses the most engaging smile of all the Seniors, and #his.
coupled with other charms, gives her complete sway over the
masculine clement of the class. AMay der attractivencss win
her a pleasant path through life!
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GRACE BULMAN

“Ta those who knote thee notl no weords can paint,
And those wwho knowe thee knowe all wwords arve fuant”

a  Miss Bulman—commonly Known jis Grace —atiractiive (o
boys by hor charming simplicity, delightinl to girls in her gen
erosity and sweet temper, heloved by the teachers Tor her
studious habits, yei by no means o softy. She has rendered
herself famous by a thoroughly novel and ariginal mode of
writing essays, according to which the anthor arises at nd
might, and in that witching honr of inspivation, inseribes her
thoughts on paper.  Along her guiet, good humorcd way,
Grace has strewn grades of troe dimmond brillizimcee, brilliant
enough, indeed, to excite the green-eyed monster from his
sleepiness in some of the rest of us,

SARAN CALDWIELL

‘She is never sod cxcepl when she sleeps.
And scarecly ever sad then”

(  Sarah has lTong been famous as the gifted owner of the
brightest head in the Senior Class: she is o difficult person
to write about becanse her friends are <o mumerouns  that
dared we say anything in the least derogatory, they would
fall on us in a body and slay us. N\ owit as brilliant as her
hair, and a delightfully magnetic personality make her thor
oughly lovable and charming. Althongh her strugeles with
German have heen deadly and desperate, her I“nghi=h work
is as original and interesting as Sarah herself. She was Lit
erary Editor of the first Acorxs of Roanoke,

CHARLOTTIEE COCKI

“A ercature nol too bright or good
For homan nature's daily food.”

( Charlotte is somewhat of a mystery to us s vel, owing
to a case of typhoid which fully occupicd her time last fall
We all regret the loss of her heautiful hair, which was hotly
a pleasure and an inspiration to go and do likewise, if pos-
sible.  Indeed, we know of some girls who have made the
hack of Charlotte’s head the object of all their reveries during
the dull oratorical hours of chapel. A sunny temper, & quiet
dignity, and a great deal of perseverance scem tao he her
strongest characteristics,

CARL COWGILIL.
“Moaotley's the only wweear.”

(0 Why doesnt Carl get exempt 2 His recitations are appar-
ently fawless, his behavior impeccable, and yet at the end of
every term his deportment average is weighed in the balance
and Tound wanting.  Tremendously popular with the hoys, he
seems rather to fight shy of the young Laudies: perhaps that
is the reason the part of Claudio in Much Aldo . howut Nothing
sat so il upon his shoulders.  He is the class jester, and the
witticisms of the Joke Department in this hook are due en
tirely to his efforts in his position of Joke Editor,




ARTHUR DAVIS
“ols propes a youny man as You'd sce on a swnmer day.”

(. Behold in Arthor an extremely bashiful and modest youth.
We have always wondered if there were hidden in the back
of his golden hair some secret doorway of intelligence, he
always knocks there so desperately when suddenly dismayed
by a question in English class.  We have never seen evidence
of the fact, bhut it has been rumored that he is quite a sporty
young gentleman—a heart smasher, in fact—his numerous
posings in the Ponce de Leon windows seem to bear out this
statement.

FRANGIE DAVIS

“Oh, how full of briars is this work-a-duy wworld!”
( Miss Frangie Davis has left a cleanly religious record in
the Roanoke Tigh School, and all is saul.  Straightforward
honesty and honest strajghtforwardness is she. Her work is
always troublesome to her, but never so troublesome as she
is to the work.,  Since her graduation in January she has been
taking a post-graduate course in chemistry, in which un-
fathomable subject she scems rapidly to be learning every-
thing learnable.

PAUL DAVIS

“He waxes desperate weith imagination.”

( Tt is on Mr. McMahon's authority that the above guota-
tion is allotted to Paul, for that worthy once assured the
astounded lad that his German translations evinced a very
fertile imagination,  Paul played the part of Puck in our all-
star east of Midswmmer Night's Dream last term, and since
then he seems to have taken upon himself some of the mis-
chievous mature of that impish sprite. May he not, however.
waste too much time in practical joking. for by common con-
sent of the Faculty he is an original genins in the way of
weometry, and we expeet him to make the class famous some
day by discovering the fourth dimension.

BLANCHE 1AL

“Her music in my heart { bore
Loung after it was heard no more”

C  The ifacr that Blanche can elicit melody Trom the 1ligh
School piane is proof positive that she is a magician as well
as a true musician. Behold m her a very important person
age, for since she is the sole user of our piano, it follows that
numerons candy sales to pay for that burdensome instrument
are held for Blanche’s benctit and pleasure more than any-
thing ¢lse. She is also one of the exclusive Senior French
Class, which consists of exactly four membhers.  As Art i
tor of the 11 Neorss, she has proved herself faithial, enthu-
stastic and efficient.,
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CHRISTINI GISH
“The noblest mind the best conteatment has”

(. The most eminent zoOlogist of our class.  Christine seems
to have discovered the one and only way of extracting cond
grades from Mr. Beale.  She pursues the even tenor on her
way undisturbed by numerous contlicts in ~chedule, o il
the wild pandemonium of the chemistry class, <he is the only
one who gives the lecture her undivided attention, henee we
expect her some day to hecome as proficient in that science
as she now is in zonlogy,

CLIFFFIE GROVIL
“Neat, not gaudy.”

( This young lady is a member of the Senior A Cliss whom
we Senior Vs have often looked up to with admirarion and
awe, longing to imitate her Grm and steadiast walle in the
path of knowledge, Her carnest application 1o duty. as well
as her mathematical ability, have won her the respect of the
Faculty, and her gentle cheerfulness the love of her foeliow
students. It is with real regret and many good wishes thi
we will part company with Cliffic ar Commencement  time.

ETHEL TIARRIELL

“ls she not passing foair.

g

( IFrom the meditative posture of Miss [larrell's heid an
this picture one might he led 1o think that <he is given o plot
ting dark and bloody deeds, but in real life she is the sentlest,
most amiable of human beings, 11 she could he persaaded o
write her autobiography it would be an almost continuons
record of smashed hearts and spurned admirers: she has
always been notable as the one heauty of whom the Chiss ol
1911 ‘may boast. A delightfully <oft ane melodions voice adds
still further to Ethel's charms,

KATHARINE 1TUTTON

“Those about her
From her shall read the perfect wwaxs of honor”

(  The tall and stately Miss Hutton is better knows 1o her
intimate friends as Kizzie Quisenberry, hecause of an inciden
which we are hegged to refrain from mentioming.  So absent
minded is she that she sometimes forgets to go home, and
when at last she succeeds in covering the five miles hetween
her home and R, H. S remembers that she has forgotten
half her school books, and all the family mail.  Nevertheless,
“Kiz" s a star actress, has served on a hewildering number
of committees, is Literary Fditor of this book, and when she
graduates will Ieave on the High School archives a brilliant
record. 4

20



RYLAND HUTTON

"o grant that thevgh he had a plenty of wit
He was very shy of using it.”

( Though this quotation does not fully describe the Apollo
of our class, we think that teachers and pupils will under-
standd drs significance. We ail know that he can read Virgil,
but his sight translations are sometimes fearfuliy and won-
derfully made. When he condescends to stoop from the lofty
realms of originality to the more prosaic paths of applica-
tion, he does brilliant work, and the Faculty as well as his
class are expecting great things of him.  Here's luck and good
wishes for your promising future, classmatc.

LINWOOD KEYSER
“He has indeed better bettered :'.l'f‘l‘l‘f(ffl-(lﬂ."
( There is a deep scar on the Sentor door jamb which will
he an everlasting memorial to Linwood and his wild dashings
about the school.  As head librarian his command five minutes
before the bell to return to study hall is usually greeted with
a bombardment of dictionaries from which he barely escapes
with his hife, and a hunted harassed expression on his face.
Despite the fact that he once barbarously burned Mr, Parsons
with phosphorous, Linwood 1s a great scientist, and one of the
distinguished few who know how to write a chemical equa
tion, or why things explode when yvou didn't mean them to.
We trust that at the University next year his earnest schol-
arship will continue to win him the honors it has at R H. S,

RUTI KINSEY
“Her votee was ever .\'llff,
Gentle and low, un execllent thing in wcoman.”

(  To deseribe this young lady in o few lines is not an easy
task, for when we look back over her years at R . S we
see her a kind, obedient pupil and classmate, cheerfully and
thoroughly “plodding her weary way.” At last she has won
the much-desired goal: armed with her diploma she leaves
her High School days in the past, and is now “secking more
worlds to conguer,”  Great suceess to her!

FRANK LEMON
“He coas a lord full fat and in good point.”

( When Mr. Lemon ntirst loomed upon our horizon, we tled
in terror hefore what seemed either an approaching eyclone
clowd or a walking carthquake, but when we hecame aceus-
tomed 1o him he proved a jolly good fellow. Totally lacking
i sentiment, he sometimes wounds the tender sensibilities of
the rest of us by chuckling out loud at Shakespeare’s love
seenes,  He is a famous debater, and once succeeded in con-
vincing the entire school that the world is growing worse
every day. Frank also excels as a eritic of the J. L, S,
dehates, where he strikes terror to the hearts of would-he
arators mong the " NMice.”
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MALCOLM LUCK
“I hazve bought
Golden opinions from all sorts of people”
( Since he was clected President of the Senior B Cluss,
Malcolm has acquired great agility in eviading erasers aned
chalk hurled at him by loving friends while he is striving to
conduct a elass meeting with arlimmentary dignity. By this
constint practice he has gained such suppleness and audacity
that he is a super-hero on the foothall field, having scored
several touchdowns for R. FLL S, during the 1910 season. e
played right end on the team, and showed there hoth pluck
and daring.  Maleolm’s wonderful versatility is shown hy the
fact that he also distinguished himself with an essay  on
Madonnas, a subject entirely forcign to cither foothall or the
presidency.
CHARLES MALCOILAM
o wrervier man
I wever spent an howr's talle soithal.”
( Since it is a well-known fact that Charlic has proposcd
to every girl in the Senior Class, we wonder which of them
had accepted on the day he ate his luneh in FEnglish period
and fervently assured Miss Critz that no such character as
Verges could be found in Macheth,  He played full back on
the foothall team, where his brilliant head made him a veri
table heacon light to the occupimts of the grandstand,  “Red,”
as Charlie is more intimately known, is further distinguished
as Athletic Editor of the Annual, the possessor of o delight
ful bass voice, an ardent debater against equal suffrage, and
by a fondness for gleaming yvellow shoes and purple socks,
GERTRUDIC MARTIN
“For to knowe her is to love hee”
(  This young lady denies all deseription, when we attempt
to portray her as a staid and digniticd Senior, the mischicvons
Gertrude of the Junior year appears hefore us, 10 requires i
streteh of the imagination to realize that she is at Farmville
studying to he a teacher, but we feel sure that o grea career
lies before her in her chosen work.  She is distinguished as
writing the first essay ever read in chapel, and as being B
tor-in-Chief of the pioncer Ncorss,  We can say nothing
more complimentary about her essavs than that they sound
like Gertrude: her quaint and original expressions render
them tharonghly charming.
MORRIS MASINTER
“No-woeher so bisy o man as he ther n'as,
And yet he semcd bisier than he weas”
C  There are not many people in school who have not seen
Maorris hecanse he s ina state of perpetnal mmotion owing to
his duties as Buosiness Manager of the Aonual; ioas largely
due to his sagacity and enterprise that this hook has its exist-
ence, and its measure of success. e is also a most convine
ing and eloguemt debater, aud shared with Mr. Figeatt the
honer of representing Jo Lo S.oat Conmmencement Lits. spring.
They say that he onee ran all arovnd the ihoratory 1o escape
the terrific explosion (7)) caused by the action of water on
marble, but we trust he only felt in necd of exercise, and was
not really afraid. By his great exceutive ability and his en
gaging personality, Morris has won the Givor of the entire
school,
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WALLACE MOIR
A merry heart goes all the day.”

(  The wnusually somber expression of Walluee's face is
doubtless due to the fact that for once in her High School
carcer she is separated from that aforesaid Siamese Twin of
her's, Hattie Brown: in every day life, and when no such
cruel parting is weighing on her heart, she is the merriest of
airls.  She is famous for her lightning express runs to school,
which are at onee the envy and the awe of every beholder.
If the question were put to vote, the elass would unanimously
declare that Wallace 1s a delightfully good-natured classmate,
and a0 jolly comrade.

CLAUDE MOORIE
“One vast substantial smile”

@ Behold the class baby! Despite his athletic bulk, Claunde
is the most childish of mortals. will spend hours in the labo-
ratory playing train with the weights and pulleys, and can be
made to belicve anything. He is, however, a genius in Latin,
and has 1o his eredit as many “ten pluses™ as an Indian chief
has sealps.  Morcover, he is one of the star debaters of J. L.
S.. and has often distinguished himself on the foothall feld
in s position of left wackle, where he goes by the stately
title of Clandins Plus,

SARA MORGAN

“Conte, pensice o, desont and pure,
Simple, steadfust, and demre,”

¢ When S, A, M isn't endeavoring to make the Editor-
in-Chicf behave herself, she is studying Latin, These are her
two favorite oceupations, and we feel constrained 1o add that
<he has been more suceessful in the latter than in the former.
She always knows exactly where every lesson is, and in her
role of sy mp: whetic consoler for the woes of the entire class
she has bhecome endeared 1o all of us. She is Secretary of the
Senior 13 Class, and has served om several ACorNs connittees,

BESSIE PLUNKETT

“Nhe sleeps, nor drcams, but coer dwells

A perfect form in perfect rest”
O DBessie has a wonderfully serene and equable temperament
which enables her, enfolded in the arms of Morpheus, to
slumber peacefully throngh her classes. The most guttural
German sounds, the most disastrous chemical explosions, fal
1o ronse her when once she has sailed away 1o the Land of
Naod. When awake she hounees ap as joyiully as a rabber
ball from hlows that would utterly discourage any by else,
and never seems perturhed by the number of lessons before
her. The best cook among s, she also rejoices in the lon
orable title of Class Pincashion, eomferred because of her
ability to supply seemingly unlimited pins for the needy,
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ETTA MNOWIERS

“.]I_\' Neart
Is true as stecl”

(  Since the day Euta told Miss Critz thin the mosi pathetic
thing in Ye Nut Browone Maide is the part where “that fellow
comes and tells that girl he's got him another wirl,” we have
been wondering if she ever suffered o like experience. She
commands the respect of us all by here ability to recite alleck
with the speed of a locomotive, and the accuracy of o count
ing machine, leaving out not a word nor a syllable, and dwell
ing especially on the touching scenes wt certain pocts’ death
beds.  During her High School carcer i has certainly
proven herself a faithful and conscientions student,

IVY POWIERS
I leave my character behind wel”

0 We don't know whether this has heen Miss Powers” aim
in piling up four years of good lessons, hig grades, wd high
averages, but it has certainly heen the result, soud o very good
character, too, has she left. There was never anybody who
could learn English Literature exactly 1o svit Miss Creitz save
the lady in question, nor was this her only accomplishment,
for in math, in language, i science, doowe find the saome
thing. It is with pride that the Cliss of 11 ¢laims her among
its members,

MAY RETODIES
A most wnspotted hily does she poass”

G How does May manage to keep so speckless o spotless?
That is a riddle whose solution would be most aceeptable,
When all the rest of us are weary, dishevelled, and grimy,
May trips by as dainty and debonair as if neither dust nor
dirt existed m our immacnlate school. Alithoueh, she read in
sepulchral tones the part of the Ghost in [Hamlet aned had 1o
hear herself addressed as a “Gobhin damned,” =he is not at
all o fearsome person, and bears no likeness 1o the vengeful
apirit of the Danish king.  We all hike May for her gentle
ness, and willingness to help any and everybody,

FRANCES ROSENDBAUA
“From her cradie she weas a scholur, and o ripe and good one”

(0 The scholar of the Class of 1911 has proved herself o
faithful and conscienticus stwdent. She has won the confi
dence and respect of the Faculiy—thines which few of the
rest of us possess—is the only member of the grivduating class
who has never taken an examination in Thigh School, and
“departing leaves behind her hig grades on the books of time”
We hope that throngh life her impeccable hehavior will con-
tinue to exempt her from all examinations aond other disagree
able trials,



JESSAMINE SHOWALTER

“The fair, the chaste, the wunexbressive she”
¢ Another pupii who is about to close the interesting chap-
ter of her life, entitled “Days at R 1. S is Miss Jessamine
Showalter. As a memher of the Class of 1911, she has proved
herself a faithful worker and a sincere schoolmate—one of
those carnest students who have helped so much toward win-
ning for our class a good wame among the Faculry.

VERSAL SPAULDING
“None but himself can be his parallel”

(  The President of the Senior A Class deserves more than
these few lines to deseribe his many virtues.  In his respon-
sible position he has served wisely and cfficiently, and though
far from a “goody-goody.” he has won the hearty liking of
hoth teachers and elassmates,  His besetting sin is his appe
tite, and with his winning faculties he procures and absorbs
s much food during recess that we have often been in dread
of his undermining his health.  When in the years 1o come
our memories of class paragons grow dim, we will still see
clearly and vividly our jolly president, hoth hands piled high
with sandwiches, and a broad grin illuminating his cherubic
countenance.

HUGH STANARD

“ohid stll they gased. and still the wonder grewe
That oite sl head cowdd carry all e kneze”

( 1i the truth were known, Hugh deserves the Carnegie
Medal for hravery in preserving human life: the number of
virls whom he has saved  from Bunsen conflagrations and
other chemieal disasters is as the sinds of the sea. Te always
responds 1o shrill feminine squeals, lights the hurner, collects
the noxious gas, wishes up the acid, and makes himself gen-
erally useful.  He is not musical—his grade on a certain ill-
fated music examination moved Mr. Harned to tears, and we
are implored not o publish it 10 the world. Nevertheless,
Hugh makes up for his lack of musical ability hy his unde-
niable ability in everything else, He leaves behind him a hril-
liant record of all-around scholarship, and just as the Annuad
is going 1o press Hugh receives the gratifying news that he
his heen awarded the Rumrill Scholarship of Harvard,  Huor-
rali for Stanard!
ANNIEANAY TERRY
o roscbud, sct about
[ith litle seillfud thorns.”

(¢ Terry s all might,” as the Instructor in Chemistry onee
<aid, thus unconscionsly voicing the apinion ol the entire class,
To he sure, her schedule has an unacconntable way of twist-
ing her and dtself up in labyreinthine mazes, from which the
poor little sonl has to he extricated hy some kind friend. Al
though often thrown into nervous prostration by not knowing
whether a0 subjunctive is hortatory or jussive, she is the
avowed genius of the Latin elass, and actually recognizes an
cthical dative when she meets one on the road to Carthage,
Suffice it to add that her innocence and credulity, joined 1o
other I‘-'ll]lt‘_l‘ fiscinanng gualities, make her the :I:'li_uhl ol all
the teases m class
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HELEN TIHOMAS
“olnd Frenche she spake ful fayee and jetisiv.”

€ In the brief mtervals that Helen condescends o spend
the High School, we have been able to discover but o few
things about her character, hence a description of her is a
rather difficult matter.  Undeniably she is always in a o good
humor, and her splendid coitffures are the delight ol CHVY
of the Seniors,  She is an enthusiastic member of the Basket
Ball Association and has dove much 1o cheer and encournge
that despondent institution,  She also belongs 1o the Senior
A Freneh Class, a distinetion which has heen conferred on
but three other unfortunates.,

MARGARIET "THOMAS

“This uymph, for the destruction of wankond,
Cherished  too curvls that graceful hung  behind.”

O When Margaret appearcd among us last September, we
at once felt that there was witchery in those diark eyes of
hers—-a premonition which has been amply  fultilled. — Most
of the Senior hoys have sucenmbed 1o her spell, and <he is ot
present debating as o whether or not she will aceept her
latest proposal. Fven Mr. Turner <o far forgot himscli as
to implore her to remain and read Latin with him afier school.
On being subjected to that orden! of discouragements which
cvery new pupil at R 1L S must undergo, Margarer has
shown a pluck and determination that have won her the admi
ration of all her classmates,

JOSEPHINE AWAYTS
I wezer kuese so young a body wcith so old o e nd.”

C  The Faculty Editor of the Annual, this young lLudy is
training her Demosthenie powers by imploring pictures of the
teachers, who are sometimes too modest 1o want their faces
and names published.  Josephine has litely been the recipient
of many affectionate notes, and of an audacions proposal
which shocked the tender sensibilitics of certain “mice”™ in
study hall,  Her translations of  Doutseh love scenes bring
tears to the eyes of her sensitive instructor, and, indeed, her
talent for German is only surpassed by her proficieney in
Latin and Math,  Heve's hoping a happy and suceessiul col-
lege carcer for Josephine!

PAUL AWRIGHT
") wad sonme poiver the .\‘Hlff.'lc' fji‘l' Hxy

To see our sels as ithers see us”
€ Paunl is an expert dish-washer, he is the only once of the
Senior boys who had sufficient energy 1o help the girls wash
test tubes amd flasks for Mreo Parsons on that memaoralile day
before Christmas, There is something wrong with his arm
and hand which all of us would like 1o sec remediad ;e
seems perfeetly impossible for him to keep the aforesaid mem-
bers down an his desk, but wafts them aloft durimg even the
most faultless of other peoplc’s recitations. They <ay he s a
shark at Gernan, aned his Virgtl teanslations are always enmer
tainine,
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CECIL DAY
“Nhe weas as good as she was fair”

(  Miss Day, as this year's single commercial graduate, is a
living proof of the fact that quality is not always dependent
on quantity.  Althongh we are not very well acquainted with
her the Annual Board wounld like to thank her for her excel-
fent type-writing work, without the aid of which this book
could searcely have gone to press,

CITARLIES CORBIN
“Man delights wot wme; no, wor woman weither.”

¢ It is certainly not because Charlie is the least among us
that we thus reverse the order of merit and the alphabet, and
put him so near the end of the class, but for the simple reason
that since s graduation in January he has bheen too preoc-
cupied at the University to waste time on such frivolities as
having his picture taken. e is a great chemist, and also
distinguished himseli by 2 brilliant essay on Democracy, read
in chapel at the poignant moment of the Stuart-Slemp elec-
tion, and which won him not only the frantc applause of the
student hody, but also, what is more worth while, the approval
of the Facalty. We feel sure that his originality and wir will
bring him much success in his carcer as i journalist, and we
heartily wish him all good fortmne.

CHLESTER BRENT
CHEs tough, ma'am, tough is Co B towgh and devilish siy”

0 The Art Department of the Annual has long heen palpi-
tating with doubt as to whether or not Chester wounld con-
descend 1o adorn this space with his benevolent countenance ;
at first he Hatly refused, and sinee then has kept us vacillating
between hape and fear.  He played sub full back and end on
the foothall team of the fall of 1910, and made there some
daring and skillful plays.  He has further distinguished him-
self by an essay on Aviation, a subject in which he is appar-
ently mmtensely interested, and by acting as Junior Fditor of
the 19100 Acorys.




Class Song

When a bunch of R. H. students
A ball game went to see,
They gave their cheers for Freshman
Till hoarse as they could be:
While Junior this and Soph-v that,
And Junior still some more,
Till one of them jumped up and cried,
As he pounded on the floor:

Say—\What's the matter with Seniors?
They're all right.
\What's the matter with Seniors?
If they are so bright.
Orther fellows attempts may make,
[ut they are the Class that takes the cake!
What's the matter with Seniors?
They're all right,



The .Mountaineer and His Dog

T was late in October, and the Carolina mountains were dressed in
the gorgeous reds and vellows of autumn. The heavy frost had
whitened the grass and leaves cach morning for several weeks,

irightening the little beasts into a perfect fever of haste to gather their winter
nuts,  The nights were growing cold in the quiet haven of Shady Valley. and
the inhabitants were busy with many gay husking bees, getting the corn into
their barns before Thanksgiving.,

Old Tliram Carter, who lived alone in a tiny one-room cabin near the
mouth of Bear Creek, had gathered in a huge pile of logs near his hack door,
which must keep himsell and DBrown warm all winter.  All alone he had
husked his corn and placed it in his shed where his one cow was to be win-
tered.  The work of the day was over, and in the evening he had seated him-
sell before his large hre to ponder over the days that had been. Drown was
stretched upon the hearth at his master’s feet, watching the sparks Hy upward
and thinking on such subjects as interest dogs,

There was nothing remarkable about either Drown or his aged master,
except their simple trust in one another,  liram, five or six years hefore, had
found the dog at the mill. Something about the little puppy’s tender brown
eves had reminded him of his children, and had induced him to pat the soft
vellow heid.  Tle was not sorey when he started away with his meal to see
the dog waddling after him.  Since that day, DBrown had been the second
member of Iliram's houschold, and had endeavored i his own manner to
fill in some measure the empty places of the lost wife and children,

Both man and dog were typical mountaineers. The former was tall and
thin, with grizzly hair and small dark eves. He wore the usual melancholy
hlank expression of his class which shows so pathetically that their lives are
made up of patient endurance. The dog was a small tawny cur, just the kind of
dog that always belongs to mountaineers and negroes,  His head was round
like a pug dog’s, with a tiny black nose and inquisitive brown eves. around
which were rings like dark spectacles.

His body was short and round. adorned with a short yellow tail that curled
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tightly in a round O. lHowever, Brown’s true and stalwart hearr far ong
weighed the disgrace of his mongrel hlood.

Hiram had married when he was voung, and his awife, Liza, had bheen
pretty, but in the mountains yvouth and beauty fade fast, M twenty-five she
died. leaving her husband with two helpless little boys to comiort his sad
heart.  Liza was soon followed by the voungest of her sons, who was as vet
unable to live without her. FFor years the other boy and his father had lived
comfiortably in the old cabin, but at last there came the call of the world out
side the valley. and the younger man turned his back upon his home. Ten
vears had slipped by since he had gone to work in the coal mines; in all that
time his father had heard nothing of him, for mail was unknown in Shady
Valley.

These were the thoughts which occupied Hiram as he sat by his warm
fire smoking his corncob pipe. e did not hear the rising wind ontside, the
weird screaming of the screech owl, nor the swift heat of horse’™s hoofs that
came up the gorge along the creek hank. Suddenly a loud “Hello!™ sounded
outside the door, and Brown leaped up. barking wildly. The old man was
startled, but with his usual caution demanded the name and business of his
visitor before he unbarred the door. In reply a gruff voice responded, “Tley.
Hiram, it's Abe Winters with a telegram for ve.”

“A telegram,” muttered the old man in amazement, as he opened the
door. A telegram—I never got one o' them things before in my life, Come
in, Abe,” he added tremulously.

Abe handed him the yellow envelope, and with trembling hands Iliram
fingered it, unable to see the words.

"I can’t read, Abe, ye'll have to read it fer me, ve've been to school”

Taking back the envelope, Abe said rather dubiously, I hope hit ain’t
bad news, HHiram, ‘cause hit come from Tawm’s Creek Mine, and 'm afeared
hit’s from yver son. I've come all the way acrost the mountains in once day
to get hit to ye quick.”

The old mountaineer sank limply into a chair as Abe opened the telegram,
saying bravely, “Maybe the boy's a-going 1o git married and wants his old
dad to know.”

Winters turned his face away as he read the message, for it was this:
“John Carter injured in an accident, is dying. Hurry. R. L. Robinson, N D
When the reader ceased and turned toward his friend, he found him sitting
erect in his chair, his dark eyes staring, “John dying.” he murmured; “no,
dead. for that was wired several days ago.”

“I'm afeard s0." responded Abe. “But ye must hurry off right away.”
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“Yes, Oh, yes!” replied Hiram, I drive the cow dawn to old Deck aml
take Brown with me. Ye'll stay here until mornin’, won't ye?”

“Yes, I'd like to if ye'll let me, but why can’t 1 see to the cow ™

“1d ruther care Ter my own animals, ‘cause they're the only children 1've
got now,” was the quicet answer.

Rising from his chair, Hiram went to an old hox in the corner, from which
he took a large white handkerchiel and a five dollar gold picce.  After tyving
the money into a corner of his handkerchiel, he called his faithiul dog to him
and went out into the dark night.  Ile scarcely felt the ehill antumn wind
nor noted the sparkling sky.  Through a mist ol tears he walked unsteadily
to the cow shed to disturh the sleeping beast,

“Iit's a shame to take ye out in the night, Spot, but hit's one o' them
things that can’t be thought of now. so come on down to Beck’s. [ hope
she'll take good care of ye and bed ve right,” he said, patting the cow’s neck.

Abe, standing in the doorway, watched the trio as they walked slowly
down the narrow path by the creck. "I'm skeered, old man, it hain't no use
1o go now,” he said.

After leaving his cow at his neighbor’s with many injunctions as ta her
care, Iliram started up the steep mountain trail: for he must make the twenty
miles that lay between Shady Valley and the railway station on foot. The darkness
was a hindrance to his progress, and, besides, he was already tired from his
dav's work. [He thought nothing of himsell. for continually there arose hefore
his face the picture of his dying son.  All night the man and the little dog
trudged on, up one mountain aiter another : now pausing for a moment upon
a summit to gain breath and to look at the twinkling stars, now descending
into the dark valleys surrounded by the lofty walls of mountains.  On and
on they went, until the stars began to grow dim and the east began to show
the opal colors of morning. The lovely pink and blue tints of the sky deep-
ened until at last, when they reached the summit of the tall, bald knob, a
tip of the red sun peeped out from behind the gold elouds,  Tiram stopped.
rooted to the spot, and the slow tears stole down his worn cheeks,  1e won-
dered if this sun were bringing his child another day of life or if 1t had already
seen him Dbreathe his last.  Tle might have called on God, but he scarcely
knew that there was such a Deing, No one had ever told him.  \ rustle was
heard among the bushes at his feet, and looking down he saw a chipmunlk
gazing at him with its wide open eyes, its little hands Tolded contemplatively
under its chin.  Alas! Drown saw him. too, and away went chipmunk and dow
down the hill in wild haste, the old man calling after them, "Don't kill him.,
Rrown, he wouldn't make ve a mouthiul”
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The rising sun came up higher and higher, looking down upon the poor
wanderers. The day became so hot that by noon it was almost unbearable.
Fortunately, they had at last reached the village where they were 1o take
the train.

“Say, mister,” said Hiram to the ticket agent, “how do von get to Tawm's
Creek "

“On the train,” responded the man, with a grin at the hystanders,

Hiram looked at him a moment angrilyv. “\Welll” he said, 1 want a ticket
thar—my son's dying and T must get to him. | guess yvou ain’t the only
person as knows."”

Dropping his jocular air. the agent handed out the ticket

“How much?" asked Hiram.

“"Four,” was the response.

Untying his now soiled handkerchiel, the mountaineer handed out his five
dollar gold piece. “Say.” he said diffidently, "won't you send this here mes-
sage to Tawm's Creek? ‘Dr. Robinson, save John if ve can, ['m a-coming,
Hiram Carter.” Take the change out of my money.”

“All right, Mr. Carter.” the clerk responded, handing back the three quar-
ters. “Your train goes in an hour.”

On leaving the station, Iiram sought a cheap restanranmt where he and
Lirown secured a square meal. which strengthenced them for the rest of ther
trip. When the train pulled in. it was such a shock to Brown’s unsophisticated
mind that he growled and showed his teeth and was with difficulty restrained
from fleeing back to the woods. As always, there were a number of peaple
standing about the train. among them a well-dressed man leading his sweet-
looking wife, Hiram was directly in front of these two, endeavoring 1o wet
on with his dog under his arm.

“Here, my man,” called the conductor, "no dogs allowed on that coach—
vou can’t take him with you.”

The mountaineer looked up steadily, “Can't take him o with me? hut | can’t
leave him at home.”

“Well., don't stand there and argue.  Dring the dog dinvn and Tet him go.
He's just a cur, and they starve casy.”

Hiram obeyed slowly, and holding the dog closely, murmured in his car
while the long restrained tears fell fast upon his head, "1t cant he helped,
Brown, ye can't go.”

The gruff conductor hroke in upon this affecting scene, “Sayv, vou, if von
are going on this train, hurry up and let the cur go.”

Putting the dog down, IHiram gave a stern order to the animal and went
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slowly into the coach.  Tle sank sobbing into the nearest seat. unmindful of
the sympathetic glances that the man and woman who had been on the plat-
form cast in his direction.  After a while he raised his head from the window
sill and looked about him. Perhaps some of these peonle conld tell him how
to reach Tom's Creek.  lle rose and went about from one to the other, asking
his question and telling his sad story.  As each one said he did not know,
the poor, unhappy creatore wept again.  Presently e heard a woman's voice
say, "Dick, why don’t you tell him. you have often been to Tom's Creek?”

Iiram turned about. and for the first time saw the well-dressed couple.
\With a look of relief which might have been a smile, if he had not been a
mountaineer, he went directly to them and asked his question,  This time
the directioms were quite explicit but rather confusing.  ITle must change cars
at Bristol and then again at Norton, waiting a few hours at each place. The
trip to Dristol was made easily after that, for there was nothing to do but
sitostill.

l.eaving the master to wander about the wonderful streets of Bristol and
gaze into the shop windows, hurrving back to the station every little while in
a panic for fear the train would leave without him, we will see what has be-
come of Drown, ATter watehing his master o into the train, the dog walked
slowly Trom the platform ad sat down in the road,  Hours passed by, and
Finally, sceming to decide that his master had

still he sat there waiting.
Iis head was down

returned home another way, he set out for Shady Valley.
and his tail might have been bhetween his legs if it had not heen so tightly
A rattlesnake whirred at him from the bushes, but he did not turn
his head. .\ squirrel looked out at him and scampered away unheeded.  Mak-
ing the weary miles to his home alone, the little dog at last reached the cabin,
[le Darked at the door and whined about the place, hut no one came out,
At nightfall he went away to old Deck’s and seratched upon her door.  She
came out and threw him a bone, which he picked up and carried away. Day
after day passed, and always the dog wandered about the lonely cabin and
She never let him o come in her house,

curlod,

came at night to PBeck’s for supper.
Sometimes she scolded him and sent him away with nothing, A\t last, one
cold, cold day in January. he did not come.  Deck did not care—she did not
even hunt for him.  Tle was not uselul like the conw,

Meanwhile, Tiram had at last taken the right train and gone 1o Norton,
where he discovercd that his next train was five or six hours late. v this
time he had forgotten about his dog and thought only of his child who, per-
haps, lay dying, still far away.  Going up to the ticket agent. he asked how
lomg it would he before the train could reach Tom's Creck,
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“Not before three or four in the morning.” wias the response,

“How about walking,” said Hiram, “how long would that take?”

“Eight or ten hours if you are a good walker, but you had better wait.”

“I've got to do it,” said the mountaineer resolutely, starting at once down
the tracks. The sky was cloudy and IHiram felt cold.  Tle missed the hiule
vellow figure that had flitted before him on the mountain trail, harking ener-
getically at the squirrels and birds. e was exhausted from loss of sleep and
long walking. although sitting on the train had been some rest. Anxicty
kept him awake and he trudged on over the rails. The night was already Tall-
ing, and soon it grew so pitchy dark that he could scarcely sce the track
which he followed, Soon after dark it began to rain heavily and the old man
was drenched. Sometimes he stumbled and fell. One station after another
was passed, and at each he went to warm a moment at the fire and to ask if
this were Tom’s Creek. There was always the same answer from the sleepy
operators, until at last, when it was nearly one o'clock, he staggered into a
small station where he received the answer, “Yes." The weary man radsed
his eyes to heaven and breathed the first prayer of thanksgiving that had
ever passed his lips.

“Tell me the way to the hospital,” he said cagerly.

“Straight up this road a little way. It is a big hrick building.  You will
know it by the lights.”

Ten minutes later a haggard and drenched old man stumbled into the
hospital and asked the night clerk, “My son. is he alive?”

“What is the name, please?” asked the man, “I will sce. | think that he s

“Carter, John Carter.”

“IHave a seat, sir, and I will ind out.”

It seemed an age before the clerk returned, followed by Dr. Robinson,
The latter held out his hand and smiled pleasantly.

“Mr. Carter,” he said, “your son is alive and is out of danger: however,
his back is injured so that he can never walk again.”

The doctor went no Tarther, for Hiram, in spite of his great strength, fell
fainting to the floor. They carried him away and put him in a snowy white
bed. The old man did not awake until late in the following afternoon. \When
he was dressed, the doctor conducted him to his son’s bedside.

There is little more to tell, except that the young man was finally able
to leave the hospital and go to live with his father in a little cottage which
the kind-hearted physician had secured for them. Although unaccustomed
to that kind of labor, the old mountaincer went bravely to work in the mines,
refusing to have any one else take care of his crippled son.
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It was carly April when at last [liram was able to think of his dog and
cow, [le resolved to carry out a plan which for some time he had been con-
siddering.  Ile had learned that he might carry Dirown in the baggage car.
and so determined to go back to Shady Valley and bring him to his new
home. It was a heautiful spring day when once more he came to the little
village platform that he had leit in the fall. This time the journey was easily
made, for the trains were on time, and then the way was not so strange, The
long trip across the mountains was a pleasure, for the dogwood trees were
heavy with white blossoms and the birds were singing gaily.  Hiram did not
stop at old Deek’s, but went slowly up the mossy ereek bank to his own de-
serted cabin, Something seemed to tell him that Brown would be there waiting.

I'resently hie came to the cabin. Above the door there Teaned a large peach
tree covered with pink blossoms, among which an olive cardinal sat nestling
against the tree, singing of her summer joys to the flonwwers. The old man
whistled, hut no little dog came bounding out from among the gooscherry
bushes. Suddenly a great fear seized him as he came to the door. A pitiful
sight met his eves, for there upon the step, huddled close to the door, lay a
heap of tiny white bones that told the story of that bitter cold night in Jan-
nary, when Drown's faithful little heart had ceased to beat. The master,
gazing down for a moment, sank sobbing on the door step.  The cardinal

whistled on, but his somg scemed sadder than hefore.
Sara Morcax, 1911,

MR. HODGES



Suggestion for Senior Play

(Bringing in the schele class)
Tisme—Some other time.

Scexe—Act I Hero's studio on the Rue de Rosalind.
Act 11 Privane dining room at Flurry's,

Act L Ball room at Flurry's on the night of TTer Seheming Mother's Mas-
querade Ball.

Syxorsis—Act I Maid one. Act T Maid won.  Nev 1L Maede one
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Significance and Influence of Madonnas

RT is the expression of a man’s joy in his work. It is the beautiful
way of doing things.  Musie, poetry, and painting are considered as
the fine arts. The cultural effect of art is felt to the greatest extent

in the study of painting. Knowledge 1s pleasure as well as power. No one
but the artist who has studied nature and contended with the difficulties of
art can appreciate the beauties. or be intoxicated with a passion for painting.
No one who has not devoted his life and soul to the pursuit of art can feel
the same exultation in its brightest ornaments and loftiest triumphs, which
an artist does.  But one who has no natural taste for art derives a pure and
uplifting pleasure from seeing a fine portrait, a fine landscape, or an inspired
painting.

The development of art to a specific department is seen to the greatest
extent in painting. ‘There are some who make a specialty of portraits, some
of landscapes, some of the heads of women, still others of those heaunuful and
cdifying pictures, the Madonnas,  Another achievement in art is the develop-
ment of the color scheme. It 1s only of recent vears that grass has heen por-
trayed other than light green.  Now there are all shades of green seen in art.
This color drawing is also noted in the painting of a scene within a scene.
A fine artist is now able to show a dark room but lighted up by a candle.
One can see the rays of the light glowing in the gloom.

Since the earliest times, art has been influenced by the Bible. This fact is
shown by the vast number of fine paintings that have taken for their subject
some biblical scene. The Holy Book has inspired some of the grandest pic-
tures in the world.  In Raphael’s time, men did things to the glory of God.
When an artist painted a picture of the Holy Family, his wife with their chil-
dren, grouped in the proper order, served as a model. The picture was made
to hang on a certain spot on the wall of his village church. Whenever a
painter of that far-off day married. and in time was blessed with a babe, then
straightway the artist worked his joy up into art by painting the Mother and
Child. The picture was presented as a thank offering to God.  The presenta-
tion of biblical scenes, as a direct result of the influence of the Bible, is seen
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in the works of Giotto, This artist painted the Mother and Child.  The
mother was his wife, the child theirs. Another child came to them, amd Giotto
painted a second biblical picture, calling the older boy St John and the wee
baby Jesus. Years went by. There is found still another picture of the Holy
Family by the same artist, in which five children are shown, while back in the
shadow is the artist himself, posed as Joseph. These pictures were love
offerings to the Almighty One. Love, religion. and art have ever walked
and ever will walk hand in hand.

Among the innumerable pictures, in which the world’s great religious
painters have presented the different scenes of both the OLd and the New
Testaments, the subject of the Saviour has been a favorite one from the
earliest period of the Renaissance. To find the carliest delineations of the
Christ Child, one must go to the catacombs of Rome; on the walls of these
strange subterranean chapels retrace the fading features of the Divine Babe
as painted centuries ago, [From the irescoes of the catacombs, the next step
in the progress of Christian art was to the Mosaics ornamenting the basilicas.
Here the Christ Child again appears as a conspicuous figure.  Iiven when one
enters that period of history known as the Dark Ages, there is found the Christ
Child, Thus it was that in the new birth of art in ltaly the Madonna with
her heaven born Babe was the first subject to arouse enthusiasm.  In this
period are found the works of Raphael. [lis conception of the Christ Child
ranges from the sleeping Babe, from whose innocent face the Madonna of
the Diadem softly lifts a veil, to the grave infant whom the Chair Madonna
clasps in her arms. The picture of the Christ Child is also painted with John
the Baptist. The next step in the life of our Lord, as scen in the pictures, is
that most divine and most uplifting painting of the Christ in the Temple, hy
Hofman. Following this is Christ as the Light of the World, by TTunt.  The
next stage in the history of Jesus as seen in art is the Christ at the last
Supper. There have been many pictures upon this scene in the life of our
Lord, but the painting by Leonardo excels all others.  After this picture,
comes the scenes of the trial of the Saviour, in which period the painting,
Christ at Emmaus, the gentle, loving, sympathetic Christ, the worn, ¢maci-
ated, thorn-crowned, bleeding Saviour, whom the Pharisces misunderstood,
and the soldiers spit upon, outlined by Rembrandt, is the last scene,

OF all the pictures of the Christ, the Madonna and the Babe are the most
popular. The term Madonna comes from the Halian language. There the
word signified “My Lady,” being especially applied to the Virgin Mary, It
has now become common in other tongues, particularly in reference o works
of art.  In pictorial illustrations, the face of the Madonna or Virgin is gener
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ally Tull, oval, and of a mild expression. At first its lineaments were copied
from the older pictures of Christ, according to the tradition which declared
that the Saviour resembled |His mother.

The Madonna with the Babe was first introduced into art about fifteen
centuries ago; it is safe to say that, since that time, the subject has been un-
rivalled in popularity.  Indeed, there is an accumulation of Madonna pictures
so great that no one would dare estimate their number. There are the Por-
trait Madonna, the figure in the hali-length against an indefinite background;
the Virgin Enthroned, where the setting is some sort of a throne or dias; the
AMadonna in the Sky, or the Madonna in Gloria, where the higures are set in
the heavens, or by simple elevation above the earth’s surface. The Sistine
Madonna, by Raphael, carried this form of composition to the highest perfec-
tion, Next in order comes the Pastoral Virgin, with a landscape background.
T'he last division is the Madonna in a Home Environment, where the setting
is in an interior.  Besides these four subjects, there are three other classes of
these pictures which display the aspects of motherhood. They are the Ma-
donna of Love, Adoration, and Witness. The most appreciated Virgin in
these divisions are the NMadonna of the Chair, Domegranate, and the Sistine,
These three Madonnas are considered the most famous works in the portrayal
of the Christ Child in art.

All of these foregoing pictures have qualities which will make them live
forever. In the picture of the Madonna of the Chair, how protecting is the
capacious embrace with which she gathers the Babe to her brooding love,
No technical education is necessary for the appreciation of such pictures.
All who have known a mother’s love look and undersiand, look again and
are satisfied, The fame of this pretentions work rests also upon its splendid
technique. It is unsurpassed for masterly handling of color. The Madonna
of the Pomegranate was painted by Botticelli. This Virgin is the greatest in
its class, It shows Mary encircled by angels, holding the Child, which is half
reclining on her lap.  Her face is full of motherly love. The Child, full of
kindness, raises His little hand to bless the spectator. Mankind will always
consider this picture with the highest esteem.  Art can pay no higher tribute
to Mary, the Mother of Jesus, than to show her in this phase of her mother-
hood.  Oune sympathizes with her maternal tenderness. lavishing fond caresses
upon her Child, The last one of these famons pictures 1s the Sistine Madonna,
the greatest Madonna ever produced. The superiority of its artistic compo-
sition over all of the Madonnas is at once seen. but the strongest haold upun
our admiration is in its moral and religious significance.  All extravagance of
expression is silenced before her simplicity,  Tersis the heanty of symmetrical
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womanhood ; the perfect poise of her figure is not more marked than the puer-
fect poise of her character. Not one false note, not one exaggerated emphasis,
jars upon the harmony of the body. soul. and spirit.  Confident. but entirely
unassuming : scrious, but without sadness: joyous, but without nnrth ;. cager.
but without haste ; she moves steadily forward with steps timed ta the rhvth-
mic music of the spheres. The Child is no burden, but a part of her very
being. The two are one in love, thought, and purposc. Sharing the sceret
of her sacred calling, the mother hears her Son forth 1o meet s glorions
destiny. These three pictures all have a dignity, grace. and grandenr that lifts
them out of the ecclesiastic art, placing them in the list of living portraits,
Two of these pictures, the Madonna of the Chair and the Sistine Madonna,
were the produets of Raphael's brush. This artist never drew a line that did
not support every other line. Ile recognized only one seli-imposed hmita
tion—bheanty. Hence, though his span of life was short, his work is imperish-
able. lle did what no man before him has ever done, and by the sublimity of
his genius he placed the world forever under obligations to him,  Raphael
mirrored the soul of things—he used the human form and the whole natural
world as symbols of spirit. This painter steadily progressed: but he was ever
true, beautiful, pure. and freer than any other master from superficiality,
Raphael loved a woman. painting her again and again.  \Whether this woman
had an existence outside of the figment of the brain matters not, he painted
as he saw her—tender, gentle, and trustiul.  Raphacl prodoced a vast number
of pictures, elevating to men of every race and cvery age: bhefore whose im-
mortal beauty, artists of every school united in common homage. Althougeh
Botticelli painted that most distinetly pagan picture, “T'he Birth of Nenus,”
he eased his conscience and silenced the eritics by prodocing a bheautiful Ma-
domna surrounded by a circle of singing angels. This Virgin is the work of a
good monk. Only a man who is deeply religions conld put that laook of ex
(quisite tenderness and sympathy in a woman’s face. The pagan and Christian
world mingled in his works, but the man himseli helomged to an age that is
past and gone, an age that flourished long before men recorded history, | s
hest efforts seem to spring out of a heart that forgot all precedents and arose,
Venus like, perfect and complete from the unfathomable Sea of xistence.
These pictures of Madonnas, multiplicd without end. <tand for puiace,
faith, hope, truthfulness, and love. All that is fairest. holiest, purest, noblest,
best, men have tried to portray in the face of the Madonna. AT the good that
is in the hearts of the women they know ; every grain of the good that is in
their own hearts, artists have to shine forth from the Maother of Gowd. Indeed,
the Madonna is the universal type of motherhood.  She embodies all those

40



virtues that the ideal mother should have, consequently, she has become syn-
onymous with home.

T'he Madonna and the Child were heralded as far back as the beginning
of time,  Genesis, the first boolk in the OLd Testament, prophesied that a Son
should be born in the world and crush out the sins of men.  Again, in Isaiah
there is a promise that a Virgin should bear a Son, who would redeem the
These predictions were fulfilled when Jesus Christ was born to the

world.
Artists of every school as well as every age have immortalized

Virgin Mary.
this incident by the production of those most excellent pictures—the Madonna

and the Dabe.
MancoLy Lvek. 1911,
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“Polly™

PARTT

S sun was sinking fast behind the hills, casting its last rays on the
old farm house in the valley. Throughout the landscape lay that
sweet, melancholy beauty of autumn—the distant view melted away

in the dim haziness of Indian Summer,  Big red and yellow apples hung still
unpicked on the trees in the orchard, while one looked down the corn field
through a long vista of browned shocks of fodder with golden pumpkins scat-
tered bhetween,  The wooded hill in front of the house was one glorious wall
ol magmificent colors—soitlv-tinted hrowns, brilliant yellows, pale greens, and
vivid scarlets rising one above the other until they met in the gravish hlue of
the sky,

In spite of the beauty of the scene, the entire farm had a neglected look.
The old house, though extremely picturesque, needed repairing badly: the
hriclk had become covered with green moss, while the woodwork, hali Talling
down, was of that gray tint which showed that it had not bheen painted for
vears. The vard, long neglected, had run riot, yet it still had the sweet, rest-
ful appearance of the ideal country vard, with its tall vaks looking down on
the bushy boxwood and the beautiful old-fashioned flowers.  There were
scarcely any signs of life about the place. and an utter lack of that husy activ
ity characteristic of the ordinary farm.  The only laborer to be seen was in the
ficld hauling fodder, while the mourniul cchoes of his song came back from
the hills:

“Oh, dem good old days am gone ncher more to return,

And dis darky’s heart will cber more be sad.”

The song was strangely in keeping with the entire seene; any listener, given
to moralizing, would have enjoyed weaving a little romance about the uray-
haired old darkey with his sweet, melancholy song, and the dilapidated but
picturesque old home,

The only listener, however, was interested neither in the singer nor the
song, which she scarcely heard.  Nway up on the hill near the wods, <eated
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on a big flat rock, was a little girl. She scemed to be expecting something,
for her big brown eves were fixed on the far-away white road leading from
the town. No one would have called her a pretty child, but she certainly had
something unusual about her. She could not have heen more than seven or
eight years old, yet she was rather tall for her age. ller face was most too
lomg and thin to be pretty, but any one who caught a glimpse of those big,
serious, dark brown eyes. always looked a second time. Ter two only claims
to beauty were her eyes, which now scemed toa big Tor her face, and her glo-
rious hair, which fell over her shoulders in a gleaming, copper-tinted reddish
gold mass.  Motionless, intent, she sat, her eyes always gazing at the vl
Presently a shabby old top buggy came into sight. The child on the hill
started slightly, then relapsed into her former attitude, as she watched the
buggy coming nearer and nearer along the dusty road.

Small wonder that she was so interested in its approach, for it betokened
a change in her narrow sphere of life.  Accustomed from her habyhood o
living alone, playing alone, amusing herseli as best she could, she was now to
have a companion. A few days before, her mother had received a letter telling
of the death of an old schoolmate, who wished the chum of her girlhood days
to keep her little son for several years, at lcast, until he should be old enough
to be sent to school.  Mrs. Gordon readily consented to take the boy. not only
hecause of the ties of friendship which made a last request sacred, hut beeause
she felt that Polly was too much alone and needed a companion.  On the
day when she was to meet the boy, Mrs. Gordon, wha had purposely kept the
news for a pleasant surprise. told Polly.  Accustomed as she was to the child’s
queer ways, even she was rather surprised at the calm way in which she
received the announcement.  Asking no questions, showing no signs of pleas-
ure, she looked at her mother with serious eyes, and as soon as she had heard
all. retired to her favorite spot, the rock om the hill side, to think it aver. From
her post of observation, Polly watched old Uncle Billy hiteh up the dilapidated
buggy, which her mother was to drive to the station,  Long after it had dis-
appeared down the road, Polly sat there following it with her eves and think-
ing. [Far from being pleased, she rather resented the prospect of any intruder
in lier Tittle realm, For seven years she had lived satisfied with the smiles
of her mother and the fascinating stories of Unele Billy, the old darkey,
who still worked just as faithfully Tor “Mis™ Mary™ as he had in the days of
prosperity and plenty when “Ole Marse™ was living.  Desides this, Polly had
learned ta have a good time by herseli—she knew where all the bird nests
were and could even go near them and watch the mother birds sitting con-
tentedly on the little egas: hut above all did she like to gather hig bunches of

a4



daisies and climb the hill to her rock. where she would make long chains
and dream, as she watched the clouds overhead and the passers-by down on the
road. The thought of having a boy, a creature who must be very disagreeable,
from all she had heard of boys in general, tearing down her bird nests. romp-
mg. facing, and teasing, was more than she could stand.  As she thought of
it, she set her lips firmly and made up her mind to greet the newcomer defi-
antly.

When at last the buggy reached the house, Polly still did not deign to
move—she was determined to make no advances whatever toward the in-
truder.  Mrs. Gordon got out, followed by a small specimen of humanity
arrayved in trousers.  She looked up. saw Polly sitting motionless on top of
the hill, then turned and said something to the atom in trousers, who first
stared at the small figure on the rock. then slowly and deliberately began
making his way toward her. Polly calmly watched his approach, inspecting
him eritically the while, \What really attracted her attention was not so
much the hoy himself as an interesting looking white bag which he carried.
Gradually she felt her resentment passing away, and found herself thinking
that boys might not be so had, after all, especially when they cartied white
bags. \When the voung gentleman was a few vards from her. he stopped.
deliberately opened the bag, drew out a long stick of red and white striped
peppermint candy and began eating it, That was more than human nature
could stand, and Polly felt the last drop of resentment rapidly oozing away
as she suddenly realized that bovs were the most desirable beings on carth.
After munching and staring a while longer, the boy in guestion walked up
to her, held out the bag and said, “You can have it—I bought it with my own
money.” A\ few minutes later, Mres, Gordon looked out of a window and saw
two little figures sitting comfortably on the hig rock. cating sticks of candy
and evidently talking confidentially, As she looked, a contented smile came
over her sweet, sad face, and she went back to her work with a will, after
waving gaily tn “Polly™ and *Jack.”

Thus began five short years of perfect happiness, vears that always brought
tears of mingled pleasure and regret to Polly’s eyes as she looked back over
them. The children got along together about as well as most children do—
Jack, being a normal human boy, couldn’t refrain from teasing and torment-
ing Polly unmercifully.  She, however, having her own goodly portion of the
spirit which usnally goes with red hair. was by no means an antagonist to be
despised.  Thronghout it all, however, the children were the best of friends,
and My Gordon felt happier than sivee her husband’s death, as she looked
at the two rosy voung faces, and P'olly's eves no longer dreamy and serions,
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but bright and fall of life and animation. OR! the times they had, and the
hairbreadth escapes! TPolly was determined to equal if not excel Jack in
everything—nothing was too difficult to undertake if Jack did it first.  She
“skinned the cat™ in the top of an old chestnut tree. forty feet from the
ground; she jumped from the highest rafter in the barn down on the hay,
happened to hit a hole and disappeared. When Jack. terrified, rushed down-
stairs to pick up the pieces, he found her in an old feed box, somewhat shaken
up, but triumphantly exclaiming as she saw him, “Well. T did it, anyway.”
This last episode put a damper on them for a time. but such an unusual state
could not last long. One night. old Uncle Billy, who had a Arm beliel in
ghosts, heard unearthly moans coming from the direction of an old graveyard
in the woaods. Peerin';_{ fearfully and cautiously Trom the window. he saw
two spectral, white-clad figures bearing down upon his cabin.  \With a yell
of absolute terror, he seized the old musket that “Massa™ had borne through
the war and fired at the “hants,” who immediately resolved themselves into
a badly scared little girl and boy and a pair of sheets. Various and numer-
ous were the adventures they had, but the happiest times of all were the
summer evenings, when, tired with the day’s tasks and play. they climbed o
the old rock on the hill to watch the sun set and make castles in the air,

The best of times must end, and so, one day a letter came from Jack's
guardian, saying that it was time for him to go off to school.  Although
pleased with the prospect of being out amonyg other boys, yet, when it came
his turn to say good-hyve to Polly, the big boy almost broke down. and in
U]I‘ti&l‘ to hide his emotion, stooped and kissed her, saving, "Good-hye, Tittle
chum.

PART 11

The years passed away. Mrs, Gordon was working far harder than was
good for her health in order to fulfill her dearest ambition—to sce Polly a
graduate of the Normal School and a fully qualified teacher. DPolly. at school,
was doing her share by studying early and late. Among the teachers and
pupils, she was known as the hardest working student of the school. Natur-
ally bright, she was leaving hehind her a brilliant record, and seemed destined
to graduate with highest honors, when an unforeseen event occurred.

In the meantime, Jack had finished college and was back in the home
town, practicing law. Often he went out to see Mrs, Gordon, or “Mother,” as
he called her, to cheer her up and hear news of PPolly, whom he had not seen
since that eventful time when he left for school. One afternoon he went out
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Lo see her, as usval, and after searching vainly for some time, found her in
the orchard, Iving at on her back. unable to move, At first he thought she
was dead, but soon she opened her eyes and told him in a scarcely audible
voice that she had been stricken with paralysis, She had had several slight
attacks hefore, but had kept on working, which brought on what she felt to
be her last. Tenderly Jack carried her into the house, summoned a doctor,
then went off post-haste to cateh the next train to P'olly’s school.

Line and line of girls had filed into chapel until the immense hall was
filled, "T'he school was to be honored with an address by the president that
morning. A1l knew his story and how much he had done for the school: a
hush of Tove and reverence came over every pupil there as the venerable old
gentleman arose. In the midst of his address. a commotion occurred in the
back of the hall, and every one turned to see what it was. One girl, whose
hair formed a brilliant halo about her head, a girl with big, dark brown eyes,
uttered a ery and half rose from her seat.  Jack, with his face white and set,
was making his way through all that crowd straight to Polly. who was watch-
ing him with startled eyes,  She knew from his appearance that some great
calamity had occurred., but even then, she noticed how tall and handsome Jack
had grown. A few words of explanation sufficed, and in less than an hour,
PPolly was scated by Jack on the train, speeding back to her mother’s death bed.

The doctor met them at the door and said softly, “Just in time.”  As they
entered the room, however, it seemed already too late, for the mother lay
motionless with her eyes closed, and no breath scemed to come from her
white lips.  Polly, almost frantic with grief. threw hersell down at the bed-
side, sobbing, “Mother, mother!™ At that cry, the pale lips trembled. the
eyelids opened, and Mrs, Gordon looked for the last time upon her daughter
and the oy who had heen almost a son to her. Motioning them to kneel side
by side. she placed one trembling, wrinkled old hand on cach head and said
softly, *My children, I must leayve vou.” Then, looking into Jack's eyes. she
said, “Take care of Polly, for you are all she has now.”

PART 111

The little district school had just closed Friday afternoon.  Polly swept
the room carefully, rubbed off the blackboards, closed her desk, then started
walking down the lane leading from the schoolhouse.  She walked slowly,
always watching the road in front of her, for Jack had promised to meer and
walk home with her. 1t was fall of the year, and Polly noticed with a smile
how very much it was like the afternoon when she first saw Jack, Something
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‘n the memory of the ridiculous little figure offering her the big hag of candy
must liave been very touching, for the smile suddenly changed 1o a tear.
Somewhat changed was Polly since we last saw her—older, more serious,
her face had lost most of its heautiful color and her mouth drooped a little.
She had been having a rather hard time since her mother’s death. OF course,
she had not been able to go back to college, but had begun teaching in the
little country school near her old home, The house itself had been rented 1o a
farmer and his wife, with whom Polly hoarded.  She was very fond of the old
couple. who were kind to her in their way. but she was always looking for-
ward to the day when she could have the old home repaired, as her mother
had always wished. How glorious it would be to see the place as beautiful
as they said it had been when her father was alive, to live there always, and—
A burning blush put a stop to any further castles in the air, and she began
wondering what on earth Jack could have to say. Ile had told her it was
very important. but she could not imagine what it could he. Just then she
looked up and saw the young man himself coming to meet her. Unlike his
usual manner, he came toward her slowly, with his head lowered and seemed
to be very much preoccupied. He greeted her with a nod, and they walked
on together silently until they had almost reached the honse. Then Jack
turned to her and said abruptly, “Let’s go up on the hill—I can say what
I've got to say better there than at the house.” [olly blushed slightly, hut
said nothing as they began to climb the hill.  When they reached the old
rock. hoth sat down mechanically. Then. as il determined to have it over,
and without looking at her, Jack began to tell her of the beautiful girl he had
met not long ago, of how, in spite of himseli. love had come into his heart,
Remembering the mother’s last words, he had struggled against it but in
vain. “And, now, Polly,” he said, "you see what a miserable cad | am. |
can’t love you in that way, you're the dearest friend a man ever had, but—"
He said no more, but fumbled in his pocket and drew out a picture, which he
handed to the motionless girl heside him.  Polly looked down into the love-
liest and sweetest face she had ever seen—a real Madonna face, framed with
dark. wavy hair. “T'hat’s Dorothy,” Jack was saying, "Oh, "olly. if yon could
only see her. vou would nnderstand!™  Polly’s face turned pale for a second,
then she looked at him calmly and said, *1 think | understand.  She's heau-
titul, and you're a fortunate man.  As for the other. why it's absurd Tor us to
think of being any more to each other than the friends we've always been.
The idea!” and she looked straight into his eyes and laughed,  “esides,”
she added, “TI'm so interested in my work, | couldn’t think of giving it up.”
He did non see the tired, pitiful little look that came into her eyes, so relieved
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was he at the solution of the difficulty. They talked on about Dorothy, Polly
asking questions in such an interested, friendly way that, in spite of his relief.
Jack's vanity was slightly piqued.  Finally, he rose to go. The thought of
Dorothy and the happy future before him made him unusnally tender. Taking
["olly by both hands he =aid. as he had done at that other parting years before,
“Good-bye, little chum.  I'm going to bring Dorothy to see you soon, and
yvou'll just be crazy about cach other. neither one of you could help it.” he
added, laughing.  Making a last effort to control herself, Polly joined in the
laugh and managed to say good-hye in her usual manner,

Scated there on the old rock, where they had had such good times together,
she watched him go out of her lile as sh.c had watched him come in, vears
ago,  When his broad shoulders disappeared around the turn of the road, she
hegan to look around her.  Everywhere she looked, everything she saw.
brought back memories of Jack. The sun was gradually sinking behind the
hills. The cold night wind was beginning to blow, hut she didn’t even feel it.
The twilight deepened, the stars came out, the wind blew colder, but still the
white-faced girl sat alone on the hill, gazing with fixed eves down the long
dreary vista of her future. From the valley, Uncle Billy’s mourniul song
aArose

“All dis world am =ad and dreary,
Eberywhere 1 roam—"
She heard no more, but overcome by the hopelessness of it all, she buried
her face in her arms,
GERTRUDE MarTin, 19110




A Senior’s Dream

Ein Knabe im Nacht studierle spal,
One thousand lines did he translate;
Multas linguas ille vincit,
"T was not easy, don't vou think it.
Einmal zuleizt ging er nach Bell,
Just as quick as he could get;
Sed in caput venil stalim
Dreams the worst thal ever got him.
Er schrie, er bog, er blies, er schnob,
[t surely reached clean round the globe,
Apud linguas tres et decem,
He'd forgotien which lo dream in.

K. H and M. 8. 711;
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Object  Matrimony

T was nearly five o'clock when Dale and Goodrich sauntered into
the club, and found Hangs deeply absorbed in a letter which he was
reading,  Neither of them spoke to him, but walked over to the

window and stood gazing idly down at the crowded street.

When Bangs had finished reading the letter, he jammed it into his pocket
and silently joined the two men at the window.

“Iello, Bertie,” said Dale turning, “what's the matter? You look blue.
Not bad news, [ hope!”

“Yes," said Bangs, 1 consider it rather bad. When a fellow’s just found
out that he can’t get a penny of a fortune he's been looking forward to all
his life. unless he's married within six months, he hasn’t much to be cheerful
over, has he?”

toth Goodrich and Dale stared at him.  “Oh, come DBertie!” said Dale.
You dom’t mean that uncle nl' vours has—"

“Lxactly,” said Bangs. “This letter,” he laid his hand contemptuously
on the pocket in which he had put the letter, “is from old Diggs, U ncle Der-
tram's lawyver, and in it he informs me that by my unele’s will, his entire
Tortune of Ave millions was left to me under the cnu:lnn-n-. that T marry within
six months a woman my cqual in every respect.”

“I's o measly trick,” said Goodrich, who was by nature i pessimist, but
Dale, who had a highly developed artistic temperament, amd a well cultivated
taste for the romantic, grew enthusiastic at once,

“OF course, you'll he game, won't you, Dertie? You won't it down com-
placently and let a thing like that slip by, will you? It's up to you o find the
right girl, woo and win her within that six months, and get the fortune, too.”
Dale's enthusiasm was contagious, but Goodrich and Bangs scemed immune.

“I'I tell vou what, Bertie.” said Goodrich, “there isn't a girl in the United
States good enough for voul”

“Goodrich, old man,” said Dangs, smiling at his friend indulgently, “we

know yon're a confirmed woman hater, but von mustn't let your feelings
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carry you away. There are just hundreds of good, lavely girls in the world,
but somehow I don’t seem to be able to fancy any of “em. | suppose it's
because I've been holding up the joys of single blessedness so long, that it
doesn’t seem natural to think of settling down into the jog-trot of married
life: besides, there isn’t a girl of my acquaintance who would have me. 've
never been looked upon as the marrving sort.”

“Gad,” mused Goodrich, “do you remember the lovely bachelor dinners
we'd planned to have when you got that five million, Bertie?”

For a long time the three smoked in silence, cach deeply absorbed in his
own thoughts. DBangs was the first to speak. =1 say, fellows,” he said, 17
like to get out of New York before this little story circulates around, for |
shouldn’t enjoy the distinction of being pointed out as a wile hunter. I was
never very much for notoriety, anvway.”

“Where do you intend going?" asked Dale.

“"Haven't quite decided.” answered Bangs. “The suddenness of this blow
rather benumbs my mental faculties.”

They lapsed into silence again. Then, *I have it!” Dertie exclaimed, “I'lIl
go out to my sister’s in Colorado as soon as | can straighten up my affairs,
and see what she can do for me.”

A week later, on their way home from secing Dangs off, Dale said to Good-
rich. “Georgie, can’t you imagine old Dert making love? Why, the fellow
hasn’t a spark of the sentimental in his whole make-up.”

“Don’t know about that,” said Goodrich, “I once saw a picture that had
accidentally dropped out of something of his. It was of a young girl, and
when 1 asked him who she was, he said something about its heing his sister.
The photo had ‘Betty’ written across the back—his sister’s name is Rose,
isn't it

Nearly a month after that, Dale and Goodrich came into the club together,
and found a letter from Dangs. It read:

“Boulder, Colo.,
November 19th, 19——
"Dear FELLOwS:

“"Have T found her? Perish the thought! 1 suppose if 1 live I'll learn
some day, however, ‘experience is a dear school'—but [ happen to helong to
the class of people who will learn in no other.  'll promise vou one thing.
though, if T ever come out of this ordeal alive, and secure that five million,
too, I'll write a book entitled *How to Make Love on Short Notice.” Tl sell
it a dollar per copy. and turn the proceeds over to the Missionary Fund.

“Since T've been out here Rose and Jack have been doing their best 1o get
me married off at once. Rose went mad over the whole thing right off. Such

52




a unique situation, she thinks. She always has worried because there's been
no one o lay out my dressing gown and slippers, and see that my buttons
were always sewed one | think Jack seeretly regards me as an object of pity,
but he's careiul 1o comeeal it and displays unfaltering interest in my case.

“First thing Rose did was to invite a pack of girls down from Denver for
the week end. All of them were charming, but 1 couldn’t to save my life
decide which one I liked best. 1 lay awake three solid nights trying to find
out whether it was IHelen or Marye or Julia, and when 1'd about decided to
propose to Agatha, I woke up and found they'd all gone home,

“Rose said 1 owas quite hopeless, but straightway she introduced me to a
Chicago girl who was staying at the hotel over at Estes Park. 1 began liking
her at once. perhaps because she didn't chatter eternally like some of the
others had.  She didn’t make me ill at ease, either, but seemed to fit right into
my moads, 1 can't deseribe her exactly, but she was one of those thoroughly
comfortable creatures and although she didn't wake in me a big tremendous
fecling, I was sure 1'd grow awfully fond of her. Desides, she had a quiet
dignity about her that would have gone with that five million charmingly.
I was congratulating myscli that 1 hadn’t proposed to any of the Denver
girls, and sometimes | could shut my eves and see Eve—her name was Eve—
smiling at me across the cut glass and pink candle shades—yes, 1 was sure
the shades would be pink—I always liked pink.

“She was fond of riding, and we went out together frequently.  One morn-
ing we started very carly for a canter along the Moffet Road down through
the foor hills, and it was then | determined to ask her, and have the thing
over. It took nerve, my dear fellows, to get sentimental with a girl of that
kind, for she'd been so candid and friendly all along. 1 had the five million
at stake. though. so | plunged. )

“Puat it didn't work. She wouldn’t have me, for, you see, she was perfectly
sure that she could never care for me, and she was afraid we couldn’t hit it otf
very well without that essential little thing called “love,” She was wonderfully
nice about turning me down. however, offered to be a sister to me and all
that sort of thing. 1 admired her all the more for her frankness, though I was
thoroughly disgusted with myself.

“Of course, | shan't stay here any longer. [ met Jimmy Wentworth the
other day up at Denver. and he invited me to go with him down to his place
near St Louis for a few days during the hunting scason, e

“You remember Jimmy, don't you, Dale? | was never very strong for Jim
at College, he was such a blockhead. hut he turns out to be a goad sort after
one gets used to his stupidity,  Then, Rose says Jimmy has a stunning sister,
s that decides me.

“\Wish me luck.

“Yours,
"RERTHLT

“Poor old Dert!” sighed Dale, as he folded the letter.
“Is the way of the world,” growled Goodrich.
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Nearly the middle of December a letter came addressed. as usnal, to Dale,
but meant for the two.

S Louis, Mo,
December 15th, 19—

"Dear Fenrows:" it ran, "Thanks for your stimulating words of encour-
agement, comiort, ete,, but No. 2 has proved a failure also—wait, 'l tell you
how it happened.

"1 accepted Jimmy's invitation and went home with him, e has a hand-
some place, charming sister, and lovely mother,  Scems that Jimmy's mother
took a fancy o me right off. and |, remembering the old saving, “Te that
would the daughter win, must with the mother first hegin, devoted mysceli
for a day or two strietly to Mrs. Wentworth,

“She's a fussy little creature, who affects English airs, and has a way of
peering at one through her lorgnette that 1s rather discomcerting.

“Jimmy's sister. Camilla, is one of those doll baby girls—hbig china-hlue
eyes and puffy fluffy hair. She's a bitintellectual, oo, was educated at Vassar.
At first she was rather distant, but gradually she hegan to unbend and treat
me more as if 1 were a human being, 1 can’t say that | was desperately in
love with her. for you see, as Jerome says, a man can love only once—hut on
the whole, 1 was rather fascinated and awed by her heauty.

“When I'd been here a little over a week, | was invited with the rest to
attend a masque ball given at Mrs. Van Shuyler's, one ol the leaders down
here. \While getting ready for the thing, | comceived the idea to propose to
Camilla at the ball. | ordered Jimmy's valet. who had been helping me dress,
out of the room, and stood before my mirror proposing to myseli for nearly
an hour, 1 became so excited that all the way over in the motor to Van
Shuvler's, | had o keep repeating "Mary had a hittle lamb' to steady mysell.

“For a long time | couldn’t make Camilla ont, but finally | danced with a
Turkish girl who knew every one in the room in spite of their disguise.  She
pointed out a little French peasant as Camilla,  She told me also that the
gloomy looking Knight standing in the doorway was Dilly Aldrich, a devoted
admirer of Camilla’s,  She <aid, however, that Mrs. Wentworth didn’t Took
on Billy very favorably, and objected to his being with Camilla at all.

“Adjoining the Van Shuyler's ballroom is a heautiful conservatory.  After
the fourth dance 1 dodged in here to rest a bit and think up my speech again,
I'm afraid | was losing my nerve rapidly, when | tarned and saw Camilla
coming towards me. | was wondering why | had been so stupid as not o
have recognized her before, but, somchow, | had picked her out as a shep
herdess, and wasn't paying much attention to the French peasantry, 1 was
she whao spoke first,

“rPmoglad ve found you in here,” she said, sitting down on a low scat
near me, ‘it was rather hard to slip away, but I got rid of Nleek Berkley just
now. and ran in here.

1 waited a moment to see what she would say next, for | comldn’t help
helieving that she had mistaken me for some one else. Tler voice was so
tremulons and tender, T conldn’t think it was meant for me.
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“*Mother's watching me,” she went on, ‘for she doesn't want us to be alone
together a minute. You see, she's so intent upon my fancying that Mr.
Bangs, for she says it's my duty to the family to make a brilliant marriage,
but Billy, I—1 can’t, somchow.’
~ “That was certainly a bracer, wasn't it? I tell you, my pride flopped about
forty degrees. DBut 1 couldn’t help feeling sorry for Camilla. It was plain
that she had mistaken me for Billy Aldrich, the Knight who had been pointed
out to me in the ballroom, and honestly, | didn't have the heart to tell her of
her mistake. It had all happened so suddenly, and since it had happened, 1
allowed the mistake to go on.

“Listen, Camilla,” 1 said, endeavoring by the husky tone | assumed to
disguise my voice, *I have a capital plan to tell you about. but we can’t talk
uninterrupted in here, for the people will come pouring in as soon as this
dance is over. Run out on the porch, while I go and see if any one noticed.
I'll be with you in a minute.

1 made for the ballroom at top speed and found the Knight who was sulk-
ing in a corner. | hauled him into the dressing room, and after he had rather
reluctantly put my black doming on over his suit of armor, he began asking
for explanations. *Don’t be a fool” 1 said rather hurriedly, *Miss Wentworth
is waiting out there on the piazza—would like to see you—that is, she mis-
took me for you a few minutes ago, but you don't need to let her know that.
Might make her feel uncomiortable.  Oh, by the way ! when you left her you
were suggesting a little plan,” and I shoved him in the direction of the piazza.

“After he had gone, | stood there feeling very much like an overgrown
cupid without wings or quiver.  As 1 had unmasked, | couldn’t go into the
ballroom again, so | fished in my overcoat pocket for a cigar and sat down to
smaoke and reflect.,

“1 began cursing myseli for a miserable failure. and wondered if Uncle
Bertram was resting quietly in his grave alter all the anxiety he had caused
me. My reflections were cut short, however, by the abrupt entrance of the
Knight.

““We want you to help us out,” he said. as he proceeded to get out of his
disgmise and into his motor coat, “we'd like you to go to Brandon with us—
act as witness, hest man, and evervthing clse—you will, won't you ?

“\Well, fellows, it would be too touching to go into details. v all “panned
out’ lovely, and we were back in time to announce it at dinner when every-
body unmasked.  Sad to relate, the news really took Mrs. Wentworth's
appetite, but Jimmy didn’t act the cad in the least,  After he got through
blinking in the same stupid way he used to when called upon in class, he
shook hands with Billy in a way that was good to see, and then coaxed his
mother to forgive them at once.

“Yes, 'l acknowledge, 1 feel tremendously sorry for mysell, bat there's
some consolation in knowing vou've helped to make some one else happy.
Billy's a good fellow and deserves her. lere's to a long and happy life for
both of them,

“I'm leaving here to-morrow for Virginia, where 1 shall spend the halidays
at my aunt’s place, “The Oaks” near Richmomd.  She has fomnd ont miy
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troubles, and has written asking me to come. promising that 1 may rest there
in peace, unharassed by anything more feminine than herself, a maiden lady
of sixty. [ have accepted with joy, for I'm badly in need of rest,
“Good-bye,
JerTie”
The second week in January another letter came.  Dale and Goodrich read :

The Oaks,” Richmond, Va,
*Janvary 9, 19——-.
“Dear FELLOWS:

“It's settled, 1 tell you, and no joke. The impossible has come to pass.
Aunt Jane's the best friend a fellow ever had; but listen until 1 tell you how
1 found the future Mrs. Dertram Bangs.

“The odd part about it is that 've known her for the last six vears—ever
since I was twenty. She was only a kid of seventeen when 1 first met her at
commencement at the close of my third year. \We hecame friends right off,
and I saw a good deal of her that same summer here at “T'he Oaks.” w here she
was visiting “Aunt Jane at the same time | was. She was in New York for a
while during the next winter, but I wasn't allowed to see her often, on account
of the eccentric ideas of her father, who was a crank as well as an invalid.
When 1 did see her, though. it meant a good deal to me, for | felt differently
towards her from the way I had ever felt towards any other girl.

“The next spring her father was ordered 1o Europe for his health and she
went with him. She promised to write to me. but aiter a while | think she
forgot, for my letters remained unanswerced, 1 still kept the warm feeling
for her. though, and never took particular interest in any other girl.  You
remember, | once told you that a man could love only once in his life—well,
I believe that is true. There may be other feelings something like it, but
they're what are known as affection, reverence, ete. | suppose I've loved
Bctlv all along but needed to be waked up suddenly to realize it

“When I arrived here at Aunt Jane's, | reccived just the jolt I needed to
arouse my dormant feelings, 1 found Betty, the same Detty, grown into a
lovely woman.

“lsn't it strange, fellows, when a chap meets the right girl he doesn’t
have the least bit of trouble telling her hie loves her. e doesn’t have to chase
around his brain thinking up HIJLL'LIIL'-». but it all comes casily and naturally,
All his cherished ideas of bachelorhood vanish and he begins thinking how
horribly lonesome he'd be without her.  Detty has consented to see things
my way, and the wedding's set for next month.

“I won't tell yvou what she’s like, I'll let you wait until you see her, and |
know you'll like her for her own sake as well as for mine.” So, join with me
now in drinking an imaginary toast to the happiness of the future Mrs, Bangs,

"f;ntlt‘-h‘\'t‘.
BerTie.”
“INS0 T'm leaving Richmond for New York on the fonrteenth, consequently,
I'll have nearly a month in which to give my farewell bachelor clmmlr- i
LN Rl
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“Dear old fellow.” murmured Dale, “I'm glad for him. He deserves the
hest ever—I'm glad he got it.”

Goodrich, the pessimist. rammed his hands deeper into his pockets. "I
say, Dale,” he said abruptly, “wonder how much we two can scrape together
for the wedding present #

Nina Quiny, '13.
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The Knighthood of Peter

ITIERE was witchery in the ancient forest, in the fantastic roots of
broad-girthed oaks and maples, in the emerald hali-light that deep-
ened away through cerie vistas of shade.  DBrown-eved scurrying

animals Turked about the mossy boulders that were tumbled aloft into craggy
turrets and battlements,  llere and there a rounded silver birch, gleaming
through the foliage, suggested the lithe, buovant form of nymph or dryad:
the warm July sunlight clung to the leayves like a web of fairy gold, and floated
with clfin grace among the plumy fronds of the ferns. .\ clear, wine-tinted
brook sang sweetly along its rocky channel, splashing every now and then
to crown with a diadem of pearly bubbles some hoary stone that opposed its
steadfastness to the dashing vouth of the water.  In short, the forest was an
ideal place for dreaming the long, slow pageantry of summer day dreams.
Its myriad allurements to the unseen world of the imagination were, how-
ever, all unheeded by the only person there capable of response to snch a
call—a thin, freckled peasant boy, possibly twelve vears old, with bent shoul-
ders and a sullen, brooding face, 1le was trudging along the rugged bank of
the brook, stopping often to shy pebbles at the shoals of tiny fish that lay
deep in the sunny jasper of the pools.  Peter was angry—angry with the
fierce, impotent rebellion of youth against fixed conditions,  Ilis face flushed
with some old knightly chronicle of his mother’s telling, he had leit the house
to dream over the tale in the woods; on his way there, he had met a group of
knights with the sudden realization that they were forever the lords of the
carth, and that he, a peasant, could never attain to like estate. The lad had
tried to show defiance by standing firmly in the way of the horses, when the
youngest of the men, with an oath and a quick laugh, gave him a tumble in
the dust, which served only to inerease his discontent, rather than, as was
intended, fostering true humility of spirit. Ah! il he only had a chance, with
what energy, what joy would he enter the tourney—evervthing would fall at
the touch of his stout lance. Talking hali alowd, Peter rambled on until sud-
denly he found himsell face to face with a great wall, green as the forest shad-
ows, and so high that e conld see nothing over it save a few hlowing tree tops
and the immaculate morning sky.  Anger and resentment at onee forgotten
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in curiosity, in an instant he was scrambling through the boughs of a chestnut
tree that seemed to offer a view of the land on the other side of the wall,

A very different land it was from that on 'eter’s side: There were smooth,
broad stretches of turf, then a wonderful garden, rainbow tinted with flaunt-
ing scarlet poppies and satiny tulips, whose brilliant hues blended and Howed
into the delicate pinks and lavenders of Canterbury bells. Their mingled
iragrance stole to the boy's nostrils with all the magic perfumes of Arabian
Nights; it was to his imaginative mind almost like music rung from the fragile
pendant blossoms.  DBevond, the warm, sunny, foliaged trees: then the mellow
gray towers of what Peter, though he had never seen it from such a position,
knew to be Granville Manor. The paths and beds of the garden, with their
boxwood borders, may have been a tritle too primly laid for true grace, but
the lad delighted in the glorious rich coloring of the many flowers, quivering
in the wind until they filled his boyish soul with a strange satisfaction.  In a
moment he forgot even that joy in his interest in two men, who, as they ap-
proached through a long arbor, were talking together in an carnest and rather
secretive manner.  Soon they stood in the shade of the overhanging chestnut
tree. and with no sense of impropriety, Peter listened intently to what they
were saying.

The taller of the two wore the dress of an upper or confidential servant,
and was evidently awaiting orders from his master, a hlond, stout little fellow
with sleepy eyes and pointed brows,  1lis pale blue costume, cut in the fan-
tastic style affected by the dandies of the period, made Peter Teel sure that
he was the Frenchman who, so rumor said, had lately heen paving court to
voung Lady Henrietta Granville.

“Yes,” the short man was saying, “she and her father have tlouted me
again; but I'll have her to-day, in spite of him, if only you do faithfully what
I am going to tell vou. This morning at seven o'clock, Sir FEdward Granville,
all his retainers, and that young scoundrel, John Hungerford, went 1o toss
their faleoms on Charpen Moor. They are not to return until nightfall. There
15 not a nag left in the manor stables, no one to defend her save some snivel-
ling old women. Bring the carriage and four men—Jacques, Henri, Pierre,
Yvetot—my lady shall go away in pomp, we shall meet the priest at Dover,
and by six o'clock this evening our ship shall have hoisted anchor and set
sails for IFrance,”

The serving man bowed and walked briskly away. followed by his French
lord.  Peter was frightened. e realized that he had overheard an ugly plot,
which endangered the happiness of his fendal liege lady, and felt that it was
the duty of even a would-he knight to rescue her, hut how to accomplish such
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an end he was at a loss to discover.  Always more ready to plan deeds than
tor do, this thought of rescue gave an impulse to his transient day dreams, so
that in five minutes they filled his head, shimmering with wonderful visions
of sword-scarred armor, clashing combats. knightly victories, lovely ladies
with laurel wreathes in their white hands—.

A twig cracked in the garden below and Peter, still half-way in the realm
of his own thoughts, looked down, A tall and slender lady with a face of an
exquisite pallor was just emerging irom a little honeyvsuckle draped summer
house ; her filmy green dress, the sprightly grace of her movements, and her
winsome, somewhat too child-like face, made her seem just the fairy princess
to glorify the dreaming old garden. The boy in the tree caught his hreath ;
she was the incarnation of all his imaginings. He did not notice that her
dignity disguised a rather vapid expression—to his childish vision she was so
alood, so beautiful, that he dared not look at her too closely ; he could only
worship, and long to do some great deed for her sake. 1le was just beginning
to think how the morning sunshine made a ruddy aureole of her brown hair.
when my lady hid her face in two slim, futile little hands and sohbed aloud.
Peter could bear no more: he never was able to decide whether he jumoed.
fell, or climbed out of that tree, hut in less than half a second he was standing
on the garden sward, very much abashed, and not knowing exactly why he
came or what to do with his hands or feet.

[Lady Hevrictta looked up; she was accustomed to dependence on the other
sex, and there, when all the men of her house had deserted her, seemed a boy
sent by Providence to do her bidding. To be sure, he was very young, very
frail and slender. but still the nearest thing to a man that in her desperate
need she could obtain. Thinking rapidly, she said, *Can you run, lad?”

“Yes, my lady"—he longed to add “with the feet of lightning, for you.”

“Then run to Charpen Moor and tell my father and Sir John Hungerford
that the Sieur de DBraudicourt takes adyvantage of their absence to carry me
away to France.” She wrung her hands, which Peter thought were delicate
as little sunset clouds. “They must ride with all speed hither. 1'd give thee
a horse, but there's not one here. Run, oh, | beg thee, run—run—"her voice
was lost in sobs and she twisted her fingers again in a pitiable manner.

PPeter, with a quaint gesture, half timid, half daring. bowed his ngly little
head and kissed the fringe of her Hoating white scarf. Then, agilely as a cat.
he serambled up again into the chestnut tree, and down to the forest, deep
on the other side. How many things happened since he last stood there! A
half honr ago he was a surly little rebel, now he felt himself in deed. if not
in word, a knight serving, by high empire. the fairest lady of the land. e
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spent small time in reflection, however: for omee in his rather sloewish hie
he needed no spur to immediate action.  An old roamer of the forest wonder-
land, he knew a tiny path that led through the trees to Charpen Moor: a
steep. rough trail it was, but shorter by two miles than the highway usually
followed by the falconers. A quick little toss of his head, and the boy started
at a run down the faint brown thread that, with the pleasant Icisurcliness of
a true nature lover strolled among the bosky green shadows, That path was
surely never meant for swift life or death missions—it dallied amd curved and
twisted until Peter was exasperated, but, child as he was, he had enongh
wooderaft to realize that the path meant an ultimate goal, while in the tangles
of the wood one might wander and return in a circle 1o the starting point,
At last, however, the path orew more business-like, and then, Tor the first
time in his twelve vears, the lad experienced the joy ol swilt, purposciul
running. e held his head erect; the exultant thrill of a hird on the wing
surged through his voung limbs: he felt high-hearted and strong to keep on
forever. He even wondered, hali humorously, if he would be able to stop him-
sell a1 Charpen Moor. No sentiment cherished for Lady Tlenrictta sped
him on ; that was to come later., when other things had failed ; 1t was ihe elad,
innate swiftness of the voung animal, the joy in the play of tense muscles,
and the discovery of an unsuspected power,

Peter was not strong, however, and his fierce encrgy was hound to dic,
but not before it had urged him over about hall of the way, Then the trail
srew steep and rough, slippery pine needles and grey rocks tapestried it once
a4 root, streteched across like a snare, tripped him so that he fell headlong and
came up again with smudges of black loam on his hot face. Running grew
more and more difficult, for his legs ached and his head throbbed from the
toil of the ascent, but he would not slacken his pace even long enough 1o cnol
his forehead in the clear water of a moss-hampered little stream that trickled
over the path, At the top of the hill he did stop, and, drawing a long hreath,
shaded his eves so that he could see far bevond the swaying trees a wide
brown streteh of moorland, with rolling hillocks and a scal-like sugeestion of
vastness. It was ten o'clock, as well as he could reckon time by the sun; be-
tween Sir Edward Granville and himself lay three miles of forest trail, with
probably an additional mile over the moor.

Peter did not pause to look for the crooked little path: he elimbed donwn
the sheer, rugged Tace of a lofty crag, Ainding a daring foothold by carth-flied
ledges and gnarled roots, and tearing away in his ruthless haste great rolling
draperies of starry moss.  Tis hands were bleeding and his clothes in rags
before he reached the bottom. There he found a ravine so deep and hidden
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that in it something of the young resurgence af the spring still lingered ; the
Mattering Littde Teaves that dappled the amber sunlight into cool flecks of light
and shade suggested April rather than July.  The ground was treacherous.
aind Peter ran through damp black soil, maoistenad by a myriad invisible
streams, until his feet were cold and wet. Flies stung his neck and swarms
of gnats whined monotomously i his cars. e noticed a mystically white,
ilmost translucent fower at the side of a high, green-grey boulder, and as
he ran, thonght in dim, boyish fashion that Lady Ilenrietta seemed just so
delicate and pure. Then he found it hard to think at all, because his head felt
s heavy, but his imagination persisted in showing him whimsical pictures
of Tovely ladies, and he longed with all the strength of his loyval little heart to
be able to do some great deed for her,  Running throngh the forest seemed
such a poor expression of his devotion; not at all heroie. e wanted to fight.
to—.,  I'he chilil’s head whirled, a hot, stifled feeling cut off his hreath, and
he dell, a pathetie little heap, into a clump of the sweet fern that covered a
small open place sueeeeding the damp ravine.

The croshed fronds of the fern emitted a pungent, aromatic fragrance,
and that was the first thing 'eter realized when he opened his eves. Tt was
comfortable there in the hracken: just to lie still, with that strange. alluring
odor in vour nostrils, to wateh the vagrant birds Iy through the blue sky
and the heaped-up clouds, like treasure-laden caravans, float by awith slow
dignity, would have heen contentment enough for a man’s whole day.  Peter
thought all that, and then, with a guick rush of returning consciousness, re-
membered his mission and stumbled doggedly to his feet. Running was
well-nigh impossible, but run he would and must. with greater swiftness than
ever before. lle was so tired—almost worn out.  Unexpected hrambles and
twigs lashed his face ; sometimes he had to fight desperately, blindly. through
hafMing thickets, More than onee he stumbled over sharp rocks or projecting
roots, hut somehow, by intuition, by strength of his pure motive, he won his
way through the Torest to the edge of the moor,  How hroad and kindly and
tolerant that mighty hrown expanse seemed after the tangles and petty grasp-
g hands of the forest underbrush,  No treacherons hogs or tripping roots
there—the ground was sure and firm under his feet.  Peter pavsed to hreathe
i the free wind, then ran toward the group of horsemen as fast as his tired
short legs could carry him.

Sir John Thangerford, absorbed in watching his favorite falcon make an
unusually high and well-diveeted flight, was startled by an abrupt tog at his
bridle rein.  Ths handsome yvoung face Nushed angrily as he glanced down and
saw. near the horse’s head, a little peasant lad with a shock of wet yvellow
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hair and a face that showed white under its freckles,  For a few moments
Peter could not get his breath enough to speak, but stood there imploringly,
in his wide blue eyes the pathetic look of a dog who is trying ta warn his
master of some danger. At an impatient exclamation from the knight, he
managed to gasp:

“Lady Henrietta
—to-day.”

Sir John paled a trifle, then bit his lip and asked, “How do you know that,
boy?  Surely you can't have come from the Manor this morning. 1t is a good
seven miles,” with an appraising glance at 'cter’s short stature and thin
limbs,

"Yes, my lord. 1 came through the forest.  Dut vou must go, lle may
have taken her by this time. They were to bring a carriage and four men,
Oh, my lord, go, go swiitly! Take the Dover road. You may meet them.
Go now, 1 beg you.”

“Zounds! 1 believe the boy is telling the truth.  Sir Edward ! and with a
great fear at his heart Sir John repeated the story to a grev-haired nobleman
who had just ridden up. Peter did not hear the reply, but the two knights
suddenly struck spurs to their horses” flanks and galloped off across the moor.,
shouting back for their attendants to follow.

An old man who rode at the end of the cavalcade stooped to help Peter
clamber up in front of him on the horse, and then procecded at a leisurely
jog trot. so that the knights and their followers were soon lost sight of in the
distance. The hoy looked shyly up into the face of the ancient serving man
wha had been thoughtiul cnough not to leave him alome on the moor.  Ile
saw a kind. sunburned face. ugly but not repulsive, with a humorous. broad
mouth, and sharp eyes that shone with a softer light when Peter recounted
his run through the forest,

"Seven miles in three hours, by that tangled way. and you such a slender
lad.” he muttered again and again: then suddenly, “Why did you do i >

“For my lady,” Peter answered.

"Oh, ho! So that is why., By my word, you're beginning young. But,
lad, ‘tisn’t worth it. "tisn’t worth it, ‘pon my soul.”™ The man's voice trailed
Oon in reminiscent sadness.  An old pain deepened his eyes and made the
corners of his mouth droop. 1 knew a lassie once, as fair—but, there, that's
all another story.  The women are curious folk.  You think you've got ‘em
and then vou haven't. They're like those clouds yonder—forever shifting
and changing.” 1In his arms Peter had fallen asleep. finding rest at last for
his exhausted body : but the old man muttered:

that Frenchman—is going to take her awav—to France
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“That lomg run!  And he such a little lad!  She isn't worth it, that silly
hussy, with her emipty skull and painted face.  Detter let her go on to France.
Humph!  Good riddance of bad rubbish, 1 say. The child here’s got more
knightlihood in him than the whole bunch of those fops and dandies.  And
to think they rode off and Teft him without so much as a word of thanks!”

So he grumbled, a forlorn old wastrel of humanity, embittered hy disap-
pointment in his kind, but with some spark of valor that glowed in instant
appreciation of the boyish heroism, A\t last he reached the thatched cottage
where PPeter's mother, a pale, worried little woman, with blonde hair strained
back from a narrow forchead, sat on the doorstep scraping potatoes. Pos-
sessed of no very keen pereeptions, she was naturally somewhat bewildered
by this Spartan return of her lazy son, but the old retainer left him to her care
without vouchsafing any explanation, and she never knew how the boy had
exerted himsell sufficiently to get tired.

[t was not until s<ome days later that Peter heard his father talking about
how the Sicur de Braudicourt had plotted to take Lady Henrietta Granyille
to France against her will; how her father had overheard the plot: how he.
old Sir Edward, and Sir John Tungerford, pretending to go on a hunt, had
hidden, instead, by the Dover road, and had put the French party to flight.
bringing the hysterical damsel back in safety to Granville Manor. Now, of
course. ’eter knew the right telling of thas tale. but he never explained it to
his father, letting that burly woodsman continue in his delusion concerning
the intnition, courage. and omnipresence of the two knights,  Soon after-
wards, it was gossiped about the village green that Sir John Hungerford
had married Lady Ilenrietta, hut Peter always hoped against hope that this
rumor was false.  Day dreams are elastic things : they can urge their possessor
to occasional deeds of real worth. and they can be made to absorh all manner
of queer, unworthy persons. When Peter had relapsed into his former hrood-
ing sluggishness, as he watched the radiant western clouds changing and
Aowing and curving in thousands of elfin shapes, he forgot the old serving
man's definition of womankind, and saw beautiful visions of Lady llenrietta.
In later years, the lad's faculty for dreaming was stifled from him, hut close
to his heart, in dral suppression of his peasant existence, he hugged the rose-
colored memory of that day when. for an entire moring, he had been a knight.

AGarity Boyn, 1911
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The Past of the FFaculty

I schoolroom was built in the quaint fashion of a hundred years

ago, with long benches, a sanded Noor, diamond shaped window panes,

and rafters darkened by smoke from the wide fireplace: and the
humming sound made by the children as they conned their lessons aloud
mingled with the dull noise of the ice-covered brook that Howed past the door.
Suddenly the monotonous murmur was hroken by the high-pitched voice of
a hittle girl well up in the front of the room.

“Teacher,” she eried, in her excitement jorgetting the preliminary of an
apraised hand, “teacher, Ben Turner shot a hean at me.”

“lenjamin”—the teacher looked sternly over his glasses at the red-faced
culprit—"you may get into the wood box and stay there until T tell you to
come out,” The Tad obeyed with apparent meckness, but before tlis:ll‘l“-"”'i"f-r
i the wood box he made something suspicionsly like a derisive face at his
instructor’s venerable hack,

“1 reported him ‘canse my conscience told me to.”" murmured the girl who
had occasioned the hapless Benjamin’s punishment.

“That was right, Cora, my dear.  Yon are a nice, conscientious child.”
and the teacher onee more settled down o his work of correcting papers.

A little oy, wearing a faultlessly tailored suit. sohbed aloud from his
corner near the window.  “Ben will get all dirty in the wood box.”™ he stam-
mered, Tifting a sweet, tear-stained face.

“Master MeMahon, cease that absurd erying. Ah! that ix right, Wilhel-
mina, see if you can comfort him,” as a raven-haired maiden in the nest scat
leancd soothingly over the child. Al her efforts seemed in vain until, with
something like an inspiration, she whispered, 17 you'll be good, Tl play
marbles with you.”

The sobs stopped. and young Master MeMahon's big eyes shome at this
dazzling promisc.  The two, waiting until the teacher was again absorbed,
slipped away to the less intellectual atmosphere of that exhilarating game.

After their stealthy departure, it seemed for a fesw moments that the school
wits to hecome truly aomodel one s hut, alas, not for long ! Such was impossible
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to the restless spirits harbored by those fonr narrow walls. Ao explasion
and a ery came simultancously from the fireplace, where a timid looking little
fellow had been gazing attentively into the flames,

“What have you done now, William Parsons?" was the austere inguiry,
in a tone that implied anything might he expected from that quarter.

“"We—we—just put an ege on the andiron to see what would happen, and
it popped. It hit us in our face. \We didn't mean to—" wailed the penitent
voung chemist. \Why he used the royal we is a puzzle which is left for the
reader to untangle.

Silence and calm again filled the little room, until a shrick from the win-
dow brought all eyes in that dircction. A mole would have known what
caused the disturbance.  Master Deale, who had heen happily engaged in
catching and dissecting flies on the smooth glass, had suddenly grasped a
honey bee instead.  His pain was soon assuaged, and the teacher was free
to return to the interesting task of helping his most precocious Latin pupil,
little Miss Lovelace, with the thrilling romance which she was compiling
from Ciesar’s Commentaries.

Again silence reigned, broken only by occasiomal gigeles of the pupils as
they pointed derisively at the occupant of a high dunce stool in the corner.
Master Phelps had attained that eminent position by reason of his inability
o recite from memory the Constitution of the United States: he soom made
use of his tower of observation, calling with a sudden point of his finger:

"0, teacher. look at that Fitzpatrick hoy! [le's pulling the new girl's
hair!"™

A general commotion resulted. in which all the little maidens caught madly
at their pigtails, while young Miss Rutherfoord, whose shining braid had
been tampered with, wept frantically, and the distracted teacher exclaimed :

"Good heavens! why aren’t you children all like Alto Funkhouser?  Sce
how nicely she is studying. She's the only quict child in school.  Now, class,
take your places in line for the regular Friday afternoon spelling matceh.
Lavinia Critz may be captain of one side, and Dwight McQuilkin of the other.
Lavinia, spell conciliation.”

“Coeneseiclass-h-u-n,” glibly said the curly-haired little maiden.

“By no means! Take your seat immediately,” and with a smile of grim
satisfaction he jotted down a round, fat zero, while in tears the abashed child
laid her head upon her desk.

The word was correctly spelt by the captain of the other side, and then.
hack and forth, up and down the line the contest sped, A hapless pupil fell
at nearly every one of the teacher’s hullet-like queries, until at last only the
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lad addressed as Master MeQuilkin remained standing,  Word after word—
ornithyrincus, hypotenuse, phantasmagoric, ccclesiastic—he spelt with the
greatest ease.

“Congueror,” at last called the teacher.

The boy turned pale, and then blood-red.

“Kon-kon—""he stuttered, and amid the laughter of his classmates took
his scat. The recess bell put a fortunate end to his discomfiture, and the
children trooped noisily into the vard, leaving to the teacher a few moments
nl peace.

These were few, indeed, for hefore long shrill feminine cries made the
poor man rush to the door. A distressing sight met his eyes. Two small
hoys with Teddy bear hairents, well known as Master Locker and Master
Tardy, were engaged in furiously kicking and pommeling cach other. The
air was thick with Aying locks, and a black-cyed damsel, Mary, was striving
desperately to drag from the fight the most pugnacious of the combatants.

With a sigh of despair the teacher returned 1o his desk. "No use trying
to separate them.” he moaned.  “Such obstreperons children | never saw.
What will they be like when they are grown
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THIRD YEAR B CLASS



Betty

I" was a beautiful June day. Every tree around Oak Hall seemed to

be full of birds that were taking that glorious morning te sing their

sweetest songs, The two girls who came tripping down the walk
scemed as if they, too, were breathing the very atmosphere of happiness and
heauty. They loved the old home with its tall, stately oaks, its meadows and
brooks, its orchards and apple trees. Detty and Annie, eighteen and seventeen,
were the only children of Mr. and Mrs. Heywood, The family was well
known, Dr. Heywood being the oldest and best physician in the small town.
These two had taken every care to make the home lovely and attractive and
to throw around the lives of their girls sweet influences.

It was by the guiding hands of such parents that Detty and Annie were
hronght up.  No wonder that these two girls were the very soul of honor and
purity. The younger sister had always depended on the older. At Annie's
first baby step, it was Detty who was ready to cateh her, although just a year
older; when the two got into childish scrapes, it was Detty who bore the pun-
ishment : at school, it was Betty who solved the old hard problems over which
Annie shed many tears. Al through their lives, Detty had done her best to
make life casy for her younger sister, asking only love in return,

On that bright morning, when they came skipping down the gravel walk.
Annie threw her arms around her sister,

“You dear old Betty.” she cried, "1 might have known that you would
forget all about voursell and ask mother and father to send me to school. |
wanted to go so bad, hut they were afraid | would get homesick. | love my
music and | am going to work hard next year and the year after, too.”

“Yes, dear,” said Detty, thinking how pretty Annie looked, "we will he
proud of you, Your old professor said that he had never before heard the
sweet, gentle toueh with which you strike the keyvs”

"0, yes, he has told me that often. DBetty, 1 will miss mother and father,
but™ with a catch in her voiee. “how 1 will long for vou! 1 can’t remember
the time when you have not always been by my side, so willing to help me
and tell me what to do.™
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Both of the girls were quiet for a second.  owever, the birds and the hees
and the blue, sunny sky soon brightened Annic’s face.

“Oh! how I love this old place.” she said to Betty, “hut | am not going
to talk about leaving it now, for it is almost three months before September.”
Looking at her sister's face, "1 think,” she said, =T will go finish the book [
started last night, for Betty, when yvou get that sad. dreamy look in your
eyes it is time for me to run away.”

Betty did not say anything, and as Annic walked towards the house, she
wandered around through the trees until at last she went to her favorite spot,
the big rock underneath the sturdy oak at the side of the house. The wind
had blown off her hat, revealing a strong, goad, and kind face. with just a
touch of pride. However, the pride was shown more in the poise of the
head and the carriage of the shoulders. The expressive brown eyes and the
mobile mouth gave a key to her character. In their strength and endurance
the old rock and Betty were alike—they bore whatever came, never complain.
ing. To the rock Betty told her scerets.  How well she remembered the day
when she heard the beautiful woman sing. and how it inspired the andience
of cultured thousands! No one knew the feelings, the hopes, the ambitions,
since that day. Something told her she had a voice. but the girl knew what
the cultivation of that talent meant. She and Annie both could not leave
home. The dear mother could not do what she once had done. Annie was
the idol of every heart. Mother and father were so proud of her musical tal-
ent, and now that she was old enough, she was to go 1o the conservatory. Yet
when the time came, mother shrank from mentioning it so Detty had gone
to them and gained their consent.

No one knew how the girl had strugeled with herseli, but she, too, loved
Annie, and the old feeling of protection came to her, and with it peaceful
resignation.  “Oh, well!"” she exclaimed alond, “who can tell what is in store
for me?  But it's hard to wait patiently,” and the tears came to her eyes.
“Nonsense,” she eried impatiently, “this will never do!™

She locked her hands around her knees and looked about her, “lt is a
beautiful world, after all.  Just a few steps and vou are in the thick of it.”
Detty sat thus for hours: the beauty and the quict of the scene rested her.
Three hours later, as Detty came up the broad veranda steps. she heard
\nnie’s happy langh, and mingled with hers that of a young man. At once
she recognized their old playmate’s voice.  John Marvyn had been to them
like a brother: he was their mother's cousin's son, so by a family immunity,
he had free aceess o the house. John had been ar the University for twao
vears studyving law. e had just come home for his vacation.



Betty quickly ran into the house, but at the door of the library she stopped
with a puzzled expression on her face.  Annie and John were standing close
tugether looking very happy: the truth flashed over her face in a moment.
Was she to give up John, too? \Was Annic to have evervthing? Then she
looked at Annie, and as she saw her joyiul face, murmured, “1 love you, too.
Annie.”

The two turned and for the first time saw the girl standing in the door.

“lHello, Betty,” eried John, springing to meet her. "1 am so glad to see
your gaod, kind face again,”

"It is good to see you, too, John,” she said. extending her hand.  As he
grasped it she added, “Ttow you have grown! You are so much taller that |
hardly know you.”

This pleased John's vanity. Ile drew himself up and squared his broad
shoulders with pride.  He was about to speak when Mrs, Heywood came
into the room and welcomed the hoy home with a smile that all three had
learned to love.  John could wait no longer, so very stammeringly, and amidst
Annie’s blushes, he told that they loved cach other and wanted to marry as
soon as they both finished school. Mrs. Hevwood, after a pause, gave them
her consent, which sent them out of the room very happy. Half an hour
later there was no one in the room but Mrs. Heywood, sitting in a rocking
chair, and Detty on the floor at her feet,

“Dear Betty, 1 hope it will be all right abont John and Annie. [ know
Dr, Ieyvwood will not objeet, for he dearly loves the boy and admires his
good, strong character. Somehow,” she said slowly, “we always thought he
ared for you. but Annie, dear little Annie—there are not many in this world
who can resist her.”

Mrs. Heywood remained silent for a few minutes, then, throwing her arm
around her daughter, she looked into her face.

“Betty™” she said anxiously, "I hope he is nothing more than a good friend
o vou—" seeing the look of pain on the girl’s face, she stoppad suddenly,
Then, “Oh, my child, T am so sorry! Surely he is nothing to yon?"

“Muother,” said Betty with a forced smile, “do not worry. 1 love John, but,”
she added with a heavy Tump in her throat that hurt dreadfully, “Annie Toves
him too, and John loves Annie. So, mother dear.” bravely, "let us he happy
for her dear sake.”

Mrs. Hevwood knew what a struggle the girl was having. and that the
best thing to do was to say no more, 1 am going upstairs now,” she said
after a few minutes,  Betty looked surprised.  Maother never went upstairs
hefore ten o'clock, and it was only nine.
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“Are yvou sick?” she asked quickly.

“1 am not as strong as 1 was a year ago,” she replicd. 1 have not spoken
to your father about it yet, for he has so much to worry him.”

“Dear mother, don't say you are going to be sick,” said Detty, forgetting
for the moment all about John and Annie. “\Why, what would we do without
yvou? Go upstairs, [ will give father his supper when he comes. Poor old
father! | do wish he didn’t have to work so hard.”

“1Lowill be all right in the morning,” she assured Detty.

About an hour after Mrs. Heywood had gone to her room. the Doctor
came home, He found Betty in the library by the table, her head in her
arms.  Not a sound was in the room.

“Why. what is the matter with my little woman?" he asked, surprised.
“Come now, tell me what it is.”

The girl raised her head and looked up at her father’s face. Yes, she
would tell him about John, and also about her mother, \When she had finished
talking. he looked at her lovingly.

“Betty,” he said, "how I wish it could have been otherwise. Dt little
girl, your mother and | are selfish: we could not do without you.  And,” he
added with a troubled face, *1 have been worried about Margaret,” as he
called Ins wife, “she does not walk about the house as sprightly as she used
to. Betty, we must do all we can to save her from the cares of the household.”

"1 will do my best,” she said earnestly, “hut I wm not going ta neglect
vou. | know you are hungry. 1 have some nice hot supper for vou, Tather.”

* i ¥ 2 = %

Two years had passed since that June day when Annic and John became
engaged. Ile was a wealthy man and a prominent lawyer: she was loved
devotedly by her husband and by a large circle of friends.  12very one stopped
whatever they were doing and listened cagerly when Mrs, Marvyn touched
the kevs of the piano.  Annie's hopes had come true and now, with love and
happiness around her, she felt as i her life were complete. Only when she
thought of Betty or of her mother’s death would the bright face groa s,
but with the old sunny disposition. she would ind comiort in the lives of those
about her.

What had become of Betty?  Tad her hopes and ambitions bheen realized?
No, she was still at Oak [all. No one was there save Detty, Dr. Heyvwood,
and Julia, the old family cook. The girl could be found on the old rock,
nnderncath the oak.  SBhe had changed sinee that day two vears ago. 10 a
passer-hy conld cateh a ghimpse of that sad face, of the far-away. dreamy look
in those hrown eves, then follow her down to the honse and as she meets her
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father again look at her face, the stranger would rub his eves to sce if it were
the same girl that had bheen on the rock. -

The girl underneath the oak tree was thinking of the mother whom she
hal lost, and of the father who. since his wife's death. had been a changed
man,  A\s she sat there it seemed 1o her as if she could no longer hear the
burden she had earried for months, For two years she had tried to fill her
mother’s place. She had taken the household duties upon her shoulders with
the fine courage that vouth and love combine to give: forgetting her own
grie, she had given hersell without thought of anything heroie, to the com-
forting of her broken-hearted father.  Long ago she surrendered all the hright
plans that she had cherished for the cultivation of that talent which she pos-
sessed, and had turned to her duty with never a thonght that she need not
doit. There was no one else,

As Betty sat thinking of the past months, her face changed.
trees there came a low, sweet bird note. She had learned to make that strange
calling sound so perfectly that even the bird would stop for a second and then,
with a jovous note, send back the answer.  Leaning against the tree, she
began 1o sing one of the old nursery songs that her mother loved.  She broke
off—the old pain was there, and all the lost hopes and plans came rushing
hack to her mind.  The girl struggled bravely with herself, then. “NMother,"”
she exclaimed alowd, “for your dear sake | will bear the burden a little longer.”
She sprang up, alert and listening.  Old Julia was calling her.  Detty ran

I'rom the

toward her.

“Miss Detty,” the darkey said in a frightened voice. “Marse Hevwood is
mighty sick.  Come on, honey, just as quick as yo' can,”

“Yes. yes, Aunt Julia” she said quickly, "1 shouldn’t have stayed away
s0 long.”™  She ran into the house, Julia waddling along behind.

Dr. Heywond had gone upstairs into his room when he felt the weakness
stealing over im. so Detty Tound him Iving on his bed.

“lather,” she eried as she ran i, “what is the matter>”

“Come here, Betty” he said, a soft Bght in his eves, " am going to meet
Margaret in a little while, dear. 1 have felt it for weeks, G is gomd. He
knows I can’t live without her.”

“Oh, father,” sabbed Betty, “don't talk like that.  Surely he wonldn’t
take you from me too!”

“Don’t ery, Betty,” said the father gently, It is a good girl you have
been, and a brave one.”

“Not very brave, | fear,” she said softly.

“Yes, ety he continued, “yvon have had a lomely time. Your old hroken-
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down father has been no companion for a young girl like you.™ he pansed.
his breathing becoming jerky. [ heard you singing in the waods the other
day,” he went on, “and, Betty, the baby song was so pretty. Yon remember
the day I took you to the city to hear the beautiful woman sing. bBetty, there
is something in your voice that reminds me of hers. Your great grandmother,
child. had a wonderful talent, it has been handed down o vou,  Some day—
you—" growing weaker, “will startle the world!” with these words he fell
hack on the bed.

“FFather, you have talked too long,” eried Detty, throwing her arms over
him. “isn't there something | can do?”

“No, daughter,” he whispered, “1 am going to Margaret.  You have heen
a good girl,  God hless vou.”  Betty was left alone,

The girl remained perfectly still. Only the groaning of the faithiul negro
broke the silence.  Soon she stopped, tenderly carried the young girl o her
room. then went down into the kitehen.

For two wecks Detty lived at Oak Tlall with only Julia.  Annic and John
came home when Dr. Hevwood died, and begged Betty to go back with them,

"Nao.” she said sadly. 1 want to stay here for one month, and then, Annic,
I will come to you.”  So they had left her. John had been so kind and con-
siderate.  She often thought of the good old days when Annie, John, and her-
self had been together, She loved them bhoth. It had been over two years
since she gave them both up to each other. She had tried to forget him, She
knew she still Toved him and would the rest of her Tife, but he nor Annic would
ever know.

After the month had passed, Betty went to her sister’s home. Annie and
John seemed so happy to have dear old Betty with them, but she was restless.
Now that she was alone in the world, no one depended on her, she was going
to find whether or not her dreams had all heen for nanght, whether the legacy
handed down by her great grandmother was rightiully hers.  So, in spite
of Annie’s entreaties, Detty found herself, a few days later, in the presence
of one of the world's greatest teachers. All the weary months of longing
passed before her in those 1wo or three seconds | the sad dayvs and weeks and
months and years. Now the moment had arrived for which she had so long
been praving.

Ier thoughts still in the past, she was asked to sing. The girl's fairy
voice, so long imprisoned, trilled forth in powerinl erescendo, vet soft and
clinging; the sweet strains seemed 1o tell of all the sorrows, all the heart-
breaks of Detty's voung life. The woman at her side started. then histenced
with sparkling eyes.



“At last | have found my star!” she eried when the girl had finished. Sciz-
g bhoth of her hands, “Can vou study with me for one year? IFor if vou can
vour will beeome something L'NH‘:I“I'IHI;RI'\‘,”

Could there be any doubt when the _;.;'irll heart was consumed with long-
ing? How she worked those twelve months!  Each day brought strange joy
at the realization of her new powers.  She knew she had won. To-day. as
she sat between her mother's and Tather’s graves, there flashed hefore her
mind another seene on the night of her trimmph, an amphitheater of faces,
tier upon tier, eager. rapt, listening, and upon the stage the singer halding.
swayving, compelling them to her will.  “IFather, father.” she saud softly. “1
have inherited my great grandmother’s wonderful voice.”

Kartiarize Herrox, 1911,
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A Grain of Kindness

IRGINTA RAY had the name at Havernell Hall of being rather proud.

She was thoroughly liked by the girls of her sorority, but as she

never took the trouble to notice the other girls, they knew nothing

much abont hero However. they all thaught that she was one of the luckiest

girls at the college, for didn’t she have plenty of money. good looks, and a

charming manner? True, her mother and father were dead, but then, they

had died when the girl was still a child, so she couldn’t possibly miss them
much.

Virginia did miss them, although her Uncle Philip was simply lovely to
her; he had other things to occupy his mind, so that as long as she was well
and apparently happy in her college life, he did not seem to remember that
she was living.  Consequently, Virginia went her own sweet way. thinking
that there was no love lost between them.  Deing of a rather thoughtful turn
of mind, this worried her a great deal as she grew older. and she hegan to
compare herself with other girls,  er special chums were all wealthy, and
her set was considered very exclusive, so that Virginia rarely met with the
other girls in the college.  She hegan to look around her, and there was only
one other lonely orphan in the school beside herself.  That was little Ruth
Morgan, whose sad face she had always liked. but she had never had much to
say 1o her, A

One morning a sudden determination came to Virginia—she would speak
to Ruth, just for the fun and novelty of the thing,  As she approached. the
girl raised two astonished eves to her face, for what could this girl, whom the
girls all called Miss Pride, want with her?

"I want you to come to my room this afternoon, after classes. Ruth: yon
never come, and 1 do want 1o get acquainted with you.”

It seemed a strange request, but nevertheless, Virginia could think of
nothing else.  After receiving a timid promise from Ruth to he prompt, she
went to her room,  Already she began to think to herseli what a foolish
thing she had done, but no matter, she was going to look forward to the after-
noomn visit,

\While she was sitting at her desk. writing to her uncle, she heard a quick,
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timid knock, and calling out a cordial “Come in,”" she waited for Ruth to enter,

When the poor little orphan opened the door, she thought she was in Para-
dise. She had never in all her life seen so much splendor. A first it seemed
as if there was nothing but a brilliant blaze of color. then she saw that so
many college pennants and colors caused that impression. The walls were
literally covered with those numerous and quaint ittle odds and ends that a
girl always finds a place for. Over in the corner there was a sofa piled high
with fancy cushions: in the bay window was a Japanese cozy corner, while
the whole room looked snug and comfortable.  \What a contrast to little
Ruth’s room! She breathed a sigh of delicious content as she sank, at \ir-
@inia’s invitation, into one of the deep chairs.

After a little talk, Virginia proposed making candy. laughingly saving
that candy was her omly accomplishment of which she was at all prouwd. This
seemed to loosen Ruoth's tongue, and she told how often she made candy for
the orphans in the Orphan Asylum at home.

"I wish you could see them. I know you would adore them, Some are
just too clever and cunning for any use,”

It was the first Virginia heard of those orphans, but it was not the last,
and in some subtle way Ruth caused her to hecome enthusiastically interested.

When the ice was once broken, the girls became close iriends. bhut as
Christmas was approaching, they did not see <o much of cach other. \Virginia
had promised one of her dearest chums to be a member of a honse party
during the holidays, Annette Wilson counted over on her ingers the num-
erous pleasures they would have.  All the girls were wildly excited over the
approaching holidays, for weren't they going home, and didn’t that mean
loads of fun?

Virginia was lost for the time being in the jolly fun of packing. She did
not think that her uncle would mind, so she went on with her preparations,
The old Hall had already Tost many of the gay voices, and it seemed a little
bit lomesome to the girls left Dehind, but even these had determined o leave
an the next day.

As the girls came bounding out of chapel on the last morning. Virginia
heard some one weeping.  Looking around her, she saw Ruth all huddled up
on one of the chairs with a most miserable face.

“Why, what are you erying about, when every one else is so happy ;™"

The homesick child told her. between sobs, that she could not afford going
home, and that she was the only girl whao would he Teft.

The other girl finally persuaded Ruth to go to her room and talk it over
there.  All the way out of the building. Virginia felt something tugging at
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her heartstrings: the sound of Ruth’s voice never left her, and why couldn’t
she stay here as company for Ruth during the holidays?  After all, she did
not care so very much about visiting Annette, and it would make Ruth happy.
They could make the old college gay and cheerful.

As the two crossed the campus. they were both silent, for Ruth was he-
coming heartily ashamed of hersell for forcing her sorrow upon another.  IT
only she could run away somewhere and hide until after Christmas, for what
must Virginia think of her! Just at that minute she felt an arm tighten around
her waist and heard some one say, "Il stay here during the holidays, Rufus
dear, and just won't we have a jolly time?  \We'll make this old place so gay,
people will wonder what has happened to grave Miss [Havernell.” This hurst
ol eloquence quite took Ruth off her feet; every objection she could raise was
vverruled,

“You arc just the dearest girl 1 ever heard of; to think that the girls think
you haughty and selfish!™ she said at last.

A pillow was promptly hurled at her head, and Virginia laughed gleefully
at her look of astonishment.

“You poor dear! haven't you ever had any one to throw pillows at you?”

Neither the President nor the girls could understand why the gay Miss
Ray wanted to stay at the Hall: the girls were much disappointed. but Miss
Ray only laughed and declared that she wanted the experience.

The next day, when all the girls had gone, Miss Havernell was formally
asked 1o be a guest at a small feast in Miss Ray's rooms, and afterwards to
accompany the two girls down town.  In that way the afternoon passed mer-
rily : many presents were bought for the orphans, which made Ruth's eyes
shine with pleasure.  As they returned to the Hall, there another surprise
awaited them. .\ dainty little fizure, dressed in lavender from head o toe.
advanced down the room to meet them, and Miss Havernell introduced her
to the girls as Miss Eva Long, one of her oldest friends.

“1ve come over 1o borrow some of your girls, and these two just suit me.
Wouldn't you like to spend Christmas with me,” she asked, turning o the
airls, "provided that Miss Havernell is willing *

“Well be delighted,” answered Virginia,

Arrangements were soon made, and they were to leave at nine the next
morning,  Dancing wildly up to their rooms, they began to pack.  Miss
avernell came along, and told them all about her old friend.

The next morning, bright and carly, the sleigh was at the door and, after
an affectionate good-bye to Niss Havernell, the girls were whirled away.
Then what a lovely box of a house they came to, after that glorions drive!
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It was placed rather far back from the highway, picturesque amd artistic, aito-
gether an old-fashioned place.

Miss Long promptly made them feel at home. They were shown by a
little maid into cheerful little rooms, where everything was as dainty as the
mistress. She immediately put them to work making Christmas goodies.

“I never feel like it is Christmas unless | do the baking mysell,” she said.

It was a husy day for all, but the night's sleep refreshed so much that n
the morning they were ready to go out after evergreens. The pleasant task
of decorating the little home came next, and when they stood back admiring
their handiwork, there was real joy on all the faces, for it was a beautiful
sight to see the holly peeping out in every corner.

That night, as they were sitting in a cozy group around the fire, the girls
on the soft rug in front of the grate, leaning their heads on Miss Long's
knees, their hostess announced to them her intention of adopting Ruth,

“It would be so nice if 1 could have you both with me always, but Vir-
ginia’s uncle has prior claim to her.”

As she was talking, Virginia happened to notice on the white hand hang-
ing over her shoulder a tiny diamond ring.

“Why, Miss Eva.” she asked, “why do vou wear this insignificant little
diamond on this finger alone, when you have so many handsomer ones?”

The hand was quickly withdrawn, and the girl, looking up contritely,
said, “Pardon me, T did not mean to be inquisitive.”

"It was not that, dear; 1 suppose you startled me, but I have never told
any one the story of that ring.  That was my engagement ring, which [ re-
ceived when [ was twenty and my sweetheart was twenty-three. Ile was a
poor hoy when he gave it to me, but now is a prominent man of affairs, and
['m sure he does not know where I have lived since we became estranged.”

The gentle voice trembled and then was quiet, and somcehow the girls
felt drawn closer than ever to the little figure in lavender,

Suddenly there was a sharp ring at the door, and soon the maid handed
a card to Virginia,

“Uncle Philip!" she exclaimed. “What can he be doing here? May 1
bring him in to see you?" she asked.

"Certainly, my dear. but don't keep him waiting."

As Virginia reached the library door, she saw her uncle walking the floor,
seemingly much excited.

“Child, you don’t know how worried T have heen about you. T have been
cverywhere hunting for you. T wanted you to spend Christmas with me,
the old home has been so lonesome.”



“Did you honestly miss me, Uncle?"  Glad surprise came into her face,
and she threw her arms around her tall uncle’s neck, “I've been wanting vou
to tell me for so long that you missed me, at least. but you'll never have an-
other chance to get rid of me: and now | want you to come in and meet the
dearest little woman in the world.”

She thought he had never looked handsomer than when she threw open
the door of the drawing room.

“Miss Eva, I've brought my Uncle Philip \Wayne to you.”

The room was so dark that he conld not see plainly, but as Virginia spoke
their names, they recognized cach other by the firelight. Then, to the aston-
ishment of the girls, Miss Eva sank weakly into her chair, while the tall
uncle cried out, "Eva—!"

The twa girls slipped quietly into the library to talk over to themselves the
wonderful change in their affairs.

Narinarie Baker, 1911,




Nightmare of the Editor-in-Chief

(A True Story)

They came, and they stood, and they gazed at me,
Around my restless bed,

They gathered their pens to prod me deep,
"Who are you?"' I wildly said.

"0, we are the Annual's readers'
Their tone was vengeful and slow,
""We come to punish you for that book,
For which we paid our dough,''

They made me count ten billion words
And copy quadrillions of pages,

They poked and pricked me with their pens,
They did, in furious rages.

They prodded me deep with their iron pens,
Till my body was in a kink,
Instead of blood ink freely flowed,

I was naught but a hottle of ink!
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Among the Rocky Mountains

[£ was tired—yes, very tired, Al day John Redd had been tramping
over the most barren portion of the Rocky Mounntains, hoping, in
vain, that he might at nightfall reach his ranch,  Now, with fatigue

came hopelessness.  Stretching himseli on the dry, hard ground, he sought
sleep, omly to be awakened by a thousand thoughts that crowded in his mind.
His void, empty life appeared vividly before him—a life which, in its loncli-
ness, had heen instrumental only in embittering him.  For, he argued, had
he not passed his golden years—the prime of life—and would not old age and
feebleness soon follow?  Then, alone, unwept for, he would pass into the
great beyond. These thoughts hecame intolerable, and rising, he attempted
to assuage his pain by once more resuming his walk. On he went, neither
knowing nor caring where—forgetting all hodily suffering in his great mental
agony.

Suddenly he struck upon something, amnd looking down, perceived a mo-
tiomless figure. One which was unmistakably that of an Indian.  Redd's
first impulse was to feel for a gun, but a second thought showed him the use-
lessness of that act. Alrcady the man was dead. Striking a match, Redd
strained his eyes in the flickering light, to sce what provisions he might find,
when lo! he saw a small wigwam, deserted entirely save by one little girl who,
with large, startled eyes, was gazing aronnd. “Papa, papa,” she murmured,
“you have come for me, you will take me home with you, won't you?"  And
rushing up to Redd. shie leaned confidentially against his knee.  Never had he
been so moved, so thrilled.  Yes, he determined, he would take the little one,
and, at least, keep her until he could fing the rightiul owners.  Picking her up
in his strong arms, he hurried along.

It was almost morning when this manager of a large ranch, bhearing a
sleeping child in his arms, drew near his home.  The cowboys could hardly
belicve their eves, so great was their amazement at secing this stern, harsh
man slowly and carefully draw near his cabin with a child, then open and
close the door. Moreover, their wonder and astonishment inereased, when
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day after day passed, and still the child remained. At first she only played
around the little cabin door, but as her confidence grew, she ventured out
with Redd now and then, and soon the two became inseparable.  1Even on his
business trips, Redd would take her along, never tiring of her babyish prattle.
The cowboys, also, who were at first attracted through curiosity, then genu-
ine love, watched with the keenest interest the growth of their “little Bee.”

Ten years elapsed. The once fragile little dependent Dee blossomed into
lovely girlhood. However, her loveliness was displayed rather in her charm-
ing, unaffected manner, than in personal beauty. Redd idolized her. To
him who had at one time been her only support, she, in return, became his
life, The hard-hearted man was. by the love of one being, changed into the
most lovable of men.  DBee could not do too much for him.  She supplied his
every want, loving him with her whole heart. When she was not with him,
she was roaming around with some of the ranchmen, with whom she had been
raised.  Thus, in her simple, childish way, she enjoyed her life, never dream-
ing of nor caring for another.

One day, while roaming over the hills, she was suddenly arrested by a
soumd whose sweet tones charmed her,  Held spellbound, she could do nothing
but listen, so divine was the melody. Then, as the melodious tones died away,
when the enchantment was broken. enraptured, she rushed in the direction
from which they had come, but all in vain—she could find nothing,  Dis-
mayed, she stood wondering what she conld do, when suddenly she remem-
bered having seen some old mmstrnment at home.  DBee never knew how she
reached the little cabin g she only knew that scon she, too, was producing the
sounds that had, a few minutes before, so intoxicated her.  She could hardly
wait for Redd to come home. so anxions was she to display her skill.  \When,
at last, he did arrive, with a look of triumph she drew the bow across the
strings—now gazing happily upon his bewilderment, now forgetting all else
save the sublime strains, Soon, for miles around, Bee was acknowledged as a
most talented musician, but that was all. Redd alone recognized her wonder-
ful gift. Often, one, peeping throngh the window, would have been delighted
at the picture of a young girl, seated by a cheerful fire at the feet of a vener-
able old man, lulling him to sleep with her violin,  [le had heard music,
but never anything so divine as this.  And so he often muttered 1o him-
self, "Was it fair to keep his “little one’ in that wilderness?  \\as it not
his duty 1o send her away—to give her a chance?” e shuddered at the idea,
yet he determined that, for her happiness, he must for a few years sacrifice
his own.

Thus it came to pass that one day Bee found hersell in the largest Con-
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servatory in New York. It was a dreary, rainy day; all the drearier to the
poor girl who could do nothing but think of the one little cabin nestled among
the Rocky Mountains., Again and again she counted the length of time i
would be before she returned home. \When she pictured two long vears )
this agony in that enormous city, she almost sereamed alond.  For hersell
she could bear it. but for her father, whom she knew was unutterably lonely,
it seemed intolerable.  Her one consolation was being able to write to hin,
hut even then she restrained her true feelings, describing bustling New York,
or more often telling him of the wonderful future which lay before her. In-
deed, her music master could not praise her enough, for her untiring energy
combined with her wonderful talent, made her a brilliant pupil. Spurred on
by her insatiable love of music, she thought nothing of practicing for hours
at a time. Thus, day after day and month after month passcd, until at Tast
the white, glistening snow was replaced by beautiful green grass: the lifeless
trees once more put forth their iresh, green leaves. Al nature scemed en-
tuned, and with it the heart of Bee. She was going home on a vacation, for
only a little while. but even that fact could not mar her happiness, Nor could
it mar the happiness of another, who distractedly awaited her return,

When once more he was allowed to hold his idol in his arms, that was all
he asked for. Man though he was, he noted with pride the great improvement
wronght in her personal appearance, but most of all the power which she had
over her instrument.  She could imitate nature in all its phases, from the
rippling brooks to the clear, sweet notes of the nightingale.

Again, her child-
ishness delighted him,

As of old, she was never happier than when trudging
after him—desiring only his companionship.

Again the painful parting came; again he was left alone.  This time he
seemed utterly lost withount her, not even his most important business affairs

being able to divert his mind. e could endure it as long as he continued to

hear from her frequently, bhut when, week alter week, he heard less often, his

loneliness pressed more and more upon him.  Rumor with her thousand

tongues annonnced that his investments had failed, that heavy losses ac

counted for the strange conduct of the old man. Only the stars, the mourn

il wind, on whose hreezes so many agonized eries had been wafted to G,
could tell the true story.

In the meantime, old Mother Farth was fast giving signs of life—of
spring.  So when, one morning, Redd was awakened by the twittering of
birds and the fragrance of his rambling honeysuckle, which festooned his
door, he started up with a hound. At last winter had taken flight, and with it

his weary, heartsick soul.  The transformation was so great that the curions



neighbors listened with wondering ears to gay snatches of song and a joyiul
whistle coming forth from the now ever lonely cabin. Redd knew nothing
of this—nothing of the marvelous change—he was only conscions of one thing.
Bee would—she must come home that day !

[t seemed to the old man an endless day.  Would six o'clock never come,
and would the dinky Tittle train be late? These questions were ever potent
in his thonghts, as he trudged along on that quiet, peaceful aiternoon to the
distant station. 1T she did not come this evening he felt sure he would die—
and without sceing her again. Oh! no, that was terrible.  Just then the shrill
whistle blew. the tiny train puffed up, stopped only a moment, and passed by,
leaving behind a broken-hearted old man.

During all this time, what had become of Bee? \Was she =0 engrossed in
her musie that she had no time for his appeals?  Ave, partly so. It is true
that her heart was “wrapped up®™ in her music, but, at the same time, the al-
lurements of the city were fast claiming her.  Her frank, unaffected manner
was too rare to pass by unnoticed.  She was, indeed. nearing the brink of that
treacherous society life which has ruined so many persons.  Then, oo, her
success at the Grand Opera was now undisputed,  She ook thie house by
storm, counts anmd countesses cagerly clamoring for an intraduction to this
genius. IFrom that time on, she hecame one of the greatest celebrities, and.
under the intoxicating influence of adniration and Hattery, drifted farther
away from her father. Dy degrees, the dear little home situated among the
arinl, clustering mountains grew more indistinet in her memory, and with
it the appeals of her father.  Of course, she said, trying thus to case her con-
scienee, that she would return soon, but not now—net now.  So lee procras-
tinated and procrastinated, until, finally. one day she reecived a welegram
containing only these words, “Come at once.”  hamediately she was over-
whelmed., A\ thousand regrets and misgivings floaded her soul. Horrible,
tannting pictures of an old man. helpless and alone i his old age and liness,
arose in her mind. The journey seemed interminable. She was almost frantic
when she reached the little cabin, Rushing into the well-known room, she
could omly scream, “Papa. papa!™ for what a sight met her eves!  Her father,
thin, hageard, half insane, was crouched inoa little corner, endeavaring o
play upon her discarded violin—the first that he had ever given her,  ler
words, her caresses, nothing could aronse hime M\ last, in her despair <he
resorted o her well-heloved instrument. Tremblingly she drew the how
deross its delicate strings—so tremblingly thar she conlid provluee no o sonml.
\gain she made the effort, this tme sucecssivlly, The old man <tarted np,
listening hreathlessly o the appealing, sobhing strains, Suaddenly a wreat
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light overspread his face. and pitifully extending his thin, childless arms, he
exclaimed, "It is youn—it is vou. my little Bee. You have come tao me—yvou
will love me again?”

“Forever,” she murmured solemnly.

Outside, the melancholy hooting of the owl died softly away; the moon
peeped out from bevond the clouds, and the musical wind, now plaving around
the Tittle hut, seemed to whisper also, " Forever, forever.”

' Warnrace Mo, 1911,
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The Boat Race in the Aeneid

SENIOR TRANSLATION

First four delectable swift prows appeared,
Of all the Trojan fleet the most endeared;
Pristim Mnestheus agitales with keen oars,
Ancestor of the Upper Ten on the ltalian shores;
T hen Guas with ingenious mole advances—
The Dardan youths make verses as he prances—
The Chimeara, her oars in adverse ranks arise.
Sergestheus, a name the Sergian social climbers prize,
Inveigles the Centaur; sky-blue Cloanthus comes,
Classed as to family from ancient Roman bums.
Before all Cyas elaborates upon the undulations,
Turban-wrapped in mighty fermentations.
W hom then Cloanthus follows on a pine;
After, with equal discrimination, the others come in line.
Now one, now other vells with weighty frown,

“Cet thee lo the rearward and sit down!"
Then Guas o his pilot with shrill yell,

“Arrive foremost, or thou'lt descend o
But Mencates, timid of pelagra gloomy,
Tortured his prow lo the broad sea and roomy.
T he others were not backward about coming forward,
Oblivious of gentle manners, Guas cast the pilol starward,
W ho, splashing, fell, crealing consternalion
Among Panopean belles of Neptune's nation.
And then, with pendulous walers covered,
On rocky cliffs dejectedly he hovered.
As he shook from his manocle the stinging brine,
He hollered, * Jump in, bovs, the waier's fine."”
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The Mountain Guide

N the month of July, when the thermometer registers about ninety
in the shade, and the city air is laden with dust, when thirst is un-
quenchable, comfort unobtainable, we are filled with a great long-

g for the cool mountain hreezes and the joy of outdoor simple life. It is

Just such longings that every summer bring hundreds of tourists to the Rock-

ies, “The American Alps.”

One alternoon, a merry party were climbing the “Humbolt,” and while
they were resting on the ascent they, like all Easterners, called upon the
wuide Tor a story, e shook his head, deelining, but when a cherry-lipped,
dimple-checked young miss pouted “Oh, please do!™ the old fellow yielded,
for he was like the rest of us, “only a poor, weak mortal.”

“Well,™ began the veteran of the hills, spitting forth a copious stream of
“terbaccer” juice and comfortably scating himsell on a nearhy houlder, “it
was hack in the seventies, ves, hack in the seventies,” he repeated. with a far-
away look in his eves, “when those plains down yonder and over yonder were
as wild as the grizzlies that roamed these hills, when the only noise to dis-
turh the stll mountain air was the howling of the coyvotes on the plains he-
low, the wailing of the panther, or the roar of the mountain lon, or the hah-
bah of the mountain goat.  No steam engine then crawled puff-puff-puff up
the sides of these steep erags. Nome of your hi-falutin® automobiles winded
through these passes,  The trappers, hunters, and Indians were masters of
these hills and plains: the wild game was theirs, the forests were theirs, the
streams were theirs—they knew no restrictions, no laws: their word was law,
their strong arms the upholders, O, those were times, [ tell vou,™ enthosi-
astically cried the old guide, “thrilling times, times fit for a man. The blood-
shot eyves of redskins seemed to peer out from every tree and bush; despera-
does, had men lay awaiting the poor prospector or the chance traveler, 1o
steal from him his last erust of bread or, i he offered any resistance, to shoot
him dead, 1 lived in that life from hovhood up and my bhody now hears 1he
marks of many an encounter with man and beast. My adventures,” proudly
said the old man, “could G11 a hook, bhut T am going to tell of one that 1 <hall
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never forget, the one that turned my hair from raven black to silvery white.
Listen, and you will hear.

“It was in eighteen-seventy-two, | was cowpunching then for old man
411 Jenkins, Ome evening, when we had rounded up our steers and all sitting
around the supper table in our shack, Jenkins rushes in, his cves blazing,
‘Boys,” he cries, ‘the Navajos from down the river are on the warpath again !’
“What! the Navajos!” velled the boys, jumping up from their scats. 'Yes,
the Navajos, A\ messenger just came in from Willard's for help. The whole
tribe is out, thirsting for the white man’s blood.  Willard and his boys are
fighting the devils like fiends, but how long they'll be able to hold out, Gaod
only knows, To your horses, boys, quick! o your horses! O to Willards!
Jack, you go to the fort for help.  Run like the wind, boys! By heavens! run
like the wind!" Jenkins calls to me. 1§ you don’t bring help by davlight, we'll
all be goners.” Away they swept in a clowd of dust,

“The fort was twelve miles away, but | knew a path across the mountains
which would take me there in two hours,  Shouldering my gun, 1 struck out
at once. [ climbed down the ravine, but the path—the path—Gaod! | couldn’t
find it. [ was losing precious moments, | rushed this way., | rushed that way,
but the path which I had trodden so many times scemed to have heen wiped
out of existence. | cursed under my breath. T prayved. but no path could |
find. No, on all sides the steep wooded slopes of the ravine looked down apen
me, cold and unsympathetic. \What did they know of my mission?  \What did
ihey care? Suddenly the moon dashed from behind the elonds, and right be-
fore me 1 saw the path.  \With mad, feverish haste, | sped up the narrow, steep
defile, and hefore the swiftly running maoon could hide hehind another dark
pateh of clonds, T was well on my way.  Fast as | ran, my feet scemed to be
weighted down with Tead, The cry of the scalping redskin scemed to ring in
my cars. \Vould | ever get to the fort? Would | ever get to the fort?  Again
and avain | asked mvyseli the guestion. My hreath was coming hard and
fast. My tongue hung out from sheer exhanstion, Rest? How could | think
of rest, when lives were at stake? 1 heard muffled moccasined steps. | turned
my head. Crash! The blunt edge of a tomahawk struck me, and [ fell 1o the
ground senseless. \When my reason returned, | found mysell gagged and
bound to a tree. Al about me were Indians, hundreds of them, | thought,
their Taces Tooking hideous in the light of torches.  How did 1 happen to fall
into this hormet’s nest? [t came to me in a flash. They were going down the
river to help in the raid, I, in my anxiety, had taken the wrong path, | strug-
gled to breal my bonds, but of no avail. My heart sank within me as [ thought
what would become of the ranchers. 1 must escape. Again 1 began to work
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at the thongs about my wrists. Twisting and pulling. pulling and twisting, |
loosened one arm. 1t was but the work of a second to reach for my knife and
cut myself loose from the tree. For a minute or two | stood motionless, then
noiselessly | slipped hehind the tree and dashed away through the brush. My
escape was immediately noticed, and soon the air was filled with horrible
vells. The redskins were now in hot pursuit.  Nearer, nearer they came. 1
wondered why they didn't shoot,  Faster, faster 1 ran. [ was now on the
narrow ledge running along the Colorado Canvon. How 1 got there I don't
know.  Only one hrave was in pursuit now, and I thought myself safe.  Sud-
denly I slipped and fell.  Defore 1 could get up he was upon me.  Then hegan
the struggle for life or death. A dagger flashed in the moonlight, 1 grasped
the Indian’s wrist, and the weapon fell from his fingers into the canyon helow.
We were now man against man. There, on the brink of death we fought,
cach trying to prevent the other from shoving him into the gorge. \We were
now in a dead lock ; 1 thought the Indian exhausted. but with a jerk he sprang
loose from my hold, gave me a quick shove, and down I went into the vawn-
ing abyss of the Colorado.”

“Oo-oo-00!" shuddered the cherry-lipped miss.

“Everything that I had ever done stood hefore me, a vivid picture.” con-
tinued the guide. 1 could see Willard and Jenkins pointing accusing fingers
at me. | could see the Indians at their deadly work.  Every little incident in
my life passed by in swift succession, and still | sped downward.  God. would
I ever stop! My car drums seemed about to burst. The roar was deafening.
Already I had traveled for centuries. My mind was working rapidly. | saw
no way, however. to escape my fate. | pictured the rocks helow, the winding
river.  Drop, drop. drop. 1 was gaining velocity every minute. | hegan to
wonder how far 1 had already gone, whether I would land on the rocks or in
the river, but still [ kept on falling. T had lost all fear now. | had become
reconciled to my certain destruetion. | could feel the damyp fog rising up
from the river. 1 was nearing the end of my journey now. amd | was about
to he dashed to picces on the rocks when—"

“When what 2" they all cried. greatly agitated.

“When 1T hit the floor and woke up,” slowly drawled the old guide, with a
twinkle in his eve.

Morkris Masintig, 1911,
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The Jeffersonian Literary Society

N interesting, educational, and. indeed. an almost indispensable fea-

ture of the Roanoke High School, is the Jeffersonian Literary Soci-

cty. This institution was established during the session of 1909-10
amd, considering the briciness of its existence, has made remarkable progress,
The Society was happily named after our illustrions Jefferson.  \What a name
to lend influence and lofty inspiration!  Its abject is to cultivate the art of
public speaking in both debate and declamation. [t is succeeding admirably
in this purpose, and is training its members to think clearly and soundly and
to express themselves accurately and foreibly, It is unquestionably a most
important auxiliary to the School, and its influence cannot well be over esti-
mated,

As, to-day, hardly any cducated man is exempt from the occasional neces-
sity of public speaking. we realize what a great benefit a literary society
confers upon a bhov by tramming him to express his own opinions in debate.
It broadens and develops him intellectually, it enables him to consider both
sides of a question, and, on a mimic stage, it teaches in advance the lessons
ol suecess or failure in life. Those students who have neglected the oppor-
tunity of joining the Society have made a great mistake. They have denied
themselves one of the greatest privileges which our School can offer, and have
lost a source of education, which no amount of hook knowledge can supply.
[t is not too late, however, to correct this mistake, and when the Society is
organized for the session 19120 Tet us hope to see every boy in the School
enrolled as a member,

With a view to familiarizing themselves with the prineiples of parliamen-
tary law, the members of the Society have thought it wise to restriet the at-
tendance upon the meetings to its own membership, This form of work has
proved to be a great discipline in courtesy and seli comtrol, and has been in-
strumental in producing the very best resualts,  Recently, however, the hall
has been opened and henceforth all are cordially invited to attend the debates.

The subjects debated during the past session cover a wide scope, and in-
clude many of the leading topics which engross the public mind of the day.
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such as Woman's Suffrage and the Fortification of the Panama Canal. Time
and time again, the very foundations of the bhuilding have bheen shaken by the
eloquence of the speakers. Among the most prominent of the debaters are:
AMorris Masinter, Charles Malcolm, Elbyrne Gill, TTugh Figeatt, Massie An-
trim, Charles Corbin, Paul Wright, Claude Moore, Lynwood Kevser, Frank
Lemon, Walker Caldwell, Byrd Jovee, Stanley Wile, and \William Henson.
These young men will go forth into the world to Aght life's battles with
“keenest weapons and brightest armor,” and in the vears to come, will erown
the old Jeffersomian with honor and glory.

In the history of the Society, debates have been held with three other
schools: The Dotetourt Normal, the National DBusiness College, and Randolph
Alacon. In the first, the Jeffersonian lost by a small margin; in the second,
it won, and in the third, April 15, it was also victorious.  In the contest of
Southwest Virginia, last June, Morris Masinter won the debater’s medal.
The influence of the Society has been felt throughout this section of the
State, and its members are justly proud of the high position it holds.  “There-
fore, let us all strive to maintain the high standard of its work, and 1o malke
the vear 1912 the most successful in its history.

Raxporrm Caskie Conksax, 1912,
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printing was i its infancy. the seattered
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what others were doing.  One newspaper
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parcel,
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IYootball

S we glance hack into the past history of old R T S0 we certainly
are proud of her high standing in athleties, having placed on the
field cach year ome of the str meest teams in the State,

The foothall team of 1910 has not only upheld this logh standard, hut has
made a remarkable record, which the School s justly prowd of. \When the
season opened, most of the old players of the 1909 team had left the School,
conseanently, a number of new men had 1o he hroken in, O eourse, no great
accomplishments were expected of a team so handicapped, hut the huneh of
fellows who reported for practice under Coach Sampson were the kind who
didn’t expect much of themselves, hut always said, Il trv.”  This is the
record made by the team with this mouto, under Manager Cowgill

In the eight games played. the RoOTLS team scored 180 points; out of the
cight games, only one was lost, when the team went o Bedford City and met
Randolph-Macon Academy. This was the only team which scored against
the R. 1. S, team throughout the entire season. This is a rare record, such
as few schools have ever estabhished.

At the beginning of the season, prospects for making sueh a record were
very misty, indeed, hut when a few games had bheen plaved, the mettle of the
team hegan to show iseld,

AMuch excitement was stirred over the first game of the season, when the
ITigh Schaol met the Jefferson Athletie Club on the gridiron. The Jefferson
Athleties had sueceeded in spreading the report that “they wounld wipe up
the field with those Hhieh School togs" and. while our team was not over-
confident. vet they met their opponents with the grim determination 1o win,
IFraom the start, our team showed Tast team work, and at no time in the game
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was the Iligh School goal in danger. Fishburne played good ball, making
the only touchdown ; Coxe kicked goal from field, making the score 6 to 0 in
favor of R. H. S.

The line-up for R. . 5 throughout the season was:

POSITION USUALLY KNOWN AS
17, £ 5 MRy o St DO SO SEPORg, g Left Bnd.. ...c0vones s ineos oo SNOOKS
e 1 o Lall Taclle: .\ seesibiininisobe Claudius
NEOOMAN i ioissvies ahtine 58, 2 LefbGuand’: o0 23 aotnr roees Monk II
BRvAN i+ totad it babtnms fun Center. ...« v » L i Brute
R 10 A I S, S S Right Guard................ Gilly Bush
COXE o vwaee vinmpwyaaes = FIERE THCKIS v v s cos on By a Socks
B0 i it e iagda o b 47851 O R Al o Mack
BRUNNER, Caplain . .. ... ... Ouarter Back .. cvi v .wrimmsiioslesy i Runt
MABCOIAL, i s Gtint= S0 PullABEck - sz srcat e xe e s e i Red
PISHBURNE . .....o0cen-; Right I-falf |5 F7 o T I I T ) Fish
NELSON....... s e § LefggHalf Back. ... ... c.viuesrenan.s Click
BRENT, Cisiqon b bt Sub Back Fieldand End..... ........... Chet
Baresino Qs L s p e s T Oy e S N Irl
STRBENEL & = e 2=rciigin, iy o 1 g UL A RS e RO Gib

The sccond game of the season was played with Melrose Athletie Club,
with the same resnlts as the first game, a victory for R. H. S, by a score of
6 to 0. The Melrose Club greatly outweighed the ligh School team, many
of the players being grown-up men. Luck, our end, played a splendid game,
making the only score of the game, by getting down the field under a punt
and carrying the ball over the line. The whole team worked together against
the heavy weight of Melrose, when the ball was carried within a foot of the
goal in the last minute of the game, and succeeded in holding them there
until time was out. For High School, Luck, Fishburne, and Gill showed up
well, while for Melrose, Nuckles, Aman, and Nover played good ball.

Our Salem brothers next were defeated by the score of 3 to 0. In this
game, the High School team was again outweighed, but played much better
ball, Malcolm, in full hack, and Muir, at end, played the best ball.  Malcolm
made the unly score of the game in a touchdown through right guard.

The next game was at Dediord City, with Randolph-Macon Academy.
Until the last ten minutes of the game, this seemed another victory for R, .
S., the score standing 3 to 0. Suddenly our opponents began to put fresh men
in the line, who tore large holes in our almost exhaunsted line. By following
this method, three touchdowns and two goals were scored. The R, L 5,
team is the only team that scored on the R. M. AL boys through the entire
season,  For ITigh School, Muir and Fishburne played very good ball,

It seemed as though the Jefferson Athletie Club was not satisfied with one
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defeat, so they challenged the R. Il 8. team once more to mect them on the
gridiron, They undoubtedly put up a stronger fight than in the previous
battle, vet the High School boys played fast and furions from the start. Muir
made the only score of the game, making a twenty-five-yard run through
right tackle. DBryan's kicking and Fishburne's punting were the features of
the game,

The season was now ncaring a close, and it scemed as though no teams
could answer our challenge. Finally, a game was arranged with Bluctield
High School, West Virginia. So, on Thanksgiving Day, the team journcyed
to Bluefield, where they were entertained before and after the game. It cer-
tainly was the finest bunch of voung men the Iigh School met through the
entire season.

This last game was the most glorions of the season, ending in a defeat for
Bluefield with a score of 22 10 0.

But the game was no “walk-over,” but was
fast and furious from the start.

When Bluefield kicked off, Bryan, our big
center, recovered the ball and made ten yards into the enemy’s territory.
Roanoke scored a safety in the first gquarter, a touchdown in the second, an-
other in the third, and one in the fourth, bhut failed 10 kick goals. Fishburne,
Maleolm, and Nelson advanced the ball steadily into the enemy’'s territory
throughout the entire game, while Bryan, C. Brent, and Luck played excep-
tonally good ball. Captain Brunner was one of the brightest stars of the
game, making two touchdowns.
Throughout the entire scason, Mr. Sampson, the coach, was always faith
ful to the team, and the success of the High School team of 1910 can be at-
tributed to his untiring energies, in developing such a team from raw material.
The High School will always remember him and appreciate his services
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MOOMAW MOORE GILL MUIRE
GIBBONS BRENT
BRUNNER MALCOLM NELSON

Record: Won 7 Games; Lost 1 Game

SAMPSON, Coach BRYAN
LUCK BRENT FISHBURNE






Baseball

HE baseball team of 1910, while they did not have a record-breaking
season, should not be thought of as a weak team. In the first place,
nearly all of the ‘09 boys had left old R. H. S.: consequently, the

team worked under the disadvantage of breaking in raw material. Another
great handicap was the lack of a coach.  Dut these disadvantages did not
cause the boys to lose their nerve: instead, they arranged games with the
strongest teams in Sonthwest Virginia, with the following line-up:

LUK, MAIOUPE . ot 55 cues oy wpavannn s av grByb ta cad Agws o s g ves Pitcher
IRELBIHE b i o Peone a2l 25 R aiie e G e s R SR Catcher
SRR TERIR <& s v i@h don st SBARR Rk B8 20 A v e-vig e Short Stop
IARESIE (S b saimoprn e S e R W e e S et IFirst Dase
CAME o Lrew S M s e hr A BRI s G oo Second Dase
ISR et | e ool BN AR ot e e st B Third Dase
MOSTERY Sasissirmeicmbai hats T e S T SR M Outfiekl
RIBERT oo i aii i e B AR et S R B e o Outheld
SUATIRRITEIE i, b ris s et s e e I ek FE e 2 v S A Onuthield
[ 51T B o L ol DO PRI U P )X 111U A SR S 3, Ny U P {utfield

iy

AL Balem v i s v Roanoke College. . ........ 10 5 R | PR < 1

X Roamilee oo viony vy Roanoke Light Infantry...10 ) {| . P 0
I Eleven Trinings)

At BedTortl - ou svgsa s Randolph-Macon Academy. 12 £ LN R (T GO |
PSeven Tnmngss

S IYOBI coan i St Dublin Institute .......... ] B s S aner

At Daleville ..ovivenaes Daleville College ......... 3 P 1 - |

AL ROGIOKE 2w s s s Daleville College .. ....... 3 5 SN 1L . A 8

The hest game of the season was with Dublin Institute, but this game was
broken up in the seventh mning on acconnt of rain,  Many of the old boys
are back, ready to work for the success of the "1l team, which already has a

well-arranged schedule.
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No Coward

AUTMAN, the coach of the Andover Varsity eleven, strolled over
to the ficld on which the FFreshmen were practicing. e surveyed
the awkward mob of mud-begrimed youngsters with a sorrowful

countenance.  The first team needed an end, and the “Serubs™ had so entirely
failed to supply this demand that he was hecoming anxious.  As for the Fresh-
men, they, too, had been raked over as with a comb, and it was the prompting
of a forlorn hope that had lTed him once more to scan these “infants,” who
grunted and shoved in futile effort, the ball bouncing irom their hands as if
it were a live thing., “Of course, there's nothing worth fooling with in that
bunch,”™ he muttered.  “It's surely a fool's errand.  \We'll have the weakest
pair of ends we have put on the field in vears.”

He Joafed along the side lines with a hopeless aim, when his eye was at-
tracted by a slim fellow who was peeling off his sweater as he hastened to the
end of the Freshman captain,  The vouth’s curly black hair and dark eyes
with his swarthy face proclaimed him a forcigner. The cat-like grace with
which the boy ran on the fiekd. and the quick vigor of his tall young frame.
made lautman pause with interest as he said to himseli, "1 haven't seen that
young buck on the field before. e looks fast as lightning.”

The boy sprang alertly into position at the end of the Freshman line,
While the erouching teams waited for the signal, he kept shifting his ground,
nervously gazing at the solid end of the opposing squad,  Suddenly the hest
hall back of the other side was hurled at the neweomer’s end, aided by a good
interference.  But the curly-headed lad shot through the barrier and downed
the runner.

The coach heekoned the captain of the squad and asked. “\Who is that kid
you just put in? I haven't seen him ot before.”

“le's a South American named Gauecas. s father is a man of some im-
portance in one of those crazy little republics. Though he has plaved a Tittle
hefore, this is the first time ['ve been able to coax him out.  le'd make a
peachie end if he'd stick to it,” explained the captain, “vou're not going to
take him from the Freshman squad. are you?"
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“I certainly am.” said Hautman grimly, “and what's more, UL make him
stick.  He's light and has an awful lot to learn, but | like the way he goes
into the game and he's quick on his feet. Send him o over right away,”

The Freshman captain sighed. for he had hoped to turn out a winning
team: but called the South American out of the game.  Gaucas trotted up
with a hright smile and asked, “\What is your pleasure, Senor 2™

“1 want you to come over to the Varsity squad.  Perhaps we can make an
end out of you, if vou've got the sand,”

Gancas bowed, and the two walked back to the field where a different
style of football was being played from that among Freshmen.

“You can learn the signals in a few minutes,” observed the coach. "\We're
using only a few simple plays as carly in the scason as this.  ['m going to
put vou in at left end on the serub.  Now play for your life and don’t make
a few knocks.”

The confident smile of Gaucas Taded.  His heart began thumping, and he
felt his knees shake a little as he ran into the scuflling erew.  The hroad-
shouldered. fierce-looking young man. with the scrubby face. who opposed the
FFreshman in the first scrimmage, yanked him on his nose with one deadly
rush. The vietim scrambled to his feet, raging. but he fought down his temper
and waited for his time to come.  Again and again, the interference rolled
over him as if he were a reed, until he was battered and dazed by the ferocity
of the game, while the coach yelled frantic insults at him.

Once, however, the quarter back fumbled a pass, and the hall hounced
at the feet of the half back. who failed to et his hands on it Gaueas whizzed
past his lunging opponent, almaost fell headlong, then scooped up the hall and
holted down the field, with hoth teams after him like mad. It was forty yards
to the goal, hut the lithe vouth was running as never hefore, and the fastest
hack of the squad Tost gromnd, The Tugitive shot between the goal posts,
fopped to the ground, squeezing the ball to his chest, and Tooked with a pant-
ing smile at the captain, who was the first to reach him.

“You had no business to pick up that ball, you crazy [t,” growled the
captain, “alwavs fall on a fumble like that.  We don’t want any grandstand
plays.  Learn “first principles” hefore vou go to making flashy runs.”

Gaucas's face clonded and he exclaimed, as he picked himself up

USenor Captain, to make the tonchdown is the grandest deed of the came.
is i1t not? | make 1t without help, and vou scold me. T don’t understand, |
thenight they always cheered for a tonchdown.™

The captain said nothing, bhut roughly orderced him back o the game,
The vouth, however, was sullen and dejected, and the simplest trick plays

110




fooled him. e gritted his teeth and did the best he could until time was
called, but later he confided to a classmate

“It is most hard football you play. | don't like the game very much., 171
make no more touchdowns.” The classmate told him to keep his mouth shut
and to take his medicine, as he ought to be man enough to stick it out,

At the end of three weeks™ hard practice. Gaucas was holding a place on the
left end, by brilliant though hard work. No one was so fast as he on getting
down the field under a kick, and his tackling i the open was beauntiful. It
was a headlong, hurdling rush, and  then two lithe arms locked the knees of
the runner like a steel trap.  He threw himself into interference as if longing
to break his neck, and scemed never to get disabled.  And vet. Gaucas gave
the coach no little worry. Ile was hot headed and high tempered. The
players found out that the South American could be taunted into a rage.
which made him an easy mark for a run around his end.

“ITe's not over trained,” said the captain to Coach Hautman, aiter one
of these occasions. I can't make him out.  Of course. all South Americans
are high strung, but his temper has worn my patience to a frazzle. Can we
pound him in shape by next month?”

“Yes, except for one thing, and 1 hope to thunder that’s wrong.,” responded
[Mautman. soberly. “I've made all sorts of allowances, hecause he has won-
derful speed.  But, sometimes, 1 begin to think he has a vellow streak. You
play on the team and don't see what | see. I've heen watching him like a
hawk, and this afternoon 1 saw him dodge a heavy formation as plain as day-
light. e hesitated and the runner gained twenty yards that shouldn’t have
heen gained with such rum interference. 1 have also noticed other httle
things,  Detter have a talk with him and give it to him good and strong.”

When Gaucas limped on the field next day, with a sullen face. the captain
halted him and broke out savagely, "Look here, darn you, vou're not playing
the game. Do you want to be called a coward? What will the fellows think.
if they get a notion you're afraid to face the music? If you don’t hrace up
to-day, 1'll throw you out on the side lines and tell the team why, This town
will be too blamed hot for you to stay in. This is your last chance; he a man.”

A dull flush erept into the face of the boy, and he became almost heside
himself with anger.  But he swallowed his rage and said, almost quietly:

“You must not dare call me a coward.  As for this foothall, it is not a
fair game, It is not fair for four men to jump on one and bheat him, 1 play
it because 1 want to be a grand college man, hecause my father wishes me to
be an American boy. You fuss if 1 make a touchdown, vou fuss if I don't.
I'm tired of it.”
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The captain was astounded. It was impossible for one who could make
the first team to throw away such a chance, openly branding himsell a cow-
ard. The thing was unheard of. He started to answer angrily, but prompted
by a wiser plan, he laid his hand on the boy’s shoulder, soothing him with
these words: "I can't believe you're going to leave us now, old man. Play
to-day. for my sake, and help us turn out a good team. Think how proud
vour father would be.”

This took effect, and that afternoon Gaucas showed up in fine form.  Ile
plaved as he had never played before.  Dut next morning a rumor spreacd
over the Andover campus which astounded every one. The South American
was not in chapel, nor at recitations.  His room was found empty, his trunk
gone, but on his desk was a hasty serawled letter.

A telegram,” the note ran, “calls me away. | have not the time to pay
my dutiful respects and explanations—to say adois, [t is impossible for me
to tell you why this sudden departure.—Gaveas.”

When the report reached the football captain, he hurried to the vacated
room and heard this farewell read aloud by a group of the departed’s sorrow-
ful classmates.  One of them said excitedly, “IUs tough luck, [le was the
hest end of the squad. Do you know anything abont the mystery 2

The captain was white with rage and disappointment, as he cried, “Yes, |
do. He's run away because he's a coward and a vegular quitter,  [le told
me yesterday that he was afraid to play football hecause it was toa rough,
The baby ! I wish I had him, 'd fix him.  [le decided to quit after vesterday's
practice. The boy skipped hecause he didn’t have the nerve to face us. \What
do yvou think of vour classmate?”

“IUs an ontrage!” eried ome Freshman, “a disgrace to us all.  Gee! he'll
never have the nerve to come hack. \We'll tar and feather him if he does, the
chicken-hearted nigger!™

The captain left them to their tumult of abuse against their run-away com
rade, and trudged off 1o consult the coach about the grave problem raised by
the desertion of Gaucas, They had no end with which they could fill his place.
amd as the students realized the deficiency, they hecame more and more bitter
against one whom they considered a traitor.  The school disowned him.  1is
name was erased from class rolls and frats.  Tn three weeks the great game
of the season against Exeter was to be played. The very nest week was a
game with Lawrenceville. This school had never scored on them in previous
vears, but Jones, the captain, had his fears,

\nd, sure enongh, the score was 10—3. This five was made by Lawrence-
ville around left end. Gaucas's old position.  Coach and captain were dismaved.
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IT they could beat this team by only one touchdown, how could they expect
to defeat their most hated rival, Exeter?

They did their best, however, to strengthen the team during the next two
weeks, and finally trained one of the serubs to be an average playver. There
wias no comparison bhetween him and Gauwveas, though he did his best. The
great game was now at hand. The next day would be the erisis,  Students
gathered in knots and bunches over the whole campus, discussing the prob-
able outcome of the morrow's contest,  Some still had hope for the vietory
of the red, but the greater part looked doubtiul, the captain and the coach
among the latter. Meanwhile, these two had bheen doing their utmost to en-
courage the eleven and get them in form,

The grandstand was lined with eager boys and laughing girls, the red
pennants fying in gay defiance of the blue,  Rooters were making the roof
ring with their yells,  Rahs for Exeter on one side mixed with retorts from
Andover,

The visitors chose the kick-off. The two teams lined up. The hall rose
with a graceful swoop and sailed right into the arms of the quarter back, who
sprinted for a fifteen yvard gain. Then came the hammer and tong work. The
ball was carried hackward and forward across the field, now in the territory
of the home team, now in that of the visitors.  The period ended without score.,
and so with the next. But Andover’s leit end was beginning to show up as a
weak point. In the third quarter, the blues sent their backs around left end
for long gains.  Graduoally they neared their opponent’s goal, but here And-
over braced and Exeter tried for a placement kick. [t succeeded. thereby
scoring three points for the visitors.  These had now found their opponent’s
weak point, and the call of the timekeeper was all that prevented another
touchdown,

Amid the vells and shouts for Exeter, the Andover eleven, discouraged but
determined, gathered around their captain,  Jones was doing his best 1o renew
hope, but down in his heart he felt the game was lost. i only Gaucas had
not turned traitor,” was what passed through the minds of all, when suddenly
their attention was canght by the familiar figure of a <lim youth loping across
the field. They stared, not believing their eyes, until Gaucas, in full football
uniform, dashed up.

“Hello,” he eried, but no one grabbed his hand with welcome.  1is face
Aushed, and he bit his lip. e tarned 1o the captain and asked simply, “ls
there a place for me?”

The captain hesitated, but his desire to win the game overcame his relue
tance. “You may play left end,” he answered. “Da vour hest, for von owe
us much.”
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This time Andover got the kick-off. The reds lined up with grim deter:
mination in their faces. The referee held up his hand.  Everybody was hreath-
less,

“Ready, Captain Jones?”

“"Ready.”

"Ready, Exeter?”

“Ready.”

The whistle blew and the ball shot into the air. It was a pretty kick, The
best half back of Exeter received it and dashed up the ficld for twenty yvards.
Then right half plunged for a run around left end, hut this was no longer a
weak point. Gaucas downed the runner before he had gone twao vards, Next
they hammered at the solid blue line, but no use. It held like steel. So they
were forced to kick. The punt was followed by a mighty tussle. Then:

“Cancas’s ball. First down ten yvards to gain.”  IFor two downs the red
line battered at the blue wall, but gained only two yards.  Andover must
kick. “K—100—89—31—36" velled the guarter back, as he stepped aside,
allowing the ball to sail to right half for a fake kick. DBut the play had failed.
IFor the first time right half fumbled. and the ball hbounced to the ground. The
red rooters groaned. but suddenly a slim figure shot through the plunging
mass, almost fell, caught the ball in his arms and dashed with the speed of
lightning down the field. The crowd went wild. “Gaucas! Gaucas!" and
“Rah for the traitor!” filled the air. The lithe end passed hetween the goal
posts and fell exhausted on the ball.  Andover had scored, a traitor had won
the day. All his sins were forgotten in the joy of the moment.

The next day, a crippled youth sought the room of Jones, the captain.
Jones was racking his brain as to the cause of the mystery of Gancas's ab
sence and strange reappearance, when he heard a knock at the door.

“Come in!” he yelled.

And who should open the door hut the one-time traitor, now a hero, e
had come to ask the meaning of the students’ strange hehavior toward him.
So there, in the quiet of the captain’s room., everything was unraveled—how
Gaucas had gotten a telegram from Venezuela, ordering him to come and
fight for his country: how he, Gaucas, had decided to stick 1o foothall, but
was forced to answer the call of duty. “And.” said Gaucas. pointing to a cut,
“this was my only reward."”

“What chumps you must think us!" answered the captain,

Ryvraxo Herros, 1911
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Acrostic ot the Roanoke High School

o o = N NS 2T O & m

o

o © m

is Tor Rats, both Little and tall,

They look as if they through a kev-hole could erawl.
i1s for Oxygen, the old chemistry steady,

Parsoms has always a hottleful ready.
is Tor Nlgebhra, that old bughear,

The best way to work it 1s to cut loose and swear,
is Tor Nothing, and that’s what we o,

Whenever we have a French verh to see through.
is Tor Ocean, where we'd like to he,

Where there are no Latin or Duteh words to see.
is for KNicker, we have hardly any,

But that is not strange—we never had many.
is for English, which all of us speak,

jut in recitations we scem pretty wealk.

is for Tistory, both Ancient and New—
What do we care what those old men could do!
is Tor ITrving, who wrote the Sketeh Dook,
The teachers' delight and the poor pupils’ spook.
is for Geometry—Lord save us yet!
Our strugeles with spheres we will never Torget.
is for Harned, with notes high and low,
Now every one, Doh, doh—Ray. ray—2MNh, ray—Dal!

is for Swdden, and that's what we say.

When teacher savs, "Class, we will have tests to-day.”
is for Chemistry—tice, what a smell!

What they experiment with, a block off you can tell,
is for THungry, and we are about

Starved by the time that the old school lets out.
is for Old, and that word fits so many

Of our teachers, that voung ones we have hardly any,
scems to he in this so many times,

That 1 have about used up all of my rhymes,
is for Luck, and it is no gness

To say that it's luck to get through R 1. S,

A. L. Harrisox.
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Roanoke High School Calendar, 1911

SEPTEMBER

Omce more it is demonstrated that a Freshman is one who knows not and
knows not that he knows not.

Two new teachers to be examined, eriticised, and dn]_\' labeled, Torm our
omly excitement and diversion.

Mr. Fitzpatrick, after having announced for the fourth morning that we
will now have a slight change in the program, proclaims that Miss Clawde
Moore has Tost his fountam pen.

After pondering over that marvelous maze, the R. 1. S, schedule. there
is more than one of us who doesn’t know “where he's at”

Mr, Parsons: “\We want to be just like a big family, free and casy,”

Pupil: “ AN right, papa, give me a dollar”

Mr. Medahon informs us that he was in an insane asylum once. \We had
“[1('“ \\'lll'll'lt'l'{'il‘

“What part did you read in “Aidsummer Nieht's Dream 2™

\eatha 13 1 was one of those little fairies—Cheese-straw, | think.”

Versal: “1 don't see the difference hetween fo foee and being lowing.”

Mr. Fitzpatrick: “\Well. you sce, fo loze is a passive state, but when vot're

being loving—Anh! there's something domme.”



OCTODBER

ive girls occupy the grandstand at an R. 1. S foothall game.  \Where's
your school spirit, girls?

Senior Class deposed from its rightiul scat on the chapel rostrum, which
is usurped by the Faculty!

Lost, by V. 8.—~One pony of extra fine pedigree, warranted 1o outstrip
any other in its class,

Mr. DBeale (in chapel): “And, | assure vou, in the recent game lost 1o
Randolph-Macon, that our hoys played like heroes. 1t was a wonderful vame,
but all at once they seemed to go to pieces.”

Mr. Fitzpatrick: “Now, Mr. Beale, just why did they fall 1o piecess”

Two Seniors, dramatically inclined, appear on the stage with Maude
Adams.

Miss Tlutton (translating Virgil)y: “Dulee tuum caput. s that vour
sweet face, Mr. Turner?”
Mr. Turner (blushingly): “Yes,

NOVEMBIER
“Agatha, you are a regular student, aren’t you®”
Agatha: "0 yes'm, I'm just all right!”

Mr. Tardy gravely admonishes his pupils to remember the words of Stans
Mildish,

Miss Terry: O Mr. MeMahon, | thoughnt you were one of the boys.”

Mr. Fitzpatrick announces in chapel that the Senior Class should write
two essays every week,  Miss Critz is carried from the room in a swoon,

Pupil (translating) @ “And there was a temple to her ancient hushand of
white marble with wooly decorations.”

Alr. MeMahon 2 *Miss Hutton, take that pin out of your mouth. You might
swallow i
Miss Hutton: “But it's a safety pin.”
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Miss Critz (who teaches pure English): “Boys, if you think you are going
to cut up that way in here, yvou are in the wrong pew, sure.”

Claudius Moore’s hoodoo has appeared. Ask him about that dollar and
ten cent window pane he broke up in Bluefield.

DECEMBER

Charlie Corbin tries to blow up the High School, and puts his indelible
trademark in nitric acid on the laboratory walls.

Teacher: "Give the principal parts of possum.”

1 I Pupil: " Head, legs, and tail."—ExXcnanai,

C. M. (assigned an essay on the subject, “Madonnas™): “\What is a
Madomna? Those things they sell down at Maclain & Hyslup's?™

SAMPLE OF SENIOR ESSAY OUTLINE

Subject—"Aviation as an Exemplification of the Morals of Socrates.”
Introduction—Evolution of the world up to the epoch of the winged san-

dals of Mercury.
1. Socrates an Inspiration to Soarers,
2. Socrates the Man; Socrates the Flyer,
3. The Doctrines of Socrates Applied o Aviation.
4. Aviation a Moral Foree.
5. Aviation as a Recreation for \Veary Students.
6. Aviation a Reflection of Life.
Conclusion—Y our Opinion of Socrates as a Game Old Dird.

Wanted, by the Annual Board—["aul \Wright's novel.

“Mr. Turner, what do yvoun think of the Woman's Sufirage movement "
AMr. Turner: “lyvery little movement has a meaning all its own.”

Two weeks vacation gives us a breathing space and time to get properly

excited before examinations,
JANUARY
Wanted, by Miss Critz—\ nurse and policeman for the Senior Class,
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H. S.: *Morris, where were you yesterday
Morris: O, 1 was slightly decomposed.™

Alr, Parsons: “Miss Doyd, what is meant by combustion point 2"
Mliss Bovd: “Why, the point at which a thing combusts.”

Charley Maleolm's recess anthem—"As it was in the heginning, is now and
cver shall be,  U'm hungry, hungry, hungry !

Teacher: “\We will take the life of George Eliot to-morrow.  Come pre-
pared."—ExcuaNGe.

Chester (wistfully): “Niss Critz, do you helieve in love?” Upon which
the rest of the Class, Teeling itsell de frop, arises with one accord and retires
from the room.

Claude Moore's hoodoo reasserts itsell. e is assassinated at Dediord—
nearly,

SPECIMEN OF RNT POETRY

“Salty™ Cox,

Of the rainbow sox,

(ot some hard knocks

On DBedford rocks,

The rocks were hard,

The sox were loud,

And “Salty™ made

Ouite a hit with the crowd.

Teacher: “\What is a monastery 2
Rat: N monkey house.™

Senior: “1 want a copy of udson's Macheth™
Clerk in Book Store: 1 am sorry, bhut the only Macheth we have is the
eme that \William Shakespeare wrote”

FEBRUARY

Apropos of Saint Valentine's Dav, Mr. MceQuilkin delivers an address in
chapel on the ethies of winking,

1AW Ciranslaving) 2 The daolphins sported through the damp waves.”

Mre Tarmer: “Yes, waves have a habit of heing damp, haven’t they?”




Miss Board: “Now, Carl, if you multiply ten dollars by ten dollars, what
will you get?"”
Carl: "Ten square dollars, | guess.”

Miss Morgan (in grammar class): “\What would happen if you took two
from love?”

Mr. Fitzpatrick: “Ilere is an example of the Nominative of Address: O,
you moon !

Senior: “1'm going down town to get a Hamlet.”
Freshman: “\What is a Hamlet, a little ham ?"

Papil (attempting to guote Shelley): “Asia appeared in an oyvster shell
fined with hrimstone.”

Carl: "Why did you give me the part of the king in Hamler, Miss Critz?”
Miss Critz: "Because he is nothing but a great wind bag, and 1 thought
you could play that to perfection.”

My, Luck: “Whao painted the Sisterine Madonna, anyway ?”

The student body is edified by a discourse on table manners, in which
we are warned against putting our napkins under our chins, tilting our chairs,
ur Hilling too close ta the lady nest to us,

Since the day Mr. Tardy said, "In this our life on e¢arth, we have no use
for such large numbers as the sign infinity indicates,” the Seniors have been
wondering about his conception of heaven,

MARCH

Whale Iligh School to be arrested for knocking off o colored gentleman’s
hat with a snowball.

Mr. Beale appears on the stage in “Slumberland,” where he apparently
makes a great hit,

Miss Board: " Large bulk is weighed by avoirdupois, drugs by apothecary’s,
amd gold, precious things, by T'roy weight. For mstance, von would weigh
FFrank TLemon by avoirdupois, the acids in the laboratory by apothecary's,
amd Me by
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Morris (in grammar class): “To love is a great experience: to be loved
is a greater one.” \We'd like to know how he found that out,

Mr. Wright (translating Virgil): “\nd the youthiul band approached
dressed in poplar boughs.”

Extract from an essay read in chapel: “llamlet was of a somewhat fem
inine disposition, but, nevertheless, he was thoroughly upright and honest.”

Mr. Beale, after a long talk on tardiness. works himsell up to a climax by
adding, "Now, let us all be late and try not to be on time!™

Boys are seen coming to school with their eves shut in order not to smoke
in sight of the school building.

Mr. Parsons: “Sometimes | can grade a pupil without asking any ques-
tions,”

Miss Morgan: “[ow? Intelligent expression *”

Mr. Parsons: *Well, no. not exactly in your case, Miss Morgan.”

Lost, by the Annual Board—One pericetly good mind,  Please return
before using.

During the dull forty minutes she has to spend in keeping study hall, Miss
London amuses herseli by playing chess with the students. The desks are
the squares, and she jovously and incessantly moves the uniortunate occu-
pants hither and yon.

If you want to tease Katharine Hutton, ask her what became of Mr.
Phelps’s knife.

Discovered—Mr, McMahon's accomplishment. e won a prize for pen

manship in his “palmy days.” \Who'd have thonght jt?

APRIL

Flurry on report card exchange ; quotation of grades in great state of flue-
tuation ; averages made and lost in the twinkling of an eve: wilidl preparation
for examination panic of the coming month.

MAY

The Faculty has bheen examining the Senior Class twice a year for four
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years, and now, in retaliation, the Seniors want to examine the Faculty. Will
they please, in forty minutes, answer the following questions ?

L. Why does Mr. Parsons use the royval we?

11, Duoes Mr. Parsons skip through the laboratory manual and select only
the vile smelling experiments for the persecution of Seniors?

111, 1.5 is counted as a whole, why isn’t an average of 8,993 exemption ?

IV, I there is a uniform system of cutting, where does the unifornity
come in?

Voo 1 a pupil has 15 minutes at dinner and 6 buns to eat, how many will
he have to give away in order to finish his Tuneh ?

V1. Why does Mr. McMahon hate red hair?
V'L What does Miss Funkhouser think will happen if she makes a noise?

VL 1§ Beale is Tardy in smashing a Hart why couldn’t MeMahon
Turner?
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Epilogue

(@ Soends ACORNS OF ROANOKE for 1911. As we Seniors close the
book with a sigh, we feel that herein is closed a chapter of our lives—a
chapter which can never be written again, and whose finishing brings with
it pain as well as pleasure. There is pleasure in the accomplishment of a
much-planned-for task; there is pain, because from henceforth our High
School days must forever lie behind us. Into this book we, the Class of
1911, have striven to put the fruition of our four years at R. H. §.—all our
fun and our laughing, all our trying and hoping, all our dreaming and
our partial fulfillment. We leave our ACORNS in the hands of the Class
of 1912, with the hope that where we have failed they may succeed, and

with a hearty toast to that greater success—the Annual of the Future.

THE SENIORS.
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Alumni Record of the Roanoke High
School 1894-1910

1804

CoMER, Emma (Mrs. C. L. Tinsley); Roanoke, Virginia.

HARTWELL, NoORA (Mrs. Jones); Radford, Virginia.

Kxere, Mavoe (Mrs. Hesser): Deceased April, 1906,

FErRGUsoN, Sapii (Mrs. Dyer); Roanoke, Virginia.

Fuyknouvser, ALto; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

STeEvENS, ANNIE (Mrs, Arthur); Norfolk, Virginia.

TrENT, Dora, B. A, Peabody; Librarian; Washington, Distriet of Columbia.

1895

FackiNTiAL, Joskry; Brooklyn, New York,
HartweLL, Bessie (Mrs. C. Jeter): Oklahoma.
SHUMATE, SHELLEY (Mrs. Keaton); Roanoke, Virginia,

1806

BagNnarpt, Crara (Mres. W. ML MeNeaee); Roanoke, Virginia,
Fuxknovser, FLorExce: Teacher; Roanoke, Virgima,

Husi, Axsig; Roanoke, Virginia.

Loxpoxs, Lita; Teacher State Normal: Farmville, Virginia,
MceErnowsey, Emma (Mrs. Thomas Hanlon); Reanoke, Virginia.
SHErMAN, Fraxces (Mrs, B. Go Jones); Roanoke, Virgin,

1807

Huse, Harry, B. Ao, B. 8., M. A, Washington and Lee University; Roanoke, Virginia.
DvER, Lovisg; Teacher: Roanoke, Virginia.

Frrausoxn, Lavea (Mrs. J. M. Persinger); Roanoke, Virginia.

MeEkriMAN, Azovise; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

1898

Stone, WieLram, B, A, M. AL, Ph. Do, University of Virginia; Professor University of Michigan.
BAarkspaLe, Nansig; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia,

ELEy, AILEEN; Roanoke, Virginia.

GUERRANT, JENNIE (Mrs. Kershner); Galveston, Texas.
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Laskiy, Axxtg (Mrs. A, E. Snyder); New York.
SHERMAN, Datsy (Mrs. A. C. Byers); Harrisonburg, Virginia.
Vay LEw, HELEN (Mrs. Charles Fluhr); Needles, California.
WinGFIELD, Darsy; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

1899

STONE, James, B. A, E. I, University of Virginia; Roanoke, Virginia,
AMorsack, Cajeran, E. M., Leigh University; Mining Engincer: North Carolina.
CaLuHOUN, ANNIE (Mrs. Preston); Washington, District of Columbia,

FisusuUrN, SALLiE; Roanoke, Virginia.

1900
Fisusurrs, Harry, B. A, M. A, University of Virginia: Professor of Chemistry, University of
Idaho.
Gorg, Marviy; New York.
Muese, Ocravia (Mrs, G, C. Houchins); Roanoke, Virginii.

1901

Brixaman, Harry; Roanoke, Virginia.

Duexear, Warrter, B, L., Washington and Lee University; Kentucky.
SHELTON, JUDsox; Roanoke, Virginia.

CarpwirL, Rurth; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

FrrzaeraLd, MyrTLE (Mrs, D. M. Jennings); Roanoke, Virginia.
(iiLes, EFFiE; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

MassiiE, ManiL; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginid,

Trrxser, Lovra (Mrs. Rice): Roanoke, Virginia.

Waoortos, Ora; Teacher; Roanvke, Virginia.

1902

BERGENDAHL, EvErT; Civil Engineer; West Virginia,

Burreer, W. W, 5., Jr.. B. A, M. D., University of Virgima; Head of Polyclinic Hospital;
Philadelphin, Pennsylvania,

Deevy, Jous; Civil Engincer: Atlanta, Georgia.

Hosuie, DEXTER; Roanoke, Virgini,

Moomaw, Jorx, B. A., University of Virginia; Law Student, Washington and Lee University.

BarkspaLE, Lovise (Mrs, Gordon Baker); Roanoke, Virginia.

FARRAR, MARY (Mrs, Mary Tolley): Teacher; Kanawha Falls, West Virginia.

Muire, Era (Mrs. R, J. Cornett); Roanoke, Virginia.

SHERMAN, Epsa (Mrs. Hale); Mt Crawford, West Virginia.

WixcrieLp, Lvey; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

1903

Becker, TaTes; Osteopath; Columbus, Ohio,

Hawkins, Jors, B. A., Roancke College: E. E., University of Missouri; Electrical Engineer;
St Louis, Ma,

Moosaw, Huen, B, L., Washington und Lee University; Lawyer; Roanoke, Virginia.
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Frerrers, Any; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

Fowrres, Ivexe (Mrs. Mark Roberts); Roanoke, Virginia,
Ches, Bessnz: Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

ITeeer, Avrieeta; Roanoke, Virginia.

Rign, Sapn: (Mrs, Joo Carlton); Roanoke, Virginia.
Warsoxn, Lrea; Roanole, Virginia,

Winrriscros, Frossie (Mres, Curlev); Roanoke, Virginia,

1904

Brixeaax, Wineras, C, E. Virginia Polvtechnic Institute; Roanoke, Virginia,

Hawkiss, Ropserr, B. AL Vanderbilt University; Minister; Kansas City.

Jasisox, Jons, B, L., University of Virginin; Lawyer; Roanoke, Virginia.

sxvnirr, Croare: Roanolke, Virginia,

StTarkes, Auram, B, L., University of Virginia; Lawyer; Roanoke. Virginia.

Bovewari, Carnerixe, Graduate Roanoke College; Tencher; Woodward, South Carolina,
Davis, OLad Roinoke County, Virginia.

Sxepeaar, Mae (Mrs, John Waggoner); Roanoke, Virginia.

Witriansox, Otz Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

1903

ITarrwinn, Epwarp; Diakota,

MeCrEDY, Jasmis: Stwdent Vieginia Military Institate.

Maoosaw, Bexpasis, B, Al AL AL University of Vieginia; Teacher; Norfolk, Virginia.

Moosaw, Crovis, Bo A M, AL University of Virginia; Law Student; Washington and Lee
Universily.

Rovier, Ricnarn; Roanoke. Virginia,

Coewxise, Buzaseti (Mres, Compbell); Lewisburg, West Virginia

Duvreey, Rocner: Graduate Wilson College; Roanoke, Virginia.

GRAVELEY, SatLig; Stenographer; Roanoke, Virginia.

TTawwts, Maven; Teacher; Rounoke, Virgini.

Mastvin, Lrea (Mres, Leonard )y Romnoke, Virginu.

Aast e, Manen (Mrs. Stafford Shumate); Roanoke, Virginia.

Aieexer, Jessu (drese W L Clark); Roanoke, Virginia.

Presserr, Oy Teacher; Roanoke, Virgini,

Sreves, Breasor; Teacher: Roanoke, Virgini

Tuosmas, Leenea (Mrs, Seott); Vinton, Virginia,

Waoorroy, Mary; Teacher: Roanoke, Virgini

1906

Bt rown, Hoean; Suudent: Cornell Universaity,

Cocke, Lecnas, Jw., B AL University of Virginia; Student; University of Virginia.

Izann, Joux, B. L., Washington and Lee University; Student; University of Pennsylvani.
Tixseey, Warter: Tidewater Oil Company; New York City, New York

Boveware, Linas Teacher; Woodward, South Caroling.

BriNkLEY, Fraxvcrs: Winston-Salem, North Carolin,

Brows, Ersngg Teacher: Roanoke, Virgini.

Fox, Dora (Mrs Stevens); Roanoke County, Virginia.
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Jouxsox, VirGisia; Shepherdstown, West Virginia,
Kexxert, Dossie (Mrs. Wright); Vinton, Virginia.

Pexx, WiLLig E.; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

Vavonax, Carrig (Mrs. A. G, Williams): Emory, Virginia,

1907

GarLaxp, Eacer; Roanoke, Virginia.

Kerster, Tuurstox, B. AL Instructor; Roanoke Collewe.
Rosexpaty, SIpNey; Roanoke, Virginia.

Scotr, E. WiLtias; Student; Virginia Polvtechnic Institute,
Warson, Everert; Student; Richmond College,

Braxscome, ANxa (Mrs, Barnes); Roanoke, Virgini,
BagNarp, NETTIE; Roanoke, Virginia.

Davis, Avprey; Student; Randolph-Macon Woman's College.
FrRENCH, HaLLie (Mrs, J. R. Turner); Roanoke, Virginia,
Guy, Marne: Graduate Roanoke College: Roanoke, Virgini,
HAMNER, EVELYN; Graduate State Normal, Farmville; Teacher; Bristol, Virginie.
Huxter, AxNie; Teacher: Roanoke, Virginia,

Kinsey, ANNA (Mrs, P, AL Dixon); Roanoke, Virginia,
KoeHLER, JosernINE, Graduate Roanoke College;  Teacher; Rounoke, Virginii,
Masgry, Mary; Teacher; Roancke, Virginia.

McWnorTER, MAay; Rounoke, Virginia.

SHACKFORD, ETHEL; Teacher; Richmond, Virgini,

SHELTON, RUBY: Roanoke, Virginia.

SpiLLaN, Carrie: Teucher; Rounoke, Virginia.

STEWARD, LOTTIE; Stenographer; Roanoke, Virginia,

STiIeF, Osie; Student Roanoke College; Roanoke, Virginia,

1908

Dureres, Epita: Roanoke, Virginia,

Frocatt, Viraie; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

Hoverorr, INgg; Stadent, State Normaly Harrisonburg, Vieginii,
Pack, Vircistas Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia,

RurHErFORD, IsasiL; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia,

SHOCKEY, SALLIE; Teacher; Roanolke, Virginia,

ALLEN, Ropert; Student, University of Virginia,

Jonxsox, Lovis A: Student, University of Virginin,
McWnorTter, KissLey; Student, Virginia Military Institute,
Bansister, Evxa; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginii.

Beerer, Heves: Student, Randolph-Macon Woman's College.,
Conrerk, MuvkreLL: Teacher; Vinton, Virginia,

Kerster, Marv; Graduate Roanoke College: Teacher; Wytheville, Virginia.
MeDoxavn, MErTIE; Student State Normal; Farmville, Virginia.
MEeaLs, TRENE (Mrs. Alhert Pettyviohn); Lynchburg, Virginia,
MiLks, LiLtiax; Teacher; Rounoke County, Virginia,
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Caveniry, Braki: Student, Hampton-Sidney,

Huecer, BEnjasx; Roanoke, Virginia.

Brice, Katnnees; Teacher; Holling, Virginia.

Braxerr, Winerrep; Rounoke, Virginia,

Maooyaw, Dororny; Student, Randolph-Macon Woman's College,
Yourxa, Sapti; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia,

SHICKEL, ELsie; Student, State Normal; Harrisonburg, Virginia,
Worr, Mary: Roanoke, Virginia.

Grravarr, Frivro; Student, Virginia Polvtechnic Institute.
Prexkerr, Warter; Roanoke, Virginin.

SeEkp, SeExceEr; Student, University of Virgin.

WeELen, Staxcey; Student, Virginin Polyvtechnic Institute.
Bovroy, Mayv Mowm; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginin,

Brusax, Ensa; Teacher; Giles County, Virginia.

CarnwiLk, VIRGiNIA; Student, Pratt Institute: Brooklyn, New York,
Harrison, Sapie; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia,

Keister, REpecea; Student, Roaunoke College.

AMhees, Evea; Teacher; Roanoke County, Virginia.

RoGErs, Rosa; Teacher; Roanoke, Virginia.

1010

Apavs, Rontrr; Student, Washington and Lee University,
Hamxier, Frovesoy; Stwlent, Hampton-Sulney.

Magrsrenteg, Dunney; Roanoke, Virginia.

VaNsICRLER, Joux: Rounoke, Virginia,

Daxcr, Hiras; Student, Washington and Lee University,
Marwris, Bucexe; Student, Virginia Polvtechnic Instituie.
WrichT, ELnert; Student, University of Virginia,

Cook, Katnerixe; Student, State Normal; Farmville, Virginia.
FPowrkes, GErTrupi: Teacher; Roanoke County, Virginia,
Grunn, Lictaax; Teacher; Alfredton, Virginia,

JusNiNes, Evneyx, Student, Randolph-Macon Woman's College,
Parey, Lizzng; Glencoe, Marvland,

Sovks, Euiex; Teacher; Couldam, Virgmi.

Tuomas, Tnvrzerra; Student, State Normal: Farmville, Virginia.
Wooprver, Masmie; Deceased, June, 1910,

Gisn, Grace: Teacher; Roanoke County, Virginia.
KivaeErLiNG, Jreia; Student, Roanoke College.,

Mawriy, Aoses; Teacher; Roanoke County, Virgini,

STEVENS, Axse; Tencher; Cardwell, Virging.

STEVENS, Dorrug; Teacher; Roanoke County, Virgmia,
WiLKINsoN, Axxn; Suelent, State Novmad: Farawille, Virginia.
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20K

oo
START RIGHT!
%
By saving a part of your spending money, or o
a part of what you may be earning. The best e
recommendation you can have is a Savings Pass- e
book which shows that you are saving a portion "sI-"

of what you have.
$1.00 is enough to start an account with us. ﬂ}"
We are glad to get the accounts of children, e
young people and older ones too, and every cour- '.}!-:'
tesy will be extended to each customer, whether e
their account is large or small. o4
o
NATIONAL EXCHANGE BANK
g
CAPITAL, SURPLUS AND PROFITS, $750,000.00 g
ROANOKE, VIRGINIA o8
%
ol

ATTENTION! & and'ofhers ™" &

Summer %

The National Business College sityinn &

i~

Awnings and Electric Fans make all rooms comfortable. ;i:,
Come June lst for a Short Course. ',
Come September 1st for a Complete Course. K

Make June, July and August count for Success. "i"

Visit the College. Get Catalogue and other Information '3%;

One Month, $10.00 Three Months, $27.50 Six Months, $50.00 <l
'\'

Address, E. M, COULTER, President .,E

National Business College

Church Avenue "Phone 82 ROANOKE, VIRGINIA %
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China Hre and Book Store

15 Campbell Avenue, West, ROANOKE, VIRGINIA
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Dealers in BOOKS, STATIONERY, PICTURES, ARTISTS’ MA-
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DOMESTIC CHINA, CUT GLASS, HAMMERED AND
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R 0 S E N B A U M E.L.BUSH,Pres.  J.L.FLORA, Sec.-Treas.

BROTHERS s
Bush-Flora

White Dress Fabrics in Silk
Wool and Cotton for Com- Shoe Company
mencement and Class Day
Exercises - &% &5 2 o6 2 JOBBERS AND RETAILERS
Ready-to-Wear Lingerie
White Dresses for Misses Boots, Shoes, Hats, Trunks

from $3.50 to $7.50. Suit- and Suit-Cases
able for Commencement

W
26 SALEM AVENUE

25 CAMPBELL AVENUE 131 SALEM AVENUE, WEST

Everything in Ready-to-Wear Garments for Women
and Misses ‘‘will be found at this store”

We call special attention to one of (""
our Leaders in Women’s and Misses’ (‘ )
Suits for Spring. In beautiful quality
serge lined in silk messaline, no equal
elsewhere under $18.00.

Our Special Price . .. .%12.50

ROANOKE CLOTHING COMPANY

16 and 18 SALEM AVENUE, WEST

EEm—— GeEe—e U CETD T D 0 D s @ e ——_-2_1

I
]
!
“The Ladies’ Store” |
|
i
i
o
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THE LARGEST

Typewriter Exchange
IN THE SOUTH

A full stock of all standard machines, :
both new and rebuilt, carried every :
day in the year. 2

We sell, exchange, and repair type-
writers, and if you are not satisfied :
with what you get we will refund your ;
money. v

All kinds of typewriters and office :
supplies. <

We make a specialty of the Cele- :

I3 prated L. C. Smith & Bros. Visible :

Kennard’s

FOR

PLUMBING
HEATING
ROOFING

128 Campbell Ave.  :
125-127-129 Kirk Ave. :

writers.
lege of Roanoke purchased 70 of them !
at one order. .

Roanoke
Typewriter Exchange

No. 134 CAMPBELL AVE.

V s
FURNITURE

FURNITURE
STOVES
ETC.

Prices and Satisfaction
Guaranteed

109 Campbell Ave,, S. W.
ROANOKE, VA.

The National Business Col-
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ICE CREAM, Plain and Fancy Shapes SPECIALTY, Fancy Package Goods

GUS VURNAKES & COMPANY

Manufacturers and Dealers in

HIGH GRADE CHOCOLATES
AND BON-BONS

PURE ICE CREAM

'PHONE 140

19 Campbell Avenue, West ROANOKE, VIRGINIA

MacBAIN & HYSLUP, Inc.

DRY GOODS, NOTIONS AND FANCY GOODS

Women’'s Suits, Dresses, Waists, Skirts, Undermuslins, Etc.
Women’s Hats, Flowers, Feathers, Etc. Hair Goods, Hair Dressing
and Manicuring. Men’s Furnishings, Bags, Suit Cases and Trunks.
Women'’s, Misses’, Boys’, Children’s and Infants' Shoes. Rugs, Cur-
tains, Drapery Fabrics and Window Shades. China, Glass Ware,
Enameled Ware, Wooden Ware and General House Furnishing Goods.

BOOKS—SHEET MUSIC

ROANOKE, VIRGINIA
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HUNTER & CO.

LEAP & PATTERSON, Props.

Staple and Fanry
GBrorceries

w

'"PHONES 147-787

Cor. Salem Ave. and Commerce St.

Let Us Tailor
Your Suit

CORRECT STYLE
PERFECT FIT
GOOD TAILORING
HONEST QUALITY

Davidson Tailoring Co.
Furnishings

Opposite New First National Bank
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Misses and Young
Ladies

will find that they can get genuine satis-
faction by buying their Suits, Dresses,
Coats, Skirts, Dress Waists, Etc., at
THE BAYLOR COMPANY'S store,
35 Campbell Avenue, W. This is the
“Woman's Shop” of Roancke. We
are sole agents here for the celebrated
Verite coats and suits, famous for their
perfect fit, make, material, and style.

The Baylor Company, Inc.
"Phone 906 35 W. Campbell Avenue
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SHEEN’S
New, Sanitary Ice
Cream Factory

is now open and is admitted by
the City and State Pure Food
Inspectors to be the most up-to-
date Factory in the State.

MOTTO: Cleanliness, Purity
and Quality

Ice Cream Festivals and Socials will
receive special prices and attention

'Phone 42 W. C. SHEEN, Proprietor
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IYor the Present
and Future

A brilliant future is in store for
every floor, door, or piece of furni-
ture finished with CHI- NAMEL
VARNISH. You don’t have to go
to school long to be able to figure
out that it's more satisfactory than
the brilliant beginnings of adult-
erated varnishes at less per can.

It will pay you to investigate CHI-
NAMEL when your floors or furni-
ture begin to look old or worn.

ROANOKE
HARDWARE CO.

22 WEST CAMPBELL AVENUE

CONTINENTAL
COFFEE AND TEA CO.
R. H. WILLS

Special Attention Given the
Blending of Coffees and Teas

FULL LINE OF

Fancy GRrRocEeRries, FLOUR,
Larp, BurTtEr, ETC.

Your Orders
Solicited

MARKET SQUARE

'PHONE 341

K. W. GREEN
MANUFACTURING
Jeweler
AND GRADUATE OPTICIAN

ScHOOL AND SOCIETY
Pins
A SPECIALTY

10 Campbell Avenue, W.
RoANOKE, Va.

Oak Hall
Clothing Co.

SOLE AGENCY
KUPPENHEIMER
CLOTHES
The Strongest Guaranteed
Clothing for Men on Earth
REGAL SHOES

HANAN SHOES
STETSON HATS

USE “OAK HALL STREET"
YOU ARE WELCOME
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House Furnishings
Pianos :: :: Pianolas

The Largest Establishment of the
Kind in the State. 50,000
feet of floor space

THURMAN & BOONE COMPANY, Incorporated
ROANOKE, VIRGINIA
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YEAR IN awp
YEAR OUT

A First-Class Line of
Foreign and Domestic
FRUITS AND
PRODUCE

A.G. CHEWNING
& SON

Pioneer Fruit Dealers

ROANOKE, VIRGINIA

'PHONE 126

BOWMAN’S
BREAD

THE STANDARD OF
PERFECTION

SOLD ALL OVER ROANOKE
AND VICINITY

BAKERY
306 Commerce Street
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Consolidated Ice
Company

L. A. SCHOLZ, Pres. and Gen. Mgr.
HENRY SCHOLZ, Sec, and Treas.

Manufacturers and Dealers
! in ICE
Cold Storage Plant

1202-1208 Wise Ave.
Branch: 113-115 Campbell Ave.,, S. E.

ROANOKE, VA.
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HERE is one thing we |||
T put into every piece of fur- ' S ‘A M G L A S S o
niture you buy here---that’s : &
good taste. And you are sure OUR SPRING GOODS
of getting long wear out of it have arrived. All
e i the latest styles in =
Ready - Made Gar-
“MARRY THE GIRL, WE'LL ments and Millinery
FURNISH THE HOME"
' CALL AND INSPECT THEM.
WATCH FOR OUR SPRING
Reams, Jones & st 4
Blankinship Sam Gl 1
Incorporated am a.SS
38 Salem Ave., Corner Henry St.
109-111 Salem Avenue, West "Phone 047
[s o1 SIS (0] |[O]
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Mar Lynn Cawle ey
ks ' 8 COWGILL’S
]ﬂbﬂtﬂgrﬂnbl’l‘ For Tillinery and
Hair Fools
W x

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
OR MONEY REFUNDED

121 CAMPBELL AVENUE 105 CAMPBELL AVENUE
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CENTRAL MANUFACTURING CO.

LUMBER, SASH, DOORS, ' BLINDS

AND
BUILDERS’ MATERIAL

120 Center Avenue, N. W. ROANOKE, VIRGINIA
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"‘1:" From forty to fifty per cent. of A ESTABLISHED 1888 ‘:{-?
- school children have defective i~ o
ala vision, Hereditary weakness, !:.!:' - —
V'U . (3
= astigmatism, near sightedness are i '_:_!_?
i~ prevalent.  Your children may i~ "Phone 95 R
C%:‘ suffer [rom eye trouble unbeknown Q%:' &
A to vou, Letusexamine their eyes ~n ?:_?
3. YO EXPENSE TO YOU % 17 East Campbell Ave. 3,
%0 % i
ﬁi{\ DR. J HARRY MARTIN ,i., ROANOKE, VA. Q.‘.lg
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2 ROANOKE FURNITURE CO., Inc. :

22 (Under the Big Electric Sign) ROANOKE, VIRGINIA

o4 WHOLESALE AND RETAIL o

S ne e TN K2
& Pianos a =i 7”‘“'“11 Stoves i

&t Furniture Ranges @

DOSH0S

L E O T O TS T O PO P P e

& (arpets House

& Rugs Furnishings

g Our line of Pianos is complete, consisting of the following well-known makes
g% Steinway, Kranich and Bach, Blasius & Son, Becker Bros., Cable-Nelson, Keller
2%  Bros, and Victor Talking Machines.

ROEGRO ARG ARIE 0B INBROAR OB

29600000000 008000000000

2

ase MILLER RANGE- (Uncle Sam's Favorite) ART LAUREL RANGES
882  Hoyusehold Favorites); SEEGER SIPHON REFRIGERATORS (Original and
42 nly patented Siphon Refrigerator). COOPER & McKEE REFRIGERATORS
2¢8 | High Quality -Medium Price); SEALY MATTRESSES AND “THE MATTRESS 8%
22  THAT BREATHES” - (Acme of Mattress Building ); S. A, WELLER'S POTTERY s
82 Ty Cameo Jewel, Mat Green, Art Ivory, Woodclay, Etc.); RICHMOND SUCTION  2%%

&

200
dom y s 3 . . 2 F . e
S CLEANER -(Lightin weight, low in price, high in merit). B
4] nes
900 L]
&) i
7ow 75w
oo . . P . %%
gox Our general line is complete. Price and quality &
L d
gou - . T 7on
K32 guaranteed. On this basis we solicit B
oo% we'm
Rep (9]
P your patronage s
Sef Soe
o 4]
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More than
50,000 feet
of floor
space

More than

100

machines

Same Management and Policy for Past 25 Years

The Stone
Printing and
Manufacturing
Company

College Work a Spe@naﬂﬁy

i'
i
L_ e ey () EEVEET) § OO e Ceemes

The Largest
Best Equipped
Most Modermn

south of the Ohio and east of the Mississippi.

More employees and more output than all
other job printing plants within a radius of
100 miles. Light, heat and sanitary
arrangements well-nigh perfect.
Estimates furnished

116-132 North Jefferson St.,, ROANOKE, VA.
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fu Che Professional Men of Roaunke nﬂg‘
) fulio hate contributed to the sup- o
%}4 port of the R, . S. Aunnal 9 '\“5
LL ¥
|
/) MOORE & WOODRUM ... . .316 National Exchange Bank Bldg. E@r
V] JAMES D. JOHNSTON. . . .409 National Exchange Bank Bldg. L)
W/ MERCER HARTMAN.. . 203 National Exchange Bank Bldg.
0 AYLETT B. COLEMAN . 505 National Exchange Bank Bldg. E;j
ij W. J. BLAIR. . . .601 National Exchange Bank Bldg. f:f’]
fs) WOODS & McNULTY -.509 National Exchange Bank Bldg. (&)
JAMES A. BEAR ..406 National Exchange Bank Bldg. =]
€] WOODS, JACKSON & SMITH . . 309 National Exchange Bank Bldg.
()} ABRAM P. STAPLES, Jr. 609 National Exchange Bank Bldg. %(Q]
[ R.Q.MOSBY.. . ~....609 National Exchange Bank Bldg. m]
] C.B.&H.M.MOOMAW . . 313,314,315 Strickland Bldg. )
'@}7 C. R. WILLIAMS ..605 First National Bank Bldg. %J
%‘% HART & HART. .. . . ..505 First National Bank Bldg. ”\Si
%m G. H. PENN.. .. 620, 621 Watt, Rettew & Clay Bldg. %
'If;l{f:} HOGE & WILLIAMS - ..434 Watt, Rettew & Clay Bldg.
Q{L MANLEY M. CALDWELL. . - 304, 305 Watt, Rettew & Clay Bldg. 10
/i, POINDEXTER & HOPWOOD. 503 Watt, Rettew & Clay Bldg. fﬁ:]
ﬁl{q A, E.KING.......... 502 Watt, Rettew & Clay Bldg. %@
1;2@ DR. A. J. SNAPP. . . . 601, 602 Watt, Rettew & Clay Bldg. !:
%‘;} DR. S. J. GILL 104'. Campbell Avenue, S. W. fr}J
%Q% DR. R. W. BROWN . . Strickland Bldg. %@*
J DR. P. A. DIXON %
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