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Senior Class.

MARY WHEDBEE ASKEW
B. S.

COLUMBUS.

In beauty or wit
No mortal as yet,
To question your empire has dared.

Mary is a hard student and is much
given to burning the midnight oil. Her
mental ability is equalled only by her
naive pride in her attainments. Very do
mestic (?) in her tastes. Fond of practi
cal jokes anc^ tennis. Her voice is the
wonder of the age and when it is lifted
in song, "the very walls do rise and mu
tiny." Her greatest grievance is that peo
ple never realize how young she is. Cer
tificate in Photography. Peyton.
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Senior Class.

MARY WHEDBEE ASKEW

COLUMBUS.

B. S.
In beauty or wit
No mortal as yet,
To question your empire has dared.

Mary is a hard student and is much
given to burning the midnight oil. Her
mental ability is equalled only by her
naive pride in her attainments. Very do
mestic (?) in her tastes. Fond' of practi
cal jokes and tennis. Her voice is the
wonder of the age and when it is lifted
in song, "the very walls do rise and mu
tiny." Her greatest grievance is that peo
ple never realize how young she is. Cer
tificate in Photography. Peyton.

MARY WHEDBEE ASKEW.

CLARA
A. B.

BOYD

SALLIS.

This peck of Troubles.

Clara always has to decide whether or
not she ought to worry over her little
troubles; if she thinks it necessary, she
immediately begins to complain. She is
very conscientious and never likes to play
jokes on her friends if they are such as
will cause her veracity to be doubted. She
has changed a great deal during the past
year, for the mysterious experience of love
has entered her life and left a deep impres
sion. Her greatest ambition is to "pass"
on the final English examination. She is
kind and good to everybody, and her
friends are numerous. Certificate in Nor
mal Drawing. Callaway-Orr.

CLARA BOYD.

MARY

MAUDE BURNETT

UTICA

A. B.
I stofod
Among them, but not of them; in a shroud
Of thoughts which were not their thoughts.

She possesses an immense intellectual
capacity which you would1 never think of
to behold her diminutive frame. Her rea
soning powers are especially wonderful,
often astonishing her good teachers by her
wisdom. Her chiefest fault is to find out
a psychological reason for the most trivial
subject. However, when you know Mary,
you feel that she is not above your level,
for she is as gay and fickle as any of the
rest of us. Her principal delight is to an
alyze Falstaff and show that he is morally
a lost man. A member of the "Posing
Set.
Normal Diploma.
Certificate in
Book-keepng. Callaway-Irrv
MARY MAUDE BURNETT.

CECILE CARR COLE

MACON.

A. B.
The reason firm, the temperate will,
Endurance, foresight, strength and skill.

A lover of nature, particularly of the
rose. Her hobby is English and some day
we shall see her literary works published.
Her logical, deep-thinking mind inclines
her to trace out relations of cause and ef
fect. She is always prepared to argue 011
points open to question. Though she has
her own opinions, she is so broad-minded
that she is always willing to grant her op
ponents their point of view. Though she
has a deep-thinking, reflective mind, she is
nevertheless able to appreciate the uni
verse of fancy and has been admitted to
the "Local Color Club." In mentioning
her many qualities, her skill in technique
must not be forgotten. She practices tech
nique at the table every meal, affording
amusement for her classmates. Member of
the matrimonial Set. "Normal Diploma."
Anniversarian Callaway-Orr Literary So
ciety.

CECILE CARR COLE.

MARIE CRITZ

STARKVILLE

A. B.
No one knew her but to love her nior named
her but to praise.

The only girl who has ever won both
literary and music diplomas in the same
year.
Scrupulously strict in perform
ance of her duty, and in upholding the
law. She is small of stature, but always
makes herself heard; is wonderfully ener
getic. Of all her burdens, her domestic
affairs and her nose are the heaviest. She
is a brilliant Latin scholar, but has a habit
of confusing the dative ending of, Rex,
making it Regie. She enjoys reading the
letters of great men, those of Robert
Browning and Thomas Dermot being the
favorite ones. Has a peculiar fondness
for wearing a sapphire and a diamond on
the same finger, in direct opposition to the
wishes of two /individuals. Last year she
was considered ambitious to rival the Mas
ters in the art of music, but for some un
accountable (?) reason her ambition has
somewhat abated, and she has lately be
come interested in horticulture, domestic
science, and other things that pertain to at
tractive home-making. President of the
Bach Society. Vice-President of the Pey
ton Society. President of the Class of
'05. President of the Senior Music Class.
Member of the "Matrimonial Set."

MARIE CRITZ.

BESSIE ECKLES

PLEASANT GROVE.

A. B.
Gentle of speech, beneficent of mind.

Bessie is another of the musical geniuses
of our class. She plays on any musical in
strument from a jews-harp up, and also has
a voice of unusual sweetness. Throughout
her course her work has been characterized
by its uniform excellence. She is rather in
clined to play pranks, especially on her
neighbor across the hall. A merry, happy
disposition. Gentle, sweet-tempered, ami
able and sympathetic. Certificate in Musical
History and Theory. Callaway-Orr.
BESSIE ECKLES.

JOSEPHINE VIRGINIA FITTS

SENATOBIA.

A. B.
"Worth, courage, honor, these indeed
sustenance and birthright are."

your

Strong both intellectually and on the
athletic field.
She sends her tennis racket
with force enough to dig a well. She does
everything she undertakes the best she
knows how, from dancing the bear dance
to gaining the prize in the "Local Color
Club." She never worries over anything
and lets to-morrow take care of itself. She
is capable of deep philosophical and psy
chological thought. Her classmates have
concluded that she is a descendant of So
crates, for her argumentative ability is unparalled. Yet she never argues unless she
has something to argue about. Normal Di
ploma, Certificate in Normal Drawing.
Callaway-Orr.
Member "Local Color
Club." Riflemen.

TENNIE BLANCHE FOOSE
A. B.

TCHULA

A tender heart, a will inflexible.

A soul overflowing with laughter, lova
ble and impulsive. One of those genial
beings who refresh the earth. She is noted
for being slow and deliberate of speech (?).
Her chief occupations are combing her hair
and arguing with Lollie. She has a great
affinity for M'ethodist preachers. Captain
of Senior Basket-ball Team. President of
Callaway-Orr Literary Society. Y. W. C.
A. Cabinet. President of Missionary So
ciety. Normal Diploma.

TENNIE BLANCHE FOOSE.

FANNIE GORE

COLUMBUS

B. S.
Fbr she was jes' the quiet kind
Whose natures never vary,
Like streams that keep a summer mind
Snowhid in Jenooary.
Snowhid in Jenooary.

What—shall—be—said—<of—her ?
First
of all, she is very precise and exact in ev
erything she does. She is modest and un
assuming, conscientious and studious, and
possesses a dignity such as is worthy of, and
requisite to, a B. S. senior, who is wading
through the depths of science by means of
"terrible lessons in Physics and Chemistry."
She is amiable and pleasant and her hearty
laughter does one good. She counts few in
her circle of friends, but these few "by their
adoption tried, are grappled to her soul
with hooks of steel." However, she is
sometimes frivolous, and is inclined to con
sider serious things lightly. Certificate in
photography. Peyton.
FANNIE GORE.

MARY MAXWELL HATHORNE..—

COLUMBIA

A. B.
So mild, so merciful, so strong, so true,
So patient, peaceful, loving, loyal, pure.

Gentle and unassuming in her manner.
She is never happier than when discussing
psychological problems, or when bestowing
soulful glances upon certain members of
the faculty. Absolutely refuses to take a
dare, and disapproves heartily of jokes that
are played upon her. She professes to be
a man-hater, but many prophecy that she
will be the first bride of our class. Nor
mal Diploma. Certificate in Dressmaking.
Y. W. C. A. Chairman. President of Bap
tist Missionary Society. Peyton.
MARY MAXWELL HATIIORNE.

FRANCES HARRIETTE LEECH
A. B.

COLUMBUS.

Of soul sincere,
In action faithful, and in hbnor clear.

Although her relentless devotion to duty
reminds one of the old Puritans, no one
in the class has more fun and frolic in her
nature than Hattie. A girl of decided
mental ability and a close student. When
her mind is once made up, no powers of
logic or rhetoric can shake her convictions.
She delights in French "grammar papers,"
and Chemistry is her pastime. An enthu
siastic member of the Senior Basket-ball
team. Frank, truthful, and loyal. Normal
Diploma.
Peyton.
Certificate in Tele
graphy.

FRANCES HARRIETTE LEECH.
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MAUDE MURPHY MABRY
• ONE OF OUR "SPECIALS."
Her
The
And
That

song has power to quiet
restless pulse of care,
comes like the benediction
follows after prayer.

Our Mocking Bird whom we should be
proud to have sing before Melba. Not
only may we boast of her bird-like voice,
but we are certain that if she continues her
piano career a few years longer, she will
be considered a world celebrity equal to
Paderewski. One of the most popular girls
in school.
Sincerity, virtue, laughter,
truth, are so essentially Maude that you
cannot think of her without them. Her
executive ability is unexcelled, and she is
overflowing with enthusiasm for all class
sports. She "adores catsup" and her char
acteristic saying is "You old pot." Di
ploma in vocal and instrumental music.
Certificates in Musical History, Harmony,
and Theory. Editor in Chief of Specta
tor. Y. W. C. A. Cabinet. Callaway-Orr.
MAUDE MURPHY MABRY.

JEAN VIRA OLIVER

GREENVILLE

A. B.
Give me a lever long enough,
And a prop strong enough,
And single-handed, I can ihpve the world.

Little S-u-s-t-e-r. "Who is calling?"
Why, Jean, of course. She is exceedingly
fond of her little sister, basket-ball,
and the Russel of Spring. She has been
seen wearing a solitaire diamond, and' she
sits at that end of the table where matri
mony has been discussed more than once.
Y. W. C. A. Cabinet. President Athletic
League. '05 Historian. Normal Diploma.
Callaway-Orr.
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JEANNIE VAUGHAN O'NEILL

COLUMBUS.

A. B.
Since brevity is the soul of wit,
And tediousness the limbs and outward flour
ishes,
I will be brief.

Her answers in the classroom are always
to the point and are expressed in the fewest
words possible. It is against her principles
to be slow about anything except getting
to chapel exercises. The ringing of the
bells is abominable to her, and she dreams
of a place where no bells will be rung,
where sleep may be enjoyed, and where
early waking will not be required. She is
original in her ideas and especially so in
her love for Anglo-Saxon verbs. Her fa
vorite occupation is making candy for her
little brother, "Hamp." Normal Diploma.
Peyton.

EPSIE PATTERSON

SHIVERS

B. S.
The rule of my life is to make business a
pleasure, and pleasure my business.

Epsie is the most gifted girl in the class,
in that she plays the part of a bear, donkey,
and Pyramus, as well as that of a very
able student. Her ability to criticize is mar
velous. She is good-natured, witty, and
given to making puns. Her chief fault is
wasting time in hair-dressing. The wish
of her class is that she may live as long as
she is Critic of Callaway-Orr Society. Cer
tificate in Book-keeping.

EPSIE PATTERSON.

RUBY

ROSS RAMAGE

COLUMBUS.

A. B.
She with all the charms of woman,
She with all the breadth of man.

Tall and graceful; a faithful adherent to
the pompadour. She possesses a light,
care-free spirit; talks like a blue streak.
Since she is a town Senior, she greets us
every Monday morning with, "O, Mr.
is so cute. I am simply foolish about him."
She is somewhat of a flirt, you know. Her
favorite hobbies are Latin and singing
Coon songs, and her only sport is an
"Auto-ride" on Saturday afternoon. Nor
mal Diploma. Peyton.
RUBY ROSS RAMAGE.

MARGUERITE RED

DURANT.

B. S.
Happy am I, from care I'm free,
Why aren't theyj all contented like me?

Here is Marguerite, a boon companion in
all things and at all times. Noted for
auburn hair, drooping eyelashes, an inde
pendent toss of the head, and a shrieking
laugh. Talks like a blue streak. Has strong
likes and dislikes—some of the former are
dancing, tennis, rhymes, toasts, Smart
Set, and the latest, Otis Skinner; and her
strongest dislike is work. Claims to be
the least sentimental girl in the class, yet
may be seen every "off period" hugging a
copy of Browning's "Love Letters." Callaway-Orr Vice-President.
Certificate in
Phonography. Associate Editor of Specta
tor. Member Local Color Club.

MARGUERITE RED.

FRANCES

MCFARLAND

RICE...

OKTOC.

A. B.
Grace is in all her steps,
Heaven in her eyes,
In every gesture dignity and love.

Her most prominent quality is that of
dignity; her blushes are innumerable. In
deed her change of color is an example of
perpetual motion, and this is a source of
great annoyance to her younger senior sis
ter. Her anger arises when 'her dignity is
insulted, as by having the chair pulled from
under her by her table-mate.
Public
speech making is her hobby and the fame
of her beauty goes far and wide. A mem
ber of the "Posing Set." Art Editor of
Meh Lady. Normal Diploma. Certificate
in Art. "Riflemen." Peyton.
FRANCES MCFARLAND RICE.

NANNIE HERNDON
A. B.

RICE

OKTOC

A soul with every virtue fraught.

It would be hard to say too many good
things about Nannie. Although the class
baby, her intellectual attainments are un
rivalled. She throws her whole soul into
whatever she undertakes, and it is to this
faculty as much as to her native brilliancy
that she owes her success. She is devoted
to her class, her college, and her society,
as well as to all athletic sports. Exceed
ingly fond of reading. At one time her
class-mates feared that she would be a
man-hater; but this fear has been dispelled
by a sudden and intense interest in Cornell
and Domestic Science. A keen sense of
humor. A sweet disposition; lovable and
generous. Talented member of the "Local
Color Club." Associate Editor of Specta
tor. Anmversarian of Peyton Literary So
ciety.
Normal Diploma Certificate in
Phonography.
NANNIE HERNDON RICE.

t

*- -

v
*

"

NMMIJiin uiJimUtJ
...

BEULAH SANFORD

NEW ALBANY

A. B.
I would applaud thee to the very echo,
Which should applaud again.

Beulah has never had occasion to learn
the meaning of the word "Impossible," for
she succeeds in every field she enters—and
she enters all the fields of college life. She
is considered, by all except herself one of
the most brilliant girls who call the Indus
trial Institute and College, Alma Mater.
Her criticisms in class are always most
suitable, just a? her questions are always
most original. She is extremely energetic
and independent; and is afraid of confront
ing no one when she believes herself in
the right, as the publishers of the "Specta
tor" can testify to. She is always a leader
in all fun. She believes firmly that Seniors
cannot have too many privileges, and she
avails herself of them all. President Pey
ton Literary Society. Editor in Chief Meh
Lady.
Business' Manager "Spectator."
Vice President Y. W. C. A. Posing Set.
Member of "Local Color Club."
BEULAH SANFORD.

MAUDE SMITH

A. B.

..MERIDIAN

A soul as full of worth, as void of pride.

Maude is one of the youngest and mos
mischievous girls in the class. She is ex
tremely popular and her sats are innumera
ble. She is impulsive and rather inclinec
to be fickle. The only girl in the class whc
always looks neat. Noted for her clear
resonant voice. A lovable nature, genth
and refined. Normal Diploma. CallawayOrr.

MAUDE SMITH.

£

BYRD WALKER

..CARTHAGE

A. B.
Attempt the end, and newer stand to doubt;
Nothing is so hard but search will find it out.

Byrd is "inflamed with study of learning
and admiration of virtue;" extremely quiet,
yet has a forcible will. When others fail
in class she always knows what the book
says. She is satisfied with the world, and
never gets ruffled. Strong in character.
Belongs to the "Posing Set" of '05. Assis
tant Business Manager of Spectator. Nor
mal Diploma. Certificate in Dressmaking.
Literary Editor of Meh Lady. President
of Peyton Literary Society.
BYRD WALKE

MARY ALICE WALLER
CRAWFORD
OUR OTHER "SPECIAL."
Everything that heard her play,
Even the billows of the sea,
Hung their heads, and then lay by;
In her music is such art,
Killing care and grief of heart.

Mary Alice, one of the most youthful of
our number, is universally considered pret
ty, graceful, and attractive, and clever. Her
college career has been one of marvelous
success irt the field
in which she has
wrought, and her fond music teacher may
well be proud of her. Like the rest of us,
however, she is not without her faults, and
chief among these is her spending an un
reasonable time on her toilet. Exceedingly
fond of Miss Poindexter, of going to town,
and of several other things (?) in Colum
bus. Very popular—her p!rep followers
innumerable. Favorite health resort, Gulfport. Favorite place of business, Colum
bus Insurance and Banking Co. Favorite
restaurant, Geraud's (when pap isn't look
ing). Highest ambition, to be Madame—
and rival Madam Sarah Bloomfield Zeisler. _ Certificates in Theory, Harmony, and
Musical History. Peyton

*•»

Class Yells.

M-i-ss-miss-i-ss, Mississ-i-pp-i,
Mississippi
Double I. C.
Naughty five, re, rip,
Naughty five rip, re
Naughty five, naughty five
I. I. C.

Rip, rah, ze, zi, zi,
Hulla, balu, bala, bali,
Three cheers for the class of naughty five,
Rah, Rah, Rah.
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Senior Class Poem.
Another year! a short one; how quickly
It came and passed;
And now we stand—if time can make us so—
Women at last.
Yet, while time allows us, we would pause
And contemplate
The state where unalterable laws
Have bound our fate.
From that spiritual and serene abode
Our souls would gaze
Below upon a broad and spreading road
Where women play;
Play with the folly and show of earth—
Ambition and fame—
Nor know that in the twelfth month after birth
Each did the same.
Pained by the very treasure they reap;
Their tearless eyes
Locked eternally in a blissless sleep
Whose dreams are sighs;
And so, a motley, unadorned throng,
They toil and plod,
Dead to the holy ecstacies of song,
To love, and God.
Dear God! if that we may not keep through life
Our trust, our truth,
And that we must, in yonder endless strife,
Lose faith and youth;
Till, in the wonders of the ideal land,
Must guide the heart,
If the same work that indurates the hand
It has no part;
Oh! take us hence! we would no longer stay
Beneath the sky;
Give us to chant one pure and deathless lay,
And let us die.
CECILF. C. COLE.
28

History of '05.
President

Poet-CECILE

MARIE CRITZ.

COLE.

Historian—JEAN OLIVER.
Flower—White Carnation.

Colors—Royal Purple and White.

Long years ago we started on our college career: Six years, hasn't it
been? Then we were children, such children that the President saw fit one
morning, Lo ask the I. B. C.'s to wait for a few minutes after chapel exercises
In I. B. C. language, "we were scared to death." The talk consisted of
much fatherly advice, and many kind admonitions to be more like the
college classes. We strove earnestly, and assumed quite a "lady-like air,"
and took to "doing up our hair" like the big girls, you know. There were
. 0 many of us, tnat organization was impossible;—that important event re
mained to enliven our A. Normal year.
The next year found many absent faces and many new ones; but they
soon became familiar in the struggles with General History, English, etc.
Life took on a more serious expression, for we felt our favorite expression,
"next year we will be Freshmen," had to come. About the middle of the
session our importance was so great, that we had to have a President. Marie
became our leader, and has been faithful ever since. We recited in sections
spoke of each other as "Miss." courted the Seniors, and adored the Sopho
mores for their pluck and courage in making fuss. With our captain
appointed, we felt able to push our regiment forward against any foe, and
secure to open our ranks to all who should come in Freshmen.
Our ^ Freshman year started out brilliantly. There were a few added
by examination, and numbers by affiliation. We were a famous sixtv
Direct and' Indirect discourse, themes, and society rushes occupied' our
minds. Much time and consideration were given us by the members of
ML5
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the higher classes. Engagements for this and that meeting, for walks, feast,
and dancing, kept us busier than any thing else until after the first examina
tion. Then the much wished for Society invitations came. We were
about equally divided; Peytons and Callaway-Orrs. After the exciting in
vitations, we were given a reception; and thus were made to feel, that
surely greatness had been thrust upon us. How big we felt, when we were
put on committees, and occasionally sent to town on society business,—strictly
chaperoned by a Senior! Really, we haven't out-grown committee work
yet. The Sophomores never forgot to call us "Freshies," and we thought
them terribly conceited, yet we admired their positions, and longed for
the day when we should be "jolly Sophomores."
We were jolly Sophomores, too! And sustained the well-founded record.
Beulah, Maud S., and Mary Armour, joined our ranks. We me,t the
enemy dauntlessly, had numberless class meetings, studied during chapel
exercises,—for which Marie had to apologize and make amends,—got into
trouble, but made up for it by hard study. Long themes, short themes!
English galore! No less Latin and even more Mathematics! The deep
problems of Psychology thronged in upon us ! At the end of the year,
when the chapel was decorated, and we came to carry flowers
to the
graduates, we did not sing jolly Sophomores, but "just tired, worn-out
Soph'mores,"
"Juniors! Juniors! We are the Juniors!
See our caps and gowns!
Juniors! Juniors! Seniors above us
Beckon us to come,
But we'll just tarry and maybe we'll marry
For we are always in for fun!"

Sung to the tune of Doris, rent the air and brought us closer together. The
Seniors didn t fail to see our caps and gowns! One day, just after we
got them, a note came from them: "Parlor, seven-thirty." "Please wear
caps and gowns.
Pretty soon, we saw there were no preparations going
on around the parlor; and!, while leisurely strolling down the hall, in cap and
gown, a Junior had a vision. Immediately the word was given, and all caps
and gowns were safely stored at home. When we marched into the parlor
punctually, as is always our rule, the Seniors, in their youthful frocks,
looked a little abashed. Yet they accepted the situation, and each choosing
a partner, sailed1 us out into the park. Their dresses were youthful, and
eir air was youthfully dressed, yet under their coquettish children's
onnets, their faces were still the worn faces of '04. Singing yelling
screaming, dancing, they led us a merry chase. '04 made itself prominent!
30

After about half the journey was over, they gave a few yells to '05, which
made us feel at least they were aware of our presence. Back to the "big
tiee they guided us, where one of their number read the famous paper
entitled "Knocks." It hit to the right and to the left, sparing none. The
hammer fell with merciless blows—for you know, when jokes become too
personal they make one squirm. At last the paper was ended; each class
honored the other with toasts and yells; and Marie thanked'' the Seniors for
their kind entertainment. We went home a wiser and a smaller crowd. All
the year, we labored earnestly with Chemistry, German and French, Latin,
and Mathematics and came out partly successful.
Only one of the number that had separated the past June was missing.
Mary Armour failed to appear; we don't know why, for she didn't get mar
ried, as she made us think. With Senior privileges we have passed! the year
very happily indeed. The spook party Hallow'een made us know the Juniors
well; and we have been splendid library friends ever since. Y. W. C. A.
and Society work, Magazine—have you seen our Spectator?—and Annual
business, have given us plenty of experience in both the business and literary
worlds. '05 is a very youthful class—many things go to prove it. We
play basket ball and are devoted to tennis; and, if there is any danger of
trussing supper on account of a prolonged game, a dining-room window
is a very easy thing to climb into. For proof of this statement, you ma}'
ask Marguerite and! Cecile, and Mr. Kincannon, too, if you wish. We long
for June to come, for we shall get our hard earned diplomas; yet we shafl
be sad. for a separation will come; each girl will go to her home, and then
w-e shall have only the memory of school days to keep us in touch with
each other.
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Ill 1913.

It was a lovely clay in June. I he inmates of the Rutherford Insane
Asylum were gathered on the lawn. Evidently there was some celebration
going on a feast was spread, the people were in holiday garb, and the
atmosphere was full of suppressed excitement and merriment. 'Twas the
class of 1905 celebrating the eighth anniversary of its graduation.
The hard work, the mental anxiety of the Senior year had told. One
by one the Seniors of '05 had wended their way to the lunatic asylum and
strange to say, to the very asylum where the faculty was confined.
\ es. it was only too true. 1 he teachers, overcome by remorse at the hard
lessons and 1 impossible reading lists they had imposed upon the noble class
of 1905. had been struck by the awful thought, "Suppose, in some future
1 cincnination, we shall have to attempt what the class of 05 accomplished."
Phis idea was too terrible to be entertained with impunity; their reason
fled, and from that time the underground dungeon in which they had to be
placed, was filled with cries and groans about French verbs, English themes,
and other things almost as fearful.
On this anniversary the class of '05 seemed perfectly rational and, in
celebration of the event, the keeper had permitted them to gather round this
festal board and tell of their lives before they came to the asylum.
Mary Askew, more beautiful and more beautifully conscious
of the fact than ever, began in this wise : "Girls, the days since
I left you, like the clavs which T spent with you, have been de
voted to improving myself. I call upon you to testify as to
whether or not they have been spent in vain. The summer after
we graduated, I just had the very best old time I could;. The
following fall I depared in state for Bryn Mawr. I carried a
chafing dish and any number of pretty frocks, so I felt well prepared for my
college career. I finished there at the head of my class." ( Here Cecile re
marked, "Her name begins with A, you known") "After a trip to Europe and
a yeai in New \ ork (cultivating my voice), I returned to Columbus and mar
ried. and af'erwards made my-home in Crawford."
ML 6

33

As Cecile Cole rose, the entire class was seized with a wild de
sire to flee in search of dictionaries, but quickly controlling this
impulse, they sent a messenger for a complete edition of the
Encyclopedia Britannica, and prepared to give ear to Cecile.
_.e spcice as follows: "Since the event of my graduation, in
die busy concourse of the duties devolving upon me as Professor
of English Composition and Rhetoric, and as student of
Etymology, probing to the depths of the soul of language, I have often
thought with a sigh, how lamentable it was that the days irretrievably gone,
were 110 more. But these thoughts were soon crowded out by the voice of
duty calling me to the work of my vocation, or to that of my avocation
of writing for the scientific, literary, and educational journals of the day.
The drawn and puzzled faces of the feasters relaxed as
Maud Mabry's jolly voice was heard. "I've been in Europe," she
said, "nearly ever since I graduated, and, Oh, girls, I've just had
the grandest time! I studied music at Paris and Berlin. My
racious, but those foreign professors are sentimental! I liaa
dozens of love affairs, but of course I knew how to take them,
and so I returned to America and took up my work as a concert
singer. I may say without vanity that before I came to the asylum I had
earned a fair measure of success."
Maude was followed by Alary Alice Waller, who said: "The
greater part of my first four years out of college was spent in
Belgium, where I continued my course in music. I was delighted
with the country and with the people, and it was here that I met
M. Jean. I then spent a year in Paris, under pretext of studying
music, but in fact I gave the greater part of my time to social
duties and sightseeing. \\ hile there M. lean and his sister
weie my most intimate friends. After T came home I devoted myself to
society, but I could not forget the happy days in Belgium, and so when
we are released next fall. I will return to that delightful country as M.
Jean's bride."
Epsie Patterson next gave her history in the following
words: "I certainly haven't been hiding my light under a bushel
since I giaduated. As soon as I had completed my course 111 med
icine, I hung out my shingle in the hamlet of Baltimore. At first
I was beset by many difficulties, but I forged steadily to the front.
I wasn't going to let a little matter like having no patients keep
me from being a famous physician. Well, I just kept on curing
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the ills of humanity until my merit was finally recognized, and before I
came here I had been made Superintendent of the State Hospital.''
Hattie Leech then took the floor.
"I always said I would continue
my study of French grammar and composition," she announced with a com
placent smile, and so I have. I have learned to love the Subjunctives more
and more every day. They have become so much a part of my life that
I frequently address my pupils with them. By the way, I have had great
success as a. teacher, insomuch that I have been able to propound without
competition, my theories of life and education, instilling them without
reserve into the pupils heads. My theories of life I shall always keep, and
I shall continue my course of study and my teaching."
There was an enthusiastic burst of applause as Marie Critz,
the President of the Class of '05, rose to tell her story. "After
two years at the Berlin Conservatory," she said, "I began to
teach music
I really must say that I have been remarkably
successful as a music teacher. Indeed my work attracted the
attention of the head of the Boston Conservatory, and I was
offered a position there. But you know how dear Starkville
has always been to me, and so" (looking down consciously and turning a ring
on her finger) "I was compelled to plead a previous engagement."
Alary Burnett's gentle tones were next heard. She had grown
taller and stronger, and even to the casual observer, her face
and manner showed the student and thinker. She addressed her
classmates as follows: "I have been teaching continually and
studying at the same time. I have spent much time in the open
air, communing with nature and thinking about the problems
which confront the educational reformers of our day. I have
written several books for school teachers. Perhaps some of you have seen
them."
"I have read your books with much pleasure. Alary," re
plied Byrd Walker. "I have devoted my life to teaching and I
find never-failing delight in the contemplation and study of the
child. As soon as I began teaching I put into practice my be
loved theories. Neither the children, the theories, nor my ten
ure of office as teacher, survived the test. Then, feeling the bet
ter qualified for this experience, I began again, and since this
time, my success has been unequalled."
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Bessie Eckles, with her usual merry giggle, said :
I think when I last saw you, on our graduation day, that I had
before me the life which I have since led. I went the following
September, to Indian Territory, the dearest spot on earth. My
duties as a teacher were not so great as to occupy my whole ime
and often my greatest delight was to go with my cousin (?) Hal
over his ranch. I am to return there from here for life, and 1
shall be delighted to have you all at my home on the most beautiful ranch in
the west next June at a house-party."
Blanche Foose, as impulsive as ever, hopped up to sav : "It
is lovely of you to invite us, Bessie, but I fear that 1 cannot be
with you as you invite only your class-mates, and as I am to
have Mr. Blank with me all the summer. It was only a short time
after I left school that I met Mr. Blank, whom I married a few
months later. My husband is a preacher, you know, and until 1
came to the asylum I devoted myself 'o the domestic and char
itable life for which I am so well fitted."
W ith a reproachful look at her married class-mates, Maxie
Hathorne began her story: "I am just as much of a man hater as
ever, and I am deeply grieved 'o see how many of my classmates
have deserted my standards. Well, it's not my fault. I certainly
expounded my theories enough. You know how I used to love
the teachei s. Well, I just couldn t stand to go away and leave
them, so for three years I took post-graduate work at the I. I.
and
C
1 made Ethics my specialty of
course.
Then I became a
teacher of Ethics in a western college. In my leisure hours I wrote verypopular books on Ethics. The proceeds from the sale of these books 1
devoted to the maintenance of a home which I established for indigent old
maids and cats."

W ell. people, here s another lady stdl in a state of single
blessedness." cried Beulah Sanford. "I did think seriously about
getting married once, but decided that the management of one
man was too small a field for my executive ability. My phe
nomenal success as business manager of the Spectator pointed
out to me my true career, so I went to New York and engaged
,
J°urnallstlc work. I soon became editor of one of the best
v
r" 7 T
, uaiIies' deV°ting my eff°rtS esPe(dally to the advertising
as French an I f
"ewsPaPer work> 1 kept up my music, as well
rench and German, and conducted a night school for poor children "
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Ruby Ramage could wait no longer to tell her experiences
and so she began m her enthusiastic manner: "Before I came
to the asylum, I spent most of the time having just as much fun
as I could. I have not regretted one time that school days are
over, except for the loss of the companionship of my class-mates.
Foi four years after we left college, I did nothing but attend
to social duties, visiting friends every summer and winter in
Nashville, Baltimore, Washington, and o'her cities. Three yea-rs ago I de
cided to i etui n to some kind of course of study as an avocation, my social
duties still being uppermost in my mind. The course I chose was vocal."
As Josie hit's rose there was a little stir of anticipation, for
every one expected something interesting from Josie. In her
usual argumentative style, she said: "I grant you that there is
some charm about a peaceful home life, but a life of travel and
adventure is the life for me. Y\ ell. I've had adventures ga
lore. 1 went to the Philippines to teach. On the way over there
I was shipwrecked and had to be rescued and carried to my des
tination by an American warsnip. 1 hen I was captured by insurgents and had
to be rescued by the American army. I then decided that the climate didn't
suit me. so after an adventurous trip through Europe. I wound up in Siberia.
(I had hurt the Czars feelings in a speech.) After being rescued from
this perilous situation by the American Diplomatic Corps, I went to South
America, where I found a wide field of usefulness. You know revolutions
are rather prevalent down there. Well, with my accustomed bravery, I
go to the scene of hostilities and persuadle each army that the other is ir,
the right."
Maude Smith, smiling pleasantly and speaking in the clear,
resonant tones so characteristic of her. gave her history as fol
lows : "I can read in your eyes the desire for me to be brief,
since some of you already know my history. Nannie at least
does, for I believe my interpretation of the role of faitfy in
1
has been favorably commented upon in several of the
leading magazines. Of course you have all seen T
, for
it is the most popular play on the stage to-day. But let's don't talk any
longer about my career. Does any one here happen to know Count Henri,
the newly appointed French Ambassador? I met him when I was in France,
and I am so glad he is coming to this country. Oh. he is so charming. Why,
there is Jeannie O Neil at last. Of course, I 11 give the floor to Jeannie."
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"Why, Maude, you didn't expect me to hurry did you?" asked Jeannie
in surprise. "Anyway, I didn t. Just as I was leaving tne house, 1 chanced
to meet the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, who had come out to inquire
as to whether or not I would be able to resume my law practice next winter,
and to ask my advice about several matters. 1 have already in a general wav
outlined my history. Being' persuaded that my logical, clear-thinking mind
and my argumentative ability suited me for a councillor, I pursued for three
years a course in law, and have since then been an eminent lawyer.
Clara Boyd followed Jeannie, and, as every one was in
terested in finding out why Clara's hair bad turned white, she
received flattering attention. She said: "You know I was en
gaged when we graduated, but it worried me so to think about
not using my knowledge for the benefit of the youth of Mis
sissippi, that I decided to teach school a few years. Well, teach
ing is not as easy as you might think. The children worried me to death cut
ting up in school; the trustees worried me to dea'li begging me to continue mv
teaching; and my fiance worried me to death begging me to stop it. So my
hair became white from just nothing but worry. Then I just decided to stop
it all, and so I got married. That's all."
Next, in striking contrast to Clara, came Marguerite Red.
who looked as if she had never worried over anything in her
life. With the shrieking laugh, the light shrug of the shoulders,
and the pleasing turn of the head, so familiar to us all, she
spoke as follows to the g'irls whose faces were lighted bv the
smiles which Marguerite's appearance always arouses when she
is in a pleasant humor: "Possibly some of you heard of the
singular fortune which befel me soon after our college career ended. You
know I am a descendant of William the Red. Well, an aunt of mine, also
a descendant of \\ illiam the Red. died and left me an immense fortune. Aftei wards I w ent to New York, entered society, and f'or two vears was dazzled
by the brilliancies of the society which later grew very boresome. During these
two years I saw all the society I want to see. Immediately after leaving
New \oik T began the tourist life and since then I have travelled extensively.
In Zuric I entered the Woman's University and pursued a course in Philoso
phy. which together with my observation, taught me, indeed, how to make
the most of what I vet may spend."
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There was a murmur of approval as Frances Rice, the class
beauty, more graceful and charming than ever, rose to give
the following sketch of her life before she came to the asylum:
After doing society for two years, I married—a naval officer,
of course. My husband is now captain of the Battleship Mis
sissippi—one of the squadron with which Arthur commands.
Life on shipboard is charming, and you may imagine what
flatteiing attention L ncle Sams representatives receive wherever they go.
\\ bile 1 was in Paris, some of my sketches received the prize in the exhibi
tion.
1 ben at the request of the French Academy, I illustrated a newedition of Pierre Loti's works and was given a decoration of honor. I am
more enthusiastic about the navy than ever, and when I leave the asylum next
fall I will begin another cruise around the world."
In the same old lazy way Jerome Sage, then said: "After
1 had finished my musical education, I spent two years deciding
on my career, having a good time, and trying to get fat. Just
as I had made up my mind to be a music teacher, a widower
entered the field and succeeded in persuading me that "home is
woman's true sphere."
"1 have never ceased to pursue my chemical study and research," said
Fannie Gore in her precise tones. "I took the B.S. degree at Columbia and
was then made Fellow in the Chemistry Department there. My work won
recognition in Mississippi and I was made State Chemist. In addition to my
regular duties, I had to answer all questions sent in by the Chemical Depart
ment of the I. I. and C. I am sure that my presence here requires no further
explanation."
The attention of the feasters was next claimed by Lollie
Riley, who said : "I became infatuated with the study of pho
tography during the latter part of my senior year, and de
termined to learn all I could about it. So I went back to the
I. I. and C., and, after strenuous work, obtained a certificate.
Since then I have spent my time teaching and studying at dif
ferent universities. Wherever I go, I take pictures, and I have
accumulated quite a large collection. In fact, it is really a little too large for
practical purposes, for the home of the man I am going to marry next fall
is only a twelve-room colonial mansion, and I am afraid I will not have
room enough for my pictures."
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In a dignified and stately manner, Jean Oliver addressed
her classmates as follows: "To-day athletics is on a firmer basis
than ever before. Every day new games for the development
of the physical side of our nature are being established. 1
rejoice when I hear of such games, for in my position as profes
sor of athletics, I feel the need of them. I have devoted myself
to teaching" and practicing gymnastics of the body, and likewise
of the heart, which is more susceptible of moulding and development. This
idea was given me by Professor A
, a gallant young man, the former
teacher of suggestion, whose hobby was mental telepathy.
Professor
A
is no longer a living man to propel this idea, but. as I told Dr.
H. the other day, once in my mind it is there for good. Dr. H. is an interest
ing young man."
Last, but not least", came Nannie Rice, the class baby, who
said: "I reck'n I've read every magazine that has been issued
during these eight years, and besides I've done a little in journ
alism myself. I have written for a hundred or two magazines
and papers at times when I have had leisure from my studies
of Cicero, Ovid, Homer, Socrates, and a thousand others w h o
discourse on philosophy and education. I have traveled exten
sively, too."
Just as Nannie finished speaking, a loud crash followed bv wild yells and
ci les was heard in the direction of the asylum, and round the corner appeared
a hooting, howling mob, while above the din rose the voice of the superin
tendent, crying, blee for your lives, the teachers are coming. The teachers
are coming." Their minds restored to their former strength and power by
the necessity for quick action, the class of 1905. as if animated bv one will,
rose and fled down the long avenue, through the gate and then 011'and 011, to
le-entei the world of affairs and take up again their interrupted lives some to
resume theii pursuit of honour and fame, and some to devote themselves to
"scientific home-making."

Junior Class Poem.
All honor to the class of Nineteen Six ;
For joke and fun
And laugh and pun
They ever with their burdtens gaily mix.
No worries on their brows will wrinkles leave;
Tho' countless tasks may seem to block their road.
They never grieve,
But they achieve
Their aim, and count it not a heavy load.
Their hearts are light as those of lambs at plav.
While through their faces thoughts reveal their truth.
Their words are gay;
They bear, I say,
Within their lives the bubbling fount of vou'h.
May all their future years bring troubles few :
For hope and joy and love to them belong
Forever true
Unto the blue
May they make many joyous with their song.
Then honor to the class of Nineteen Six ;
For laugh and pun
And joke and fun
1 hey ever with their burdens gaily mix.
OLIVE SULLIVAN.
"Jog on, jog on, the footpath way;
And merrily bent the stile—a
A merry heart goes all the day.
Your sad one tires in a mile—a."—S HAKESPEARE.

Class Song-.
Tune : " Navajo."

Down 011 the green slopes of the Tombigbee.
There lies a college rare;
Called by the well-known name "I. I. & C."
None with it can compare.
And every year, there's hundreds of girls
\\ ho come, their minds to swell.
Maidens with straight hair, maidens with curls
(And sometimes, we have a belle!)
But one class can take the prize;
For they are all, most wise.
CHORUS :

Juniors. Juniors, we're not so slow
We have a jolly time, "don't you know."
A\ orking hard wherever we go.
Juniors will tell you so!
When all these Juniors donned their caps and gowns.
You should have heard the groans!
Seniors were anxious for their own renown.
Feared all their power was gone!
But all their fears were useless, you see.
We do not care to rule.
\\ e're all contented, since we can be
The happiest class at school.
But one thing we have to say
We're kept busy every day.—CHORUS .

L he Class of '06 will ever cherish the memory of its childhood days,
those clays of I. B. C. and A Normal-hood, when often our offences were
excused on the plea that we were young and had, yet, much to learn. Our
vocation was poring diligently over our numerous studies; our avocation,
visiting the President's office, rushing Seniors, am', coming down the lire
escape. We obeyed the wise injunction of our President to take the Seniors
for ou'r models and thereby learned many valuable lessons, the most bitter of
w hich was to applaud only on rare occasions, especially when at Chapel exer
cises, a speaker addressed us as the fairest roses Mississippi has ever produced,
hut to smile knowingly as if that were a matter of course. However at the

close of our A Normal year, we were as well behaved younger sisters as any
Senior Class could desire.
How we hailed with delight our entrance into the College classes were
any hreshman ever as proud of their name? The long wished-for ckiy of
joining the Societies had at last arrived; after two years of hard stiuh-" we
were considered literary enough by our elder sisters to become co-workers
in le Callaw ay-Oi r and the Peyton Societies. With the exception of one.
we showed extraordinary sagacity in the election of our class officers; when
you have perused this history, you will no longer be in doubt as to which
that one is.

Our Sophomore year was the critical period of our College career. It
was there that we determined that our class should be a great power in the
College. Although we were called the noisiest class in school, and many of
our class meetings were said to be a shame, we succeeded in making our class
known and its influence felt. We made a name in athletics and distinguished
ourselves especially in basket-ball. By means of class-meetings, picnics, and
entertainments given by different members of the class, we were drawn closer
together, and thus increased our class spirit by increasing our love for each
other. Surely, no one can say that we devoted too much of our time to
pleasure and to athletics and too little to our studies, for dlidn t one of our
members have the honor of being among the favored few who made "one'
in everything, the whole session? In view of the fact that the end of our
Sophomoric days was near, and that when we met again, we should be
dignified Juniors, we celebrated our last class-meeting with a mid-night
rather an all-night—feast; ask Mrs. Callaway where.
On our return to College in September, 1905, as Juniors, we made many
attempts to wear our new dignity as becomingly as our caps and gowns, but,
to our dismay, we found it a very difficult matter. If you wish to know how
well we have succeeded, ask the Freshmen about their first class-meeting, in
which, as is the custom, we took an important part. Within a few weeks,
we were a class of clubs. First, we organized a "Junior Reading Club" in
order that we might increase our love and knowledge of English Literature.
The German and the French Clubs have been a source of amusement, and
pleasure, and improvement to us. In our search for the fountain of know
ledge, we became so weary and exhausted) that when we were told that, nere
in the College was the fountain of youth, which was no other than our new

bored well, we immediately refreshed ourselves with its waters, if for any
reason vou doubt that its results were other than favorable, we refer you to
the faculty, and the seniors. The entertainment given to us on Hallowe'en,
by the seniors, stands out as the g'reatest social event of this session. \\ as
the air ever as full of Hallowe'en mysteries, were girls ever as lively as the
classes of '05 and '06 on that night? Now our Junior year happily spent and
successful in many respects is drawing to a close and short will he 'he while
before we enter the long dreamed of realms of Senior-hood.
11ISTORIAN'.

The Nineteenth Century Reading Club.
The Nineteenth Century Reading Club, composed of the members of
the Junior class, was organized October the first, nineteen hundred and four.
1 he purpose of the organization was, to take the place of the English work
which is suspended for two terms in the Junior year, to inspire its members
with greater love for good literature, to make them more familiar, more in
touch, with the master minds of the Nineteenth Century. In our Club, the
poetiy of this great era was studied carefully and critically, including the
works of all the major and; many of the minor poets of that time. Later the
essays of the period were taken up and also critically discussed. We feel that
we have done a great deal of good in our Club, and shall leave off our work
with sadness, for our meetings have been indeed pleasurable, and instructive
too, as will be seen by the following programs which are typical of those given
weekly in our private meetings :
Arnold as a Poet'
Arnold as a Man
A Criticism of Sohrab and Rustum
J.'
A Criticism of Tristam and Iseult
The History of the Essay
A Comparison of De Quincey and Lamb as Essayists.
The Life of De Quincey
A Criticism of "Old China"
A Criticism of "Levana" or "Our Ladies of Sorrow'

.ALMIEA PARDEE
CONNIE BONSLAGEI.
PAULINE OWEN
..LULA TUNISON
SUSIE OWEN
EMMA MAY LANEY
.ANNIE CAULFEILD
...FANNIE NEWELL
..LENA ELLINGTON

The Fountain oi Youth.
Come, listen, hear a Junior's tale.
When Autumn nights were still and clear,
And college walks were dark and drear,
When Juniors' cheeks were thin and pale,
When water from youth's fountain came,
The members of the class just named,
Among the I. B. C.'s far famed,
From slumber woke with certain aim
To seek at break of early morn
The magic of the water's flow,—
To bring anew the cheek's red glow,
With charms of youth the face to 'dorn.
They rose, we say, at break of morn,
From windows, doors of many a room
The heads came peeping from the gloom.
With silent tread and gentle tone
The maidens to the water came.
Once here, their quiet murm'rings ceased,
The air with yell, by yell increased
Was filled; for no one felt the same
When to the fountain's brink,
The water sparkling clear and bright,
Each ghostly student clad in white,
Bowed down her shapely head to drink.
In turn each one received her share.
Each maid then laughed as if to say,
"The bloom of youth returns to-day."
Thus confident of beauty rare,
The ghostly figures
one by one,
Climbed again the pathway hoar,
That leads from fount to college door.
When home, they slept till rise of sun.
As firm as had been their belief
That former charms could be brought back,
Amazed they were, to fee! the lack
Of late stupidity and grief.
At length with agile tread they go
1o Chapel Hall, so large and old;
As each appeared with charms untold—
A beauty rare, cheeks all aglow,
Those present on both left and right,
Astonished, quickly turned to view
1he cheeks once pale, now a rosy hue.
Indeed, it was a wondrous sight!
Wjhen asked whence came the roses red,
"Youth's fountain wrought this wondrous
change,
It's power is great and wide of range,"
One merry Junior smiled and said.
—R.. T.
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A Sketch, of the Class of '07.
) know the class of "naughty
seven," one must see it when it is not
laboring under the immense burden of
its Sophomoric dignity and when, in
privacy, of course, it indulges in some
of that youthful merriment which it
is wont publicly to consider as be
neath its dignity. Since to so few is
given the privilege of knowing it thus,
possibly a description of a scene at
one of the class meetings may give
one a somewhat more accurate know
ledge of its character.
The class is assembled in solemn
conclave in Monie's room, "why and
wherefore" only they can tell. Monie, the president, is sitting in the
middle of the floor, as usual, "laying
down the law." Yet, though she
loves to command, her chief characteristic of sentimentality; indeed
"So hot she loveth that by nightertale,
She sleeps no more than doth the nightengale."

Next her sits Frances W., who, despite the solemnity of the occasion,
can't keep from humming "Navajo" under her breath. Well, perhaps there
is some excuse; she has a wondlerful voice you know, "Full well she sings
the service divine entered in her nose full solemnly."
Behind these two, also on the floor, sit our class "prods," Elizabeth and
Louise. They are so fond of study that they "would leavere have at their
bed's head, twenty books clad in black or red" than—well, say a ten pound
box of Huyler's. How sad it is to be a "prod."
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From "prods" to "gigglers" is quite a step., yet just behind Elizabeth
and! Louise are Bryce and Annie Mae, our most noted, or notorious, class
gigglers. Bryce is busily trying to make herself heard, but isn't succeeding
well for "somewhat she lisps for wantonness, to make her English sweet upon
her tongue." Annie Mae, of course, wears a very busy, studious air; always
"she seemeth busier than she is." However, she puts off this important air
now and then to giggle at some remark from her neighbor, Edna.
As for Edna, her characteristic is indifference; for college rules she
"gives not a 'pulled hen' " regarding or disregarding them as the spirit moves
her. Quite a contrast to her is the next girl, Sibyl M., you couldn't induce
her to break a rule; "benign she is and wonder diligent and in adversity full
patient." Annie D. who is next her, is somewhat like her; "She is so chari
table and so piteous she weeps if she sees a mouse caught in a trap."
That languid, sentimental looking, young lady, lounging in the chair is
Emile. Her capacity for adoring people has never been equaled; she is a
great believer in "love that of earth and sea hath goverance, love that his
place hath in heaven high." The other chair, of course there are but two, is
occupied by dignified "Miss Sullivan," our "genius." "Of study she takes
most care and most heed; not a word speaks she more than is need."
But this quiet survey of the class is abruptly broken into—the door
opens and in rushes "Miss Hardy," who is (only in her own estimation, of
course) our most beautiful Sophomore. If she would condescend to give her
honest opinion of herself, surely it would be this: "In this world though men
should seek, half of my beauty would men not find."
After you have once seen this, our would-be class beauty, the rest of us
pale into insignificance, we really are scarcely worthy of description. And
yet, we are not so unimportant after all; we are useful if not ornamental, for
we serve as a most necessary background for our beauties, our sentimentalists
and our geniuses. What more enviable fate than this, could our loyal Sopho
more hearts desire?
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THE "SOPHS/' IN THE LIBRARY
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Freshman Yell.
Ha! ha! ha!
Ha! ha! ha !
Freshmen, freshmen,
Rah! rah! rah!
We'll be famous,
We'll be great;
For we're the class
Of nineteen eight.

Freshman Class Poem.
Here in the year of nineteen four
Rose a class unknown of yore,
Destined to be very great,—
The model class of nineteen eight.
In our Freshman English course,
We study prose as well as verse,
Hastings, Idylls of the king,
And Rhet'ric is a well known thing.
In Latin, how we have to read
Ceasar, Virgil, and Ovid!
Since reading only will not do,
We study Roman History too.
The first term Civics holds a sway
Then Bot'ny or Psychology takes the day;
In one we study laws of nature,
In fch' other, mind, in every feature.
With all these studies, do you! wonder
That any girl should make a blunder?
If a Freshman fails, do you encore,
That she'll not be a Sophomore?
EDNA SULLIVAN.
ML 11
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The Freshman Class History.
There was born to the Industrial Institute and College, on September
the twenty-third, nineteen hundred and four, a daughter, a daughter destined
to make her mother famous. This daughter known as the class of Nineteen
Hundred Eight, came bringing with her the qualities that make up a genuine
college class.
Her officers were elected under trying circumstances, but on the after
noon of their election, she called herself into notice. The Juniors throwing
aside their dignity, decided to break up the first meeting of the class of
Nineteen Hundred Eight. They came in cheering, dancing, and yelling.
It seemed as though they intended never to leave, but the Freshmen thought
far differently, and, with much rushing, pulling and pushing, they placed every Junior outside of the door. The Freshmen triumphed.
After the election of her officers, she went on her way a happy class. On
January the twenty-first, the Juniors charmingly entertained the Freshmen,
on the fourth floor of the Alain Dormitory. We left this reception having
deep m our hearts a feeling for the Junior class, for it had given us a real
view of itself, in its kindness to us. We feel that in it we have a friend
that: "sticketh closer than a brother," and, when the horrible Sophomores
righten us with their dreadful tales of flunking,
and the consequences of
tiat t mg last named, we go to the Juniors, our older sisters for comfort.
The class of Nineteen Hundred Eight is so young that she has thus
TFT F hlstory' but in a year we hope to have accomplished so much,
at the editors of "Meh Lady," will say instead of giving us a page, "Choose
your own space for the history of the Class of Nineteen Hundred Eight."
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Electing Our President.
By a " Freshie."
1.

To elect a president,
Is an awful thing to do;
Especially when you are troubled
By other girls in "blue."
The Juniors, as you'll see
Did it just for fun,
But they got bit, as "Butt-ins" db,
And this is how 'twas done.
2.

The "Freshies" had no president,
And this would never do;
So they went to the Senior "Head"
Andi told her this was true.
She called a meeting of the class
In a room undisturbed by noise—
But when the meeting ended
The noise,—well,—'twas worse than "BOYS."
3The business was only started
When we heard a dreadful shrieking,
In fact, we thought it was a mob
Had come to stop our meeting.
It was a mob of Juniors
Coming in, in double file
Without an invitation,—
But with faces,—how they smiled.
(Aside.)
Our eyes,—they tutrned yellow,
Our faces,—they grew thin,
We really thought it was a whale
Had come to take us in.
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They sat, they yelled1, they chattered,
They did this more and more.
We saw they wouldn't leave the room,
So we pushed them out the door.
We knew that they would fight
Until the bitter end,
But then we had the number
And would the victory win.
5We plotted in a hurry,
For we had no time to lose;
'Cause a president was needed
And this we had to choose.
The fight was hard and fatal,
Especially to "shirt-waists,"
But after this, we decided
To meet in a better place.

6.
"They" thought that it was jolly,
And laughedl all the more,
But their next laugh was hidden
In their " dress-sleeves" on the floor.
Laughing is always catching,
And they'll be caught too—
When we return the visit,
And show them, what we can do.
B. DUNNING.
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MAUD
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fDotto:
"Kflc stubs for Ilgbt
flo bless wftb itabt.
GO in realms of darkness seeking light
For our own souls; groping with hands out
stretched
To grasp the brightness of we know not
what;
To struggle on in blackness 'till at last
As blind recovering sight, we see above
A paling sky; slowly, a whitening dawn
Then with a burst of glowing radiance
The sunrise.
To turn back, a new-born soul
To those whom night and blackness have engulfed,
To lead them on thro' -dlarkness and chaos
To watch tbem peering thro' the dissolving mists
Until they too come forth into the light
Awakened souls finding at last the realm,
Where Light and Love are God's eternal law.
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The Work of the Peyton Literary Society.

1 HE PEYTON SOCIETY, realizing that it had
not done as much literary work in the past
as it should] have done, has decided to make
this year's work approach, as nearly as possi
ble, the high ideal of literary excellence set for
it when it was founded. And with this pur
pose in mind we have selected the study of
Southern Literature to be our work for the
year. In this study we hope to learn of both the
lives and the works of the best Southern wri
ters, but not merely to learn of the works, but to study them and see for our
selves their good and bad qualities. By this study we hope, also, to give to all
who come to our meetings a love for Southern Literature—a just appreciation
of what has been done in our own Southland.
In our private meetings we are to study the minor writers, while for
our public meetings we have set apart those best known and best loved. In
the private meetings papers are read on the life, work, and influence of the
writer selected for that meeting. Of not less interest than these papers is
the discussion of current events, which is another feature of these pro
grammes. But perhaps the most interesting part of the whole programme
is that devoted to questions. The Questioner asks questions whose answers
were given m the papers just read, or in the events discussed. As no one
is exempt from being questioned, all feel that the programme is not for the
few who participate, but for all.
In the five public meetings which we are to have this year,the pro
grammes will differ from those of the private meetings, for fn the public
then
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But our work is to be more than merely literary; we are striving to get
so much good from our study that we may become nobler and better, be
able to help others also, and thus live up to our motto:
"WE STUDY FOR LIGHT TO BLESS WITH LIGHT."

PROGRAMME FOR PRIVATE MEETING.
CRITICISM OF SOUTHERN LITERATURE
LIFE OF HENRY TIMROD
LIFE OF PAUL HAMILTON HAYNE
CURRENT EVENTS
J
QUESTIONS

BYRD WALKER.
ZUBA HAND.
FRANCES SPIVEY.
EMMIE SMITH.
MARIE CRITZ.

PEYTON RECEPTION.
On Saturday evening, March 4, 1905, the Peyton Literary Society of
the Industrial Institute and College gave the annual reception in honor of its
new members and the officers of the other societies and associations. Charac
teristic of the season Mardi Gras was the order of the occasion. The hall
was made bright and festive by palms, masks and draperies, the color scheme
being red, purple and yellow, suggestive of the awaiting festivities.
The guests (half masked in compliance with the invitation), were re
ceived by heralds resplendent in gaily colored masks, sashes and hats who gave
to each of them a gorgeous and ridiculous paper hat and a bag of confetti. This
confetti kept time to the light music of stringed instruments. At nine
o'clock, Mr. Bell, who was the King of the Carnival, in all his courtly array
and followed by his attendants, ascended the throne, which was suitable for
any King. Rex then chose his Queen, who was none other than "our
baby," Miss Weenonah Poindexter, whose "black mammy," Miss Montcastle,
kept splendid charge of her "honey chile."
Confetti could scarcely give way to the dainty Mardi Gras ices which
were an aid in carrying out the scheme and which were served by masked
waiters.
Promptly at ten o'clock, the Grand March began, led by the heralds,
who, with flaming torches, lighted the way of the Royal family, followed by
the procession.
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LIST OF PEYTON MEMBERS.

ARMOUR, EMMA
ARMOUR, MARY
ASKEW, MARY
ARCHER, MABLE
ARCHER, MAGGIE
BRASHER, WILLIE MAY
BREWER, FANNIE
BELL, MINTA
BUCKLEY, INEZ
BEALE, IDA LEE
BAYLIS, LUCILE
BOUTON, ELIZABETH
BACCELETTI, MARY
CAULFIELD, ANNIE
CANNON, PAULINE
CRENSHAW, ANNIE
BOUCHER, FANNIE LOU
BROWN, WILLIE
BURRAGE, AUTE
CAULFIELD, RUBY
DABNEY, ANNIE
DAKIN, MAGGIE
EICHHOLTZ, EULIE
ELLIS, EULA
EXUM, SALLIE
GOZA, BESSIE
GUNTER, RUBY
GAULDIN, NETTIE
GRIFFIN, ALLIE
FEAR, ELIZABETH
GORE, FANNIE
FLEMING, MINNIE
FERGUSON, KATHERINE
GUNTER, LILLIAN
GAULDIN, ANNIE
GASTON, MAGGIE DILL
GAY, SIDNEY
GALLESPY, BESSIE
GARRET, PATTY
GALLESPY, MAUDE
HAND, CLARA
HARDY, LUCILE
HAND, ZUBA
HALBERT, ETHEL
HEARD, MARION
HAMPTON, MAY
HAND, BESSIE
HARVEY, M'ARY
HATHORNE, MAXIE

HELLUMS, CORINNE
HINTON, GERTRUDE
HOLMES, LOUISE
HAWTHORNE, EUNICE
HALBERT, BLANCHE
HESTER, MARY
HERRINGTON, MAUDE
HAND, CAROLINE
HARRISON, NETTIE
HAMM, SADIE
HEAD, STELLA
HIRSHMAN, GLADYS
JAMES, MYRTLE
LATHAM, CORINNE
LOVE, SARA
LEDBETTER, LUCILE
LITTLE, ANNIE
LLOYD, MAUDE
LOCKERT, CHLOE
LEECH, HATTIE
LESTER, BETTY
LINDSEY, DELLIE
LOVE, BURNIE
HATHORNE, RUTH
HOWARD, LAURA
HOWELL, JOSIE
HAMPTON, MYRTLE
KINCANNON, CORINNE
KOGER, NANNIE
KNOST, EDNA
KEIRSTEENE, ROSA
KRAMER, MAMIE
KIMBROUGH, LUCY
MORTON, OLLIE
MILLER, JANIE HILL
MCLEOD, WILLIE
MARSHAL, DALE
MCCULLAR, BLOUNT
MITCHELL, FANNIE
MITCHELL, IDA
MCDONALD, CHRISTINE
MCGEHEE, MAMIE
MOLON, NELLIE
MYRTLE, HAMPTON
NEWBY, ELVIRA
NORRIS, OMA
NORTON, EVA MAY
O'NEILL, JEANNIE
PARKER, BESSIE LOVE
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PARDEE, ALMIRA
PEVEY, CORINNE
PETTIS, FANNIE
PAYNE, AVA
PAYNE, LELIA
PARKER, WILLIE MAY
PRYOR, JESSIE LEE
ROBBINS, CLARA
ROGERS, MARY BARRY
RICE, NANNIE
RICE, FRANCES
ROBERTSON, MARY
RABB, NITA
RAMAGE, RUBY
RICHARDSON, IDA
RAMSEY, BEULAH
RHETT, ELIZABETH
SMALLWOOD, KATIE
SANFORD, BEULAH
SANFORD, MARY
SAGE, JEROME
SMITH, EMMIE
SMYLIE, SUSIE
SPIVEY, FRANCES
SALE, SARA
SPINKS, MARY
SEXTON, LIZZIE
SHERROD, MAMIE SUE
SMITH, ALLIE
STEVENSON, LILLA
TAGGART, EVIK
TURNAGE, CORINNE
STEPHENSON, MARY ELLA
SPINKS, VIRGINIA
VANCE, JIMMIE
WHITE, BETTIE
WHITE, NELL
WALLER, MARY ALICE
WALKER, BYRD
WALKER, EMILE
•WALDRUP, ANNIE MAE
WILKINS, ARMINE
WALKER, LUTIE
WADE, SUSIE
WADE, ELLEN
WESSON, LAURA
WALDRUP, FRANCES
WEXLER, CARRIE
WILLIAMS, NANNIE

A Public Meeting of the Peyton Literary Society
FRIDAY EVENING, MIARCH THIRTY-FIRST, NINETEEN HUNDRED FIVE.

"EDGAR ALLEN POE."

COLLEGE CHAPEL.

PROGRAM.

Sketch of Poe's Life

-

IDA MITCHELL

The Mysterious Element in Poe's Writings
ETUDE IN A

-

-

-

-

-

BETTIE WHITE

-

-

-

Raff

BESS HAND.

Lyrical Quality of Poe's Poetry

-

NANNIE KOZER

"The Raven"
A Southern Lullaby

STELLA HEAD

-

Maribel Seymour
MAGGIE DILL GASTON.
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The Nature Element in American Literature.
Nature has ever had a powerful influence over mankind. From the
time when Adam and Eve were placed in the Garden of Eden as the only
place worthy of the abode of the greatest of God's handiworks; from the
time when the Egyptians worshipped natural attributes as their gods; when
the sun was the god of many; when the Greeks filled their waters, heavens,
and woods with mythological characters representing the workings of Nature
and its phenomena; when the early inhabitants of England made their house
of worship the open air beneath the forests of oaks ; until men have been
able to voice their feelings in poetry or in prose, there has always been that
vague consciousness of some intangible divine being in the exterior world,
that instinctive reverence of a power behind it all which, omnipotent and
mighty, controls all things and moves the world.
Though there has always been that intuitive feeling that Nature is the
external witness to some power greater than itself, it has been only within
the last few centuries that man has begun to say so much in words, that his
communion with Nature has been such as warranted his uttering that it is
so, and that, in consequence, he has given to the world some of the choicest
bits of its literature. The expression of this love and insight had its begin
ning in the fourteenth and; sixteenth centuries with Chaucer, Spencer, and
Shakespeare who revealed the beauties of Nature to a remarkable degree,
considering the fact that this work was original with them. Enthusiasm in
t e subject did not remain long but was followed by the artificial literature
0
ry en and Pope ; and only when the Romantic age ushered in Burns.
Keats, and Wordsworth, do we see a revival of this love and this insight at
1 a eig t m nglish literature. Then, later, we have Tennyson and BrownLgAS T aPP^iative exponents, and in this age -writers such as Gilbert
lls now turn to our own literature and
^ t, 1C ar^ Je^r^es*
see what the new democratic country of our United States has accomplished.
is incredible how much has been done in this class of literature in
our progressive Lmon. Notwithstanding the fact that science now rules the
world, the nature element is prominent in the works of many of our writers,
ather than smothering this tendency, realistic and exacting science seems
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to be instigating, helping forward its advancement. Perhaps this advance
ment may be explained in this manner: to commune with Nature, man is
compelled by the bustle, and hurry, and artificiality of increasing science, to
retire from the busy world and give himself up completely to his study.
Such a retirement we see in Thoreau's two years of hermitage at Walden
Pond. To get away from the rushing world man is pushed back and crowded
into the wilds, and when he does escape, he is far away, hearing at a dis
tance, as 1 hoi eau heardi the locomotive passing V\ alden the improvements
and workings of an inventive age. He makes his seclusion his occuption,
goes into it with his whole soul and energy and with the result I am to
bring out.
this scientific age has wrought other good: lovers of Nature have ceased
to dream and have begun to observe. Unlike Chaucer who gives us only
pictorial Nature, unlike Shakespeare who goes only so far as to make the
natural elements harmonize with the affairs of men, unlike Burns or Words
worth who sang to and of Nature, or Shelley who mounts with his skylark, un
like Tennyson who paints natural scenery,—something like Browning, and like
the contemporary naturalistic writers of England, such as White and Jeffries,
our writers have probed beneath the surface, have observed, analysed, and
generalized, and have given us not dull, heavy treatises such as we should ex
pect from naturalists, but charming idyllic bits like those for instance, of
Wilson, Audubon, Burroughs, Thoreau, Seton, and other present day writers
of this school. 1 here are exceptions, however—and such exceptions!—song
sters as Whitman and Lanier, and, in fact, representatives from almost every
class of literature. Let us look at them more closely, deal more fully with
the most important of them, and see what natural wealth our literature
glories in.
Our first naturalist writer is Alexander Wilson, who came thither from
Scotland in the latter part of the eighteenth century. He dleplored the fact
that the beautiful wildness of this uncultivated country had no one to extol
or make permanent its charm. This he set himself to do. His writings are
full of pictures of the forest, life-like and real, and in his "American Orni
thology" published in 1808, his little rhyming descriptions of birds and their
habits are exceeding pretty. Here is one of the humming bird:
" The richest roses tho' in crimson drest,
Shrink from the splendor of his gorgeous breast:
What heavenly tints in mingling radiance fly,
Each rapid movement gives a different dye:
Like scales of burnish'd gold they dazzling show,
Now sink to shade—now like a furnace glow."
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Contemporary with Wilson is John James Audubon, a native of Louis
iana. This naturalist is noted far and wide as the author and illustrator of
"Birds in America," published in 1830, a single copy of which sold for
$1,000. Some one criticizes his work thus : "We have details of rare adven
tures—of escape from flood-—from
assassination; we track great rivers,
through pathless woods; we see camp-fires blazing in the wilds, and the crack
of his rifle is only the prelude to some such picture of a bird as makes the
bird forever familiar"—all this with vivid and real descriptions of birds and
animals. What a beautiful natural history it is!
The next writings in this world of letters are "Walden" and' "Excur
sions" by Henry David Thoreau. Thoreau!—what a name to conjure with!
How much of freshness, of invigorating wholesomeness is it the symbol of!
What matter that he has been called "skulker," a man with no ambitions, nar
row and unsociable, since he has given to the world the wherewithal by
which the on-rushing crowd of a progressive age can cool and refresh its
fevered mind? Truly he walked) with Nature and sympathized with her
every mood: "I go and come with a strange liberty in Nature, a part of her
self." The Nature he loved was not that tamed and brought under control
by the hand of man, but that, wild, primitive, andi unfrequented: "I enter
a swamp as a sacred place. There is the strength, the marrow of Nature."
In Walden he relates his life spent in the home of his own construction by
the side of the clear waters of Walden Pond. Here he lived, observing the
marvelous workings of Nature and glorying in them. His field was univer
sal. He studied the birds, trees, flowers, fish, and animals; not with a scientific aim in view, but for the delight in seeing and understanding Nature's
laws and in feeling intuitively the powers directing them. His religion
seems almost primitive. He worshipped that mystical, divine essence which
he saw to be the controller of all natural phenomena, and which could do him
so much good if he communed with Nature. "My profession is to be always
on the alert, to find God in Nature, and know his lurking places, to attend all
the oratorios, the operas in Nature." All of this Thoreau has shown us in his
Walden.
His descriptions of his beloved/ Nature are at times musical in
their wording, at others, racy and pungent, and at all times, wholesome and
beautiful. Not less exquisite are his "Excursions" which abound in Nature
study and are filled with an atmosphere of fresh, invigorating air. Indteed
Bryant means Thoreau when he says:
"To him who in the love of Nature holds
Communion with her visible forms, she speaks a various language."
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YV e agree with all who have called the idealist Thoreau a poet-naturalist and
the "Bachelor of Nature."
Not less gieat but perhaps less popular is Walt Whitman, our next writer,
in whose productions the element under discussion plays a large part. Nature,
when seen through his eyes, is a close, a beautiful thing. Exultantly he cries:
"How curious! How real!
Underfoot the divine soil, overhead the sun."

Most of his poetry consists in utterances such as this; he has let himself loose
from the conventional metre and has settled upon a spontaneous rhythm of
language. He registers his feelings as they come and' gives them to us in a
state crude but to the point and dominated by his personality. His field is not
the beauty of Nature, altho there crops out from time to time a bit of rare
Nature study, but rather it is the common, universal every-day things of the
organic world, treated in a stimulating and wholesome manner:
"I jump from the cross-beams and seize the clover and timothy,
And roll head over heels and tangle my hair full of wisps."

Here is an apt criticism some one has made of his work: "If Whitman meant
anything, he means the open air and a life fuller and fuller of the sanity, the
poise, and the health of Nature." But the aesthetic beauty of Whitman's Na
ture !
"Was somebody asking to see the soul?
See, your shape and countenance, persons, substances, beasts, the trees, the
running rivers, the rocks and sands."

To him there is a soul in Nature. Listen to his observation upon the singing
of the mocking bird :
"And while I paus'd, it came to me that he really sang for what was not there
only,
Nor for his mate nor himself only,
Nor all sent back by the echoes,
But subtle, clandestine, away beyond,
A charge transmitted and gift occult to those being born."

He gives us an excellent tone picture of twilight:
"The soft, voluptuous opiate shades,
The sun just gone, the eager light dispelled—
(I, too, will soon be gone, dispelled,)
A haze—nirwana—rest and night—oblivion."
ML 15
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Another beautiful poem, a picture of "A Prairie Sunset
"Shot gold, maroon and violet, dazzling silver, emerald, fawn,
The earth's whole amplitude and Nature's multiform power consigned for once
to colors;
The light, the general air possessed by them—colors till now unknown,
No limit, confine—not the Western sky alone—the high meridian—North, South,
all,
Pure luminous color fighting the silent shadows to the East."

Another one of our singers of the natural world is Sidney Lanier—a
poet from our own Southland. Lanier's attitude toward Nature was that of
a passionate lover—not of her wild, tempestuous humors but of her mild and
gentle moods. Like the other Nature lovers we have considered, he felt God
in everything and he fills the air with music almost divine in his commemo
rations of the purest of the works of the Creator—natural phenomena. Some
critic says of his poem "SunriseLanier sings the sunrise from pure and
spontaneous joy in beauty; no human face attracts; no human form intrudes.
We are alone in the open of the world; we are tense with expectancy."
(Dh, what if a sound should be made!
Oh, what if a bound should be laid
To this bow-and-string tension of beauty and silence a-spring,"

he exclaims before the dawn has come.

But listen further:

But no: it is made: list somewhere—mystery where'
In the leaves? in the air?
In my heart, is a motion made:
TnU? ™ o t l o n ,° f dawn like a flecker of shade on shade.
Unwinder S t l s , p a I P a b I e : low multitudinous stirring
l i M e o n e s s o f t I y inferring,
Have sStled'm^ ^ 7 ° ° ^
ve settled my lords to be looked for; so; they are still•
But the air and my heart and the earth are a-thrill —
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Will the East unveil?
EaSt hath

c o n f e s s e d a fl « sh:

dead; 'tis alive: ere

similel^Lrt^ POem iS "Com " This is
Witt 1* and beautiful
miles comparing the movements of Nature with the movements of man.
"I start at fragmentary whispers, blown
From undertalks of leafy souls unknown
Vague purports sweet, of inarticulate tone."
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Again, in the same :
"The embracing boughs express
A subtlety of mighty tenderness;
The copse-depths into litle noises start,
That sound anon like beatings of a heart
Anon like talk 'twixt lips not far apart."

Human similes are not all he sees—he draws a lesson from the corn and
its surroundings—scenes where "man can find such temperances of heaven
and earth—enough of struggle with Nature to draw out manhood, with
enough of bounty to sanction the struggle—that a more exquisite co-adapta
tion of all blessed circumstances for man's life need not be sought." Other
poems of the class we are studying are "Clover," "Song of the Chattahoochie,"
"From the Flats," and "Marshes of Glynn."
Let us turn again to another of our prose writers who is a devotee of
Nature. John Burroughs is our naturalist who has had more influence upon
this element in our literature than any other writer. His work is extensive,
but we feel as if we could never have enough. His essays are not as realistic
or as exact as we should suppose all treatises on natural history or any science
would be—though for that matter it is not t'he less accurate. He tells us what,
as a close observer, he sees and he describes natural things so vividly that
their images come before our minds with no effort. And what beautiful pic
tures they are! But let us not stop here, for it is not the beautiful that this
lover of Nature loves to see and write of, but it is what the beautiful things
suggest—the soul that is above all and over all. From1 all his books there
issues forth a sense of freshness and nearness to Nature ; from some the car
olling of the birds; from some the fragrance and the brightness of the flowers,
the taste of berries, a sense of solitude in the1 presence of a living world; and
from others a sense of exhilaration in the gloriousness of the rvorks of God.
"Fresh Fields" is a book on his travels in England. Here he paints the placid
serenity of the mellow English scenery. Unlike Thoreau, he seems to like
the cultivated, as it were, the cleared! side of Nature. The greenness and the
abundance of the turfy grass in England, the sylvan glades, the solitude of
the country, the singing of England's great songsters, all these are to hi!m
like a pastoral paradise in which one may take hi9 ease and enjoy Nature to
his heart's content. "Locust and Wild Honey" is composed of essays on bees,
berries, fish, and birds principally, told in a charming, personal style which
makes one long to view the same things, to have similar experiences. "Riverby" is filled with observations made from the author's home on the Hudson—
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observations as beautiful as we have always imagined the Hudson to be.
"Poets and! Birds" shows his leaning toward ornithology, and indeed in all
of his works we see that the study of birds is his particular forte. "Wake
Robin" reveals this more fully. Other of his works as pleasing and as read
able are "Winter Sunshine," "Pepacton," and "Signs and Seasons."
Now for our new school of Nature writers risen through the influence of
the naturalist we have just considered. "When one recalls the Nature books
that were produced twenty-five years ago," remarks Mr. Francis W. Halsey,
in the "Review of Reviews," "the growth in this class of literature has been
almost as noteworthy as the growth in fiction. It has amounted to a complete
transformation, not only in tne volume of sales, but 111 the character of
the books themselves." "This literary movement," he continues, " is but a
manifestation of that reaction against city life which is so marked a character
istic of our times." Burroughs he credits with having started this new school
of Nature study—a school "composed of men and women who have not writ
ten of Nature from the outside, as mere observers and passers-by, but who
have studied long and deeply to discover her secrets, and, seeking diligently,
have found them, because they loved her while engaged in the pursuit." The
best known of these writers is Ernest Thompson Seton, noted for his books
Wild Animals I Have Known," "Lives of the Hunted," "The Trail of the
Sand Hill Stag," and other shorter stories of animal life as intensely interest
ing and sympathetic. Besides Seton, there are Charles G. D. Roberts, who
has written somewhat 111 the same style as Seton, "Kindred of the Wild-"
Ernest Ingersoll known for his "Wild Life of Orchard and Field;" Francis
errick, Mabel Osgood Wright, F. Schuyler Mathews, and numerous others.
Even the novelist s field has been invaded by Nature study, as exemplified in
the writings of James Lane Allen and John Trotwood Moore. "Kentucky
HvmnTl " b
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h'A?ermath" reveal this to a marked extent, and "A Summer
Tennessee writer, is an exquisite idyl of a Summer in the
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And why all this on Nature ? Would that this humble effort might excite
m ts hearers an interest in the works on Nature mentioned above or better
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d Tt" * fIOri°us thin® if is to s'andl in the presence
l° feel his
hold the nearer of
T
T0"
to
neater of God! These are the feelings that do ns spiritual good;
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that up lift our souls from the sordid, artificial world around us; that distin
guish us from the brute. Let us, then, get out into a pure and lofty atmos
phere. Let us say with Richard Hovey:
"I said in my heart: 'I am sick of four walls and a ceiling.
I have need of the sky.
I have business with the grass.'"

NANNIE HERNDON RICE.

Anniversarian Peyton Society, '05.
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Callaway-Orr Reception.
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The most interesting event of the present school
year at the Industrial Institute and College is the
reception which the Callaway-Orr Society gave on
Saturday evening, February eighteenth, in honor
of its new members. The reception halls were d'ecoiated in Japanese style. The brilliant colors of the
draperies, sofa pillows and rugs were pleasantly re
lieved by the contrast of the green of the palms and
ferns. The whole scene was one of merriment, ease
and grace attesting to the taste and skill of the
decorating committee. The band which, unseen,
played throughout the evening, added still more to
the cheerfulness. As the guests entered and re
ceived a most hearty welcome from the Reception
Committee it was inevitable that the evening was to
be a pleasant one for all.
Toward the close of the evening, the guests
were reminded that their hostesses had skill inother
clirections by the delightful refreshments. For sit
ting according to Japanese custom on the floor they
"ad sei"ved to them oyster salad, cheese straws
peanut sandwiches and olives, and afterwards
coftee.
f

f

As they returned to the hall, Lit'le Mary
xeorge Ivmcannon, dressed as a typical Japa
nese girl, presented each with a minia
ture lantern.

m
m

A Public Meeting
OF

Callaway-Orr Literary Society,
College Chapel,
SATURDAY EVENING, APRIL EIGHTH, NINETEEN HUNDRED AND FIVE.

"RUSSIAN MUSIC."
History of Russian Music,
JEAN OLIVER.

An Oral Sketch of Anton Gregory Rubinstein, Frederic Francois Chopin, and Ignace Jan
Paderewski,
JOSIE FITTS.

"Serenade,"

Anton Strelezki
MARY MCCLURE.

Songs of Russia,
LOUISE BOSCHERT.

Reading,

-

Selections from Russian Songs.
BLANCHE TURNER.

"My Dreams,"

-

Tosti
MRS. SENTER.
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Callaway-Orr Literary Society.
OFFICERS OF i904-'o5.
ANNIVERSARIAN, CECILE COLE.
FIRST TERM.
BLANCHE FOOSE
FANNIE NEWELL

VICE-PRESIDENT

LENA ELLINGTON

RECORDING SECRETARY

ELLA SULLIVAN

CORRESPONDING SECRETARY

LOUISA BOSCHERT

TREASURER

EPSIE PATTERSON

CRITIC

LEILA MAY SHELL

MEMBER OF FINANCE COMMITTEE

CLARA BOYD
PAULINE WHITTEN

CHAPLAIN

j SERGEANTS

EMM \ MAY LANEY
SECOND TERM.
LOLLIE RILEY
,TT,T T T_
NELLIE KIERN

PRESIDENT

PEARL GUYTON....

R,

BESSIE MABRY
BRYCE SALLIS

N

CORRESPONDING SECRETARY

JOSIE FITTS

-TREASURER

LULA TUNISON

CRITIC

MEMBER OF FINANCE COMMITTEE

CONNIE BONSLAGEL
LLOYD

VICE-PRESIDENT
SECRETARY

CHAPLAIN

PACE

j. SERGEANTS
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MEMBERS.

ATWELL,

MAUDE

FERRIS, LUCY

BOYD, CLARA

GUYTON,

BEST, GEORGIA

PHILLIPS, ALMA

PEARL

PATTERSON, EPSIE

GUNTER, ALICE

BONSLAGEL, CONNIE
BURNETT, MARY

PATE, SUDIE

GRAY, WILLIE PAUL

BELFORD, SUE ELLA

HADDICK,

BROWN, MARY

RILEY, LOLLIE

JONES, ROBERTA

BUNCH, MABEL

KIERN,

BARWICK, MARY

RICHARDSON, MAGGIE MAY

NELLIE

LOVE,

CURRY, ZETTIE
CREIGHTON,

LEIGH,
ELBUR

SHELL, LELA MAY

MCDONALD,

MCKINNON,

DABBS, ANNIE LAURIE

TUNISON, LULA

TENNIE

TYSON, MARY

VAIDEN, FRANCIS

FANNIE

NEILSON, MARGARET

FITTS, JOSIE
FRANKS, MONIE
FOOSE, BLANCHE
FULLER, ANNA

THORNTON, EVA

TURNER, BLANCHE

MITCHELL, CLARA
NEWELL,

THOMPSON, MAMIE

MILLER, ANNIE

MCKINSTRY, HATTIE

ELLINGTON, LENA

SALLIS, BRYCE

MCCLURE, MARY

DOWNER, HATTIE BELLE

ECKLES, BESSIE

SMITH, JESSIE

KATE

MCEACHERN,

DUNCAN, EDNA

DUNNING, BESSIE

SULLIVAN, EDNA

MCNEIL, ALLIE

COOK, BESSIE

DULION, URA

SULLIVAN, ELLA
SIBYL

MOORE, ELIZABETH

CLARK, WINNIE

MYRTIS

STENNIS, LIZZIE

SULLIVAN, OLIVE

MCKAY, SUSIE

CHAMBERLAIN, SALLIE

SMITH,

STENNIS, JANIE

MAGRUDER, JULIE

COOK, ALICE

SMITH, MAUDE

ADELLE

MABRY, MAUDE

MABRY, BESSIE

CARRUTH, LORA

REGAN, ONIE

EDITH

LAWRENCE, ETHEL

CHILES, BESSIE

CARTER, MARY

REA, EDITH

LANEY, EMMA MAY

COLE, CECILE

COOK, ALMA

PIGFORD, AGNES
HALL

RED, MARGUERITE

JONES, ETHEL

BOLLING, EVA

PACE, MINNIE

RAINWATER,

FIERBERT, MERLE

BOWLING, ALMA

PERKINS, GLADYS

CORINNE

HADDICK, MABEL

HODC-ES, MOLLY

BOYD, VERNA

PARNELL, SALLIE

GRIFFEN, ELISE

BOSCHERT, LOUISE

BROWN, NELLIE

POTTS, GENEVIEVE

GUNTER, FANNIE MAUDE

WHITTEN,

OLIVER, JEAN
OLIVER, LUCILE
ORR, KATE
PACE, LLOYD
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PAULINE

WILLIAMSON, LOUISE
WRAY, OUIDA
WEST, ALINE
YOUNG, MARIA

What is Worth While?
±ol.c,!\i

.
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away the perceptible part of this ingredient, for the essence really remained
and bade his readers recognize what he had set before them—unadulterated
human truth. So it is with us; we must' contribute our share of alloy in
fashioning the world. But we must leave something of value, something
that will remain indelible after the alloy has been extracted. We are con
stantly confronted with the problem of how we may attain this truth. How
can we accomplish the most with the energies and powers at our command?
Whither are we bound ?
In the first place let us see how we may attain this higher life, namely by
simplicity of thought, words, and actions, for "to inspire simple living means
to fulfill the highest human destiny.'' However, we must understand what
is meant by simplicity of life since many believe it consists only in external
charactei istics. Naturally, we regard simplicity and lowly station, plain
dtess, and poverty, together. Nevertheless, this is not the case. "While I was
out walking the other day I passed three men on the street; the first' in his
carriage, the others on foot, and one of them shoeless. The shoeless man does
not necessarily lead the least complex life of the three. It may be. indeed,
that he who rides in his carriage is sincere and unaffected, in spite of his
position; it may be also that the pedfestrian in shoes, neither envies him who
rides nor despises him who goes unshod; and lastly, it' is possible that under
his rags, his feet in the dust, the third man hath a hatred of simplicity and
labor, and dreams only of idleness and pleasure. A mar; is simple when his
chief care is the wish to be what he ought to be, that is, honestly and natur
ally human.'' Simplicity in literature is not only one of the best remedies for
the dejection of our souls but is also a pledge and source of social union. The
truly popular is not that which appeals to a certain class of society ordinarily
called the common people, but it is what is common to all classes and unites
them. The source of inspiration from which a perfect literature springs is in
the depths of the human heart, in the eternal realities of life before which all
men are equal. The great thing is to have felt the sanctity^ and immortal
beauty in our obscure destiny; to have been led by a series of experiences to
love life for its griefs and its hopes, to love men for their weaknesses and
their greatnesses, through the heart, the intelligence and the soul. Everything
truly lofty within us appears to us as a manifestation of this mystery bey^ond.
When the tree buds and bears fruit it is because it draws vital force from
the soil, and receives light and warmth from the slum. If a man, in his humble
sphere in the midst of the ignorance and faults that are his inevitably, conse
crates himself sincerely to his task, it is because he is in contact with the
eternal source of goodness. He no longer looks for outward glory but he
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recognizes that his life and deeds are only of worth because of the spirit
which breathes through them.
But deeper still the question goes when we look at it in another light.
All life must have its law, the life of man so much more than that of inferior
beings, in that it is more precious and of nicer adjustment. This law of life
is nothing else than the forming of ideals, the yearning for something higher
and greater than external conditions represent. Such standards are our in
dividual rational conceptions of character which we inwardly acknowledge
as possible and likely for (us. There is a passage in George Eliot's Middlemarch which throws light on this subject: "We are on a perilous margin
when we begin to look passively at our future selves, and see our own figures
led with dull consent into the insipid misdoing and shabby achievement."
But there is a brighter sidfe to this same truth of life—philosophy. We are
on a path that leads upward, by sure and steady steps, when we begin to look
at our future selves with eyes of noble hope and clear purpose and see our
figures climbing, with patient, dauntless, effort, towards the height of true
manhood and womanhood. Visions like these are Joseph's dreams. They are
stars for guidance. They are sheaves of promise. The very memory of them,
if we cherish it, is a power of pure restraint and generous inspiration. Robert
Louis Stevenson says: "There is only one wish realizable on earth, only one
thing that can be perfectly attained and that is: Death, and from a variety
of circumstances we have no one to tell us whether it is worth attaining. A
strange picture we make on our way to our Chimeras, ceaselessly marching,
grudging ourselves the time for rest; indefatigable adventurous pioneers, it is
true that we shall never reach the goal ; it is even more than probable that
there is no such place; and! if we lived for centuries, and were endowed with
the pow ers of a god we should find ourselves not much nearer what we wanted
at the end. O toiling hands of mortals! O unwearied feet, traveling ye know
not whither! Soon, soon, it seems to you, you must come forth on some con
spicuous hilltop, and but a little way further against the setting sun, descry the
El Dorado. Little do ye know your own blessedness; for to travel hopefully is
etter tnan to arrive, and true success is labor." As we all go out from
the fan- gardens of a visionary youth into the wide, confused, turbulent field
of life, we must bring with us the marching music of a high resolve. We
must strive to fulfill the fine prophecy of our own best desires. We must not
ask whether life is worth living—but we must make it so. We must transform
the sordid struggle for existence" into a glorious effort to become that which
we have admired and loved.
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Hence, w e find that the books we read are patent factors in translating
us to this world! of higher thoughts and better acts, since they represent the
noble thoughts of noble minds. Every time we come in contact with them
we must inevitably, feel their influence; gradually their thoughts become our
thoughts, their words fall into our vocabulary, their atmosphere blends with
ours. "They are the voices of the distant and the dead and make us heirs of
the spiritual life of past ages.' Here are minds giving us the best wisdom
of present and all past ages,; here are intellects gifted far, beyond ours,
ready to give us the lesults of lifetimes of patient thought; imaginations
open to the beauty of the universe far beyond what is given us to behold;
characters whom we can only vainly hope to imitate, but whom it is one of the
highest privileges of life to know. Let us not pretend to know them without
ever penetrating into their reality, but enter into their spirit and feel their
delicate emotions and interpretations, for it is only by the exercise of such
independence that we can attain to that calmness of faith that enables us to
bear the troubles of this life and secures for us hopes of a happy immortality.
Growing out of this conception of reading, we find another aim in life,
namely: pleasure as opposed to worry. However, we must' take into considera
tion that pleasure is a word that has a double meaning. It may mean the
satisfaction of all our normal desires in their due proportion, and in this
sense it is a high and noble end. There is a pleasure in the intelligent exercise
of all our faculties, in the friendship of nature, in the perception of truth, in
the generosity of love, in the achievements of heroism, in the deedls of bene
ficence, in the triumphs of self-sacrifice. This is the sense in which we wish
to consider it. When shall we cease to worship at dark altars? When
shall we recognize with Goethe, " that the talent is lost if the subject be un
suitable?" When shall we understand and believe that "gladness of a spirit
is an index to its power?" Is it our common daily portion stupidly to ignore
enjoyment, or carelessly to cast it away? For this purpose were our poets,
our dramatists and artists sent to us—to make us lawfully happier in a hard
world; to help us smilingly through the gloom ? Can it be that they think
their mission beneath their august consideration, unworthy of their mighty
powers? Why, to have given pleasure to one human being is a recollection
that sweetens life. "It is not to taste sweet things," says Carlisle, "but to do
true and noble things, and! vindicate himself under God's Heaven as a Godmade man, that the poorest son .of Adam dimly longs for. Show him the way
of doing that, the dullest daydrudjge kindles into a hero." But worry is an in
firmity. There is no virtue in it. Seen in its true relation there is no ex
perience of life over which one has a right to worry. Ruskin says: "God
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gives us always strength enough for everything he wants Us to do." Shakes
peare, we can imagine, might begin a day on a mere crust, and yet enjoy the
sunrise fully as much as Thoreau, and commemorate his enjoyment in vastly
better verses. Thus let us feel, as Wordsworth did, that life is a spiritual
activity and that virtue and pleasure can only be attained by communion with
mild and tranquil nature. No poet' achieved clearer attitudes of illuminated
joy than Wordsworth, and, because he was borne thither by no unworthy
desire; he found repose upon the heights; yet at the heart of his calm there
is a quickened passion that represents the anguish of the heart. But, with his
genius and moral maturity he chose to exhibit sorrow as a strengthening and
purifying power rather than as a weakening force:
''I thought of times when Pain might be thy guest,
Lord of thy house and hospitality;
And grief, uneasy lover, never rest
But when she sate with the touch of thee,
O vain and causeless melancholy!
Nature will either end thee quite;
Or lengthening out thy season of delight,
Reserve for thee, by individual right
A young lamb s heart among the full grown flocks.
What hast thou to do with sorrow or the injuries of to-morrow?"

This thought brings us within clear sight of the practical aim in lifeusefulness or work. The more we think of it, the more attractive and desir
able it becomes. To do some work that is needed and to do it thoroughly
wrell; to make our toil count for something in adding to the sum total of what
is actually profitable for humanity; to make one wholesome idea take root
in a mind that was bare and fallow; to make our example count for something
on the side of honesty, and cheerfulness, and courage and good' faith, and
love, this is an aim for life which is very wide, and yet very definite;
as clear as light. It has the power to embody itself in a thousand forms
without changing its character, those who seek know what it means however
it may be expressed, whether as legitimate, individual, or vital work. By
the first, legitimate work, I mean that it must not conflict with any known
present duty. If so, the work is not for our hands to do, and if we attempt it
we are neglecting our duty, and becoming officious in other men's matters,
ut when work is legitimate, then there is nothing beyond it, because there can
e no higher practical result of effort. It is the active consciousness of per
sonal harmony with the Divine will.
By individual work, I mean work that belongs to you alone. No one is
put into life without a special and particular work to do. "Nature arms each
man w ith faculties which enable him to do easily some feat impossible to any
90

other."
Ezra •

Browning embodies this thought in this passage from Rabbi Ben
'"Not that, amassing flowers,
Youth sighed, "which rose make ours
Which leave and then as best recall?"
Not that admiring stars,
It yearned "Nor Jove, Nor Mars."
Mine be some figured flame which blends,
transcends them all!"

Hence each human personality could say: "I am unique. In all the world,
and in all ages there never has been any one like me, and in all times here
never shall be again."
Then lastly, work must be vital. Such labor as this ennobles and dig,:,
fies all that it touches; it strengthens our own character or inspires those
around us. It is really the desired haven of all our activity to do some good
in the world ; to put our capacities and gifts to the best use we may, and if we
keep the thought of our desired haven clearly before us, all the other points
can be more easily and wisely settled. Illness, weakness, sorrow—none of
these things can excuse our duties; for sometimes physical invalidls do the
greatest work. Every day is a test day, every hou/r is an examination hour.
As each new morning, wherever we may be, begins, a fresh opportunity is put
into our hands as a gift, to see what we will do with it.
' And only the Master shall praise, and only the Master shall blame;
And no one shall work for money, and no one shall work for fame;
But each for the joy of working, and each in his separate star,
Shall draw the thing as he sees it
For the God of things as they are."

Yet think how little we as isolated beings are worth; how little we can
accomplish by ourselves. Our friends are very essential to our welfare. Hence
we still hold, as did) the ancients, "that a friend is another himself, for that,
a friend is more than himself." A man has a body and that is confined to a
place; but where friendship is, all offices of life are, as it were, granted to
him and his deputy, for he may exercise them by his friend. To have a friend
is to have one of the sweetest gifts that life can bring; to be a friend is to
have a tender and solemn education of soul from day to day. A friend gives
us confidence for life; a friend makes us out do ourselves. He remembers us
when we have forgotten or neglected ourselves; and he takes loving heed of
our plans and purposes. He may praise us and we are not embarrassed; he
may rebuke us, and we are not angered. We share all things temporal and
spiritual with our friends; their joys are our joys, their sorrows our sor
rows. No matter how long we are separated from them there always remains
some evidence of their interest and sympathy.
ML

20

91

Therefore, when one passes in review the individual causes that disturb
and complicate our social life, by whatever names they are designated, and
their list would be a long one, they all lead back to a general cause, which is
this: the confusion of the secondary with the essential. Material comfort,
education, liberty, the whole civilization—these things constitute the frame
of the picture, but the frame does not constitute the picture. Here the picture
is man with his most intimate possessions—namely: his conscience, his char
acter, and his will. All nature with one voice, with one glory, is set to
teach you reverence for the life communicated to you from the Father of
Spirits. The song of birds, and their plumage; the perfume of the flowers, their
color, their very existence, are in direct connection with the mystery of
communicated life: and all the strength, and all the arts of men are measured
by their reverses and founded upon them, for the passion and guardianship
of the purity of love. Thus, we see that we are all citizens, not by reason
of the number of goods, and the pleasure we procure for ourselves, not
through our intellectual and artistic culture, not because of the honors and
independence we enjoy; but by strength of our moral fibre.
The important
thing is that at the center of stifling circumstances man should remain man,
live his life, and make towards his goal; and whatever be his road, to make
towards his goal, the traveler must not lose himself in crossways, nor ham
per his movements with useless burdens. Let him heed well his direction
and forces and keep good faith so that he may better devote himself to the
essential:
"O to be up and doing,
Unfearing and unshamed to go
In all the uproar and press about
My human business!
My undissuaded heart I hear
Whisper courage in mine ear
With voiceless calls, the ancient earth
Summons me to a daily birth.
Thou, O my love, ye, O my friends
The gist of life, the end of ends—
To laugh, to love, to live, to die
Ye call me by the ear and eye."

CECILE CARR COLE.

Anniversarian Callaway-Orr Society, '05.
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An Inter-collegiate Episode.
HE north bound train stopped at a small
station, and a blue-clad girl, a student of
the Industrial Institute & College, who
had been home for a visit, got on. She sat
down in the first vacant seat, and became
so engaged in thinking, sorrowfully
about leaving the home people, and joy
fully about the good things in her suit
case for the girls, that she had not even
noticed the other passengers. But with
a consciousness that some one was look
ing at her, she looked up and found that
a bright-eyed boy was gazing at her.
She blushed and looked down again, and
the boy guiltily looked out of the win
dow. However, he could not keep from
thinking about her, for her face had im
pressed him, and he wondered who she was. At that minute the conductor
called out: "Artesia, change cars for Columbus and Starkville," and Jessie
started up as if she were very much surprised. In her eagerness to get out
of the car she accidently picked up the wrong suit case. A few minutes after
she had taken her seat on the Columbus train, the same young man tnat she
had seen on the other train, put his head in the door, and, after hastily
glancing around, suddenly withdrew. "He must be looking for something,
Jessie said to herself, "I wonder what it was."
In a short time she was back at her beloved College, and met at the door
by a merry group of girls who almost overwhelmed her with kisses and em
braces, and asked in animated tones: "O! did you bring me that chicken
and chocolate candly," or "did you forget the macaroons. We have had a
good time since you left, but we certainly did miss you, and thought you never
were coming back."
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"Yes," answered Jessie, "I brought you just as much as my suit case
would hold, come go down to my room now, as it will be study hour in a
few minutes."
As the noisy crowd went on to Jessie's room, which was situated! on the
first floor of Columbus Hall, all the other girls on the floor rushed to their
doors to see what was the matter. As soon as Jessie had taken off her hat
and wrap she began to open her suit case, but alas! instead' of the promised
turkey, candy, etc., there was an evening suit, a pair of patent leather pumps,
and numerous ties and collars. She glanced at the card,- and saw Robert
Paine Gibson, University of Mississippi. Though the girls were very much
disappointed over not having their expected feast they enjoyed the joke im
mensely, and all of them teased Jessie until her face turnedi scarlet. But the
meeting was broken up by a knock on the door, and) a teacher put her head
in and said: "Girls, girls, get to your rooms, don't you know the study bell
has rung?
Half an hour later, Mary Jenkins, Jessie's room-mate, came in and
found that Jessie had returned. After they had greeted each other, Mary
said:
Jessie, give me something to eat, I have been practicing hard and
certainly am hungry."
But Jessie told her about her mistake, and regretted that she had nothing
to give her to eat. However, they soon became so interested in a new picture
and penant that Mary s brother had sent her from the naval Academy, and in
the new arrangement of the furniture, and the newly mounted picture that
Mary forgot she was hungry. But the joke spread all over the school, and
every teacher and pupil that she met asked her had she found her suit case.
Jessie humored the joke though, and said all she wanted to know was what
t at boy thought of her. However, the girls noticed that she sent him his
suit case and in return received hers several days afterwards.
Now while Jessie was being teased at her school, Robert Gibson was
un ergomg the same thing at the University. The next morning when he
went to get his collars, his room-mate noticed that he kept looking first from
one side of the suit case and then to the other. After a while he said : "Well,
just eclare, if I haven t some I. I. & C. girl's satchel here, and it is just full
o somet mg to eat. I suppose I will have to wear the blue shirtwaist and
some o the blue ribbon for a collar. Anyway, we will have a good time."
After he had said this he was half sorry for he thought instantly of the
pretty girl he had seen on the train, and how her face lingered with him, and
<<0^
I'1 f?one over 1° the Columbus train to get one more glance at her.
She had one of the strongest faces I ever saw," he said to himself, "and I
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wish I could know her; for any one with such a fine brow and decided mouth
must be a noble character."
And, indeed, she was a noble character for every one admired her for her
gracious manner and sweet disposition; and through her earnest, intelligent
efforts she soon won class distinction as she advanced from year to year she
became one the most popular girls at school, and in her Senior year was elected
Editor-in-Chief of "M'eh Lady," the annual of the Industrial Institute & Col
lege. In making her preparations for the work of her department, she wrote
for a sample copy of the Annual of the University of Mississippi; and received,
with it, a letter from Robert P. Gibson, the Editor-in-Chief of the University
annual. Jessie immediately recognized this name as the same one that she had
seen on the satchel. She wrote and thanked him for his kindness, and, though
her letter did not require a reply, he answered it and in this way a correspon
dence and warm friendship grew up between them. She sent him an invi
tation to Commencement, and he gladly accepted it.
So the graduating exercises passed by pleasantly and the session closed.
Many students were already scattered far among the farms, villages, and cities
of the State. Some never to return, having passed from the life of school
into the school of life. But a few remained to take the train the next morn
ing. Most of them sat on the front steps and told their plans for the summer,
and every now and then sang a familiar song. Two of the girls who had
just graduated that day, were taking a last stroll on the campus together,
when they heard the following conversation from two people who were sitting
under a tree: "Did you see me when I put my head in the car door that after
noon you got my suit case ?" "Yes," said Jessie, "but I did not think then that
I would ever marry you, and surely not this October.
When the two girls had walked on a little further one remarked to the
other: "Well, I thought Jessie Benton would be the last girl in our class to
marry."

Something of Col. Power's Life.
LTHOUGH we Mississippians claim Col.
Power and think of him as our own, he was
neither a native Mississippian nor a nativeborn American. He was born in Ireland in
1834, and during his early boyhood came to
America, where he learned) the art of print
ing in New York, but finally came to Mis
sissippi, where he held the position on the
staff of a newspaper. From this time on he
rapidly rose, until he was made Secretary of State, a position which he
held1 until his death.
Col. Power had many offices besides that of Secretary of the State of
Mississippi. As grand secretary of the Masons, he was widely known and
his name is widely familiar to ancient and honorable craft. He was
elected to this position in 1869, and served) thirty-three years. He was also
secretary of three other Masonic grand bodies, one being the grand commandery of Knight's Templar, for which he was the senior recorder. Col.
Power was also grand master of Odd) Fellows, and for many years had
been grand treasurer.
Col. Power was an ardent Mfississippian. He loved the State of his
adoption, and had great faith in her highest destiny. And) that he was one
of Mississippi's greatest men, none can deny. When the War broke out
he enlisted in the capacity of a private, though he was soon afterward
raised first to the sergeant's and afterward) to adjutant's position. He was
a brave soldier and served during the entire war, yet it was not as a
soldier that he was pre-eminent.
As Secretary of State he rendered services that were truly invaluable.
His systematic mind and' wide experience as secretary of conventions and
associations, made him an ideal Secretary of State. But great as were his
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services as public official, it was not as an officer he was greatest. Col.
Power was an earnest Christian and active in all church work, yet it was
not as a churchman that he was most conspicuous.
It is as a philanthropist he was greatest and1 will be longest remembered.
His greatness lay in his large-hearted benevolence, his sympathetic love of
humanity, his self-sacrificing devotion to the cause of the suffering, and the
needy. While he loved his church he found its fullest1 earthly fruition in
deeds of charity and works of kindness. In his varied charities he knew
no sect or section. In this (Jay of munificent gifts to charity we are to
measure the philanthropist by his moneyed gifts and bequests. Col. Power
had no wealth with which to endow institutions, and thus perpetuate his
own name and fame. While others gave their gold, he gave his time, his
thought, and his labor to the work of benevolence. He had an ear always
open to the cry of distress, "an eye for pity, and a hand open as day to
meeting charity."
He prayeth best who loveth best, all things both great and small.
B. K. M.

Power Literary Society,
Friday Evening, February 3,

College Chapel.
OFFICERS.
PRESIDENT

BELLE MONTGOMERY.

VICE-PRESIDENT

LILLIAN FISHER.

SECRETARY

NETTIE SMITH.

TRE ASURER

EFFIE

CORRESPONDING SECRETARY

YOUNG.

MINNIE GAY.

PROGRAMME.
"THE POWER OF WOMAN/'

Jensen.

WALTZ
JETT MORGAN.
THE POWER OF WOMAN IN LITERATURE
NETTIE SMITH.
"DIVIDED"

Jean Ingelow.

*
FRANCES WOOLBERT.

"THE SWEETEST FLOWER THAT GROWS/'
LUCILE LOWRY.
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The Power of Woman in Literature.
We, the members of the Power Literary Society, being interested as our
name suggests in "power" of evei'y sort, have chosen as our subject for study
during the session of 1905, "The Power of Woman." This power of woman
is a very far-reaching thing: she has been powerful in friendship, in love,
in courage, in religious feeling, in art, in society, and in literature. It is
my purpose to-night to tell you something of her power in a literary way.
Many centuries ago, during the so-called Dark Ages, woman held no
honored place, either in society or in literature. Slowly, but surely, with
the coming of the Renaissance and the introduction of higher civilization into
Europe, her social position became higher, more secure. But, for at least
two hundred years even after woman had become almost a social queen
she held an unimportant place in literature. The beginning of her literary
power, however, was made by these early society queens, many of whom
wrote in the form of memoirs or letters their observations on the customs of
t eir age, and their account of the famous historical events which they
witnessed. Up to the eighteenth century, besidtes these writers of memoirs
there were few great women authors, yet these few rank as equal to, if
not superior, to their male contemporaries. Among them is the Italian prin
cess, Victoria Colonna, who lived in the fifteenth century, and whose great
philosophical knowledge made her respected and admired) by all the men of
her tune. The next woman who stands out prominently in literature is the
brilliant French Woman, Madame de Stael, who ruled! in French Society
during the early part of the eighteenth century. She is! the exact contrast of
e gentle, retiring Victoria Colonna, bold, almost masculine in her in
tellectual attainments. She wrote with a vigor, a force which makes her pre
eminent not only over all the literary women but also over most of the literary
men of her age. And too, this was a great age—an age which produced such
writers as Pope, Goldsmith, Johnson, Addison and Gibbon—so that a woman
w om critics consider as one of its greatest writers must have been brilliant
indeed. Her fame rests chiefly on one novel, "Corinne," a romance of
excellent
characters drawing and description are unusually
Contemporaneous with Madame <fe Stael, there lived a number of Eng ish women who have gained for themselves lasting literary fame. Among
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them are Hannah More, who did so much for the cause of woman's educa
tion, and who was a literary lion before she was twenty-five, and Miss
Burney, whose "Evifina" is one of the novels most generally read! to-day. In
the early part of the next century Charlotte Bronte, in her "Jane Eyre,"
gave us an inimitable picture of the life of a lonely orphan girl, which
appeals with a peculiar emphasis and pathos, because of the simplicity and
directness of its style, to the hearts of all who nead it. She ranks as one
of the two great women novelist of her century, George Eliot being the
other, and possibly the more famous of the two. Some critic has said that
George Eliot burst upon the literary world as a star whose light has been
constantly increasing since it first appeared!. No other woman ever received
such universal fame as a genius except perhaps Madame de Stael. She did
not become immediately popular; but the critic from the first perceived her
remarkable gifts and predicted her ultimate success. For vivid descriptions
of natural scenery and rural English life, minute analysis of character and
psychological insight she has never been surpassed by men; while for learn
ing and profundity she has never been equaled by woman. Though her
greatest works were novels, she was more than a novelist: she was one of
those teachers and! seekers after light—such as Ruskin, Arnold and
Browning.
What George Eliot is to the novel, Elizabeth Barrett Browning is to
poetry. She was a woman of unusual intellectual strength and of rare purity
and beauty of soul, and these characteristics show themselves in all of her
works. Her longest poem, "Aurora Leigh," is one of the most beautifully
written narrative poems in the English language. It tellsi the life story of an
orphan girl who is reared in an environment not suited to her peculiarly sensi
tive temperament. Her struggles to adapt herself to the environment, the re
volt of her sensitive soul agains|t conventionalities so repulsive to it, and the
awakening in her girlish heart of a love which ennobled andl purified her
whole life, are told in a masterly way which makes them seem quite real to
one. Aside from this one long poem, Mrs. Browning's fame rests chiefly
on the "Sonnets from the Portuguese"—a collection of love songs remarkable
for beauty of language, as well as for beauty of thought.
Since in the past woman has been able to equal and even to surpass
man in literature, surely there is no reason why, in the present, with greater
opportunities for education and for culture, she can not do even better than
she has formerly d|one. And so let us hope that some of the members of
our own student body and of our Power Society may some day do something
which will add to the power of woman in literature.
NETTIE SMITH.
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COLORS:

MOTTO:

FLOWER:

Green and White.

"Excelsior."

Shamrock.
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EFFIE YOUNG
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MEMBERS FOR 1904-1905.

AUSTIN, ESTELLE
AMES, MARY
BASKIN, MARY
BRADFORD, GENEVIEVE
BURROWS, ANNIE LAURIE
BRIGHAM JOSEPHINE
BRIGHAM, HATTIE
BAUER, ROSE
BURRUS, LAURENTINA
BRASHEA, MARY
BRYAN, MARIA
BRIDGE, JENNIE
BOSWELL, MAMIE
BANKSTON, HATTIE
COOLEY, PURNE
Cox, LOUISE
CALLAWAY, MAGER
CHAMBERLIN, ADDIE
CYGON, MINNIE
DOCKERY, SARAH
DOCKERY, LILLIE
DUNCAN, DAISY
DIMOND, MARY RAY
DRAPER, JEWELL
DOWNER, JESSE
FULLER, JANE
FURLOWE, EDNA
GRAY, WINNIE
GREENE, LELIA
GUNTER, STACY
GRAHAM, CORA

GANO, VIRGINIA
GASTON, BETTIE
GRESHAM, EMMA
FIAIRSTON, NETTIE
HARDIN, ANNIE
HARRISON, ENON
HUGHES, MAY
HENDRIX, THEO.
HILLIARD, LIZZIE
HOWARD, LOTTIE
HERING, CARRIE
PI ILL, ANNETTE
HEIDENRICH, LEAH
JENKINS, SETTIE MAE
JOHNSTON, IDA
JOHNSON, MABEL
KIMBRELL, CORA
KINCANNON, FRANKINE
KINARD, WILMA
LEDBETTER, MATTIE BELL
LEE, NANNIE
LEWIS, CARRIE
LANN, FANNIE LOUISE
LANN, MARIANNA
LOWRY, LUCILE
MORGAN, JET
MONTGOMERY, LOUISE
MCCORKLE, LOUISE
MCCREIGHT, LUCILE
MITCHELL, ERLINE
MOORE, ELISE
MULLINS, MAGGIE
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MCDONALD, JOSIE
MILLS, ADA
OWENS, ANNIE LAURIE
POWELL, EFFIE
PARSONS, ROYCE
PARTEE, ERNESTINE
PHILLIPS, KATE
PRUITT, DAISY
RAUCH, LEONE
RUSSELL, AMALIE
RATCLIFF, KATE
REDUS, OTTILIE
REDUS, MAY
ROBBINS, MAMIE
RAY, ETHEL
STILES, LAURA
SHERRAD, LAURIE
SMITH, NETTIE
SHIRLEY, VIRGIE
STOCKS, PAULINE
TUCKER, EVA
TUCKER, ADAH
TAYLOR, CARRIE
WELSH, MARY ELLA
WOOLBERT, FRANCES
WIGGINS, MAY
WHITAKER, ANNIE
WHITWORTH, MARY
WALKER, FANNIE
WIER, BESSIE MAY
WIGGINS, FRANKIE

The Truth About the Music Hall.
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A very industrious and original class it was; and complete and exhaustive
was the material it collected. The library, the hospital ward's, the faculty
the servants nothing could escape its diligence. It penetrated into realms
undreamed of in the field of annual work. Without mercy, it collected all as
it went, and left nothing in its wake for future classes. It was indeed a
serious problem, which a lower classman put before me, supposing that I
as a member of the class of 1905, could answer: "What is left for you of
next year?
My reply was a groan. The same question, had we of 190=;
asked each other, with faces growing more pale at each announcement of some
newly gathered material.
But the class of '05 had a fairy godmother, who had/ not forgotten
its interests in those dark days. Material for its Annual had to be got, and
she set about to produce it. How well she succeeded is attested' to by this
Music Hall. It was she, who awoke in Miss Poindexter's mind an unquench
able desire^ to see this building- erected; it was also she, who softened Mr.
Kmcannon's heart, and made it impossible for him to deny a woman's
request. Not content with this, she flew to Jackson, and guided the hand of
each legislator as he voted "Yea" to the appropriation for the College.
And such is the truth, the real motive of the building of the Music Hall.
It stands as the result of the work of the class of '05's fairy godmother, as
material, sent by her to it for its annual. Let all honor be given to whom it
is due; and let us of 1905 raise our glasses to this godmother, and to the
structure she has reared!
MARY ASKEW.
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Music! soft charm of heav'n and earth,
\\ hence didst borrow :hy auspicious birth?
Or art thou of eternal date.
Sire to thyself as old as Fate."
EDMUND SMITH.

V\ here music dwells
Lmgeiing ai d wanderirg on as loth (o die;
Light thoughts whose very sweetness yieldeth proof
That they were born for immortality."
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Piano Recitals.
—BY—

WILLIAM H. SHERWOOD,
Director of Sherwood Musical School, Chicago.
COLLEGE CHAPEL, FRIDAY, DECEMBER 16, 1904.

PROGRAMME.
FOR STUDENTS, FRIDAY AFTERNOON, 3 130 O'CLOCK.

1. Bach
Beethoven
.
2. Chopin
"
"
3. Schumann
4. Jensen-Nieman
William H. Sherwood
Rubinstein
"

Prelude and Fugue B flat minor.
Allegretto from Eighth Symphony (Ar. by Liszt).
Nocturne in D flat, Op. 27, No. 2.
Etude—"Aeolian," Op. 25, No. 1.
.jEtude—-"Butterfly," Op. 25, No. 9.
Fantasie in C, Op. 17.
"Murmuring Zephyrs."
"Exhiliaration."
Fifth Barcarolle in A minor.
Staccato Etude.

PROGRAMME.
FRIDAY EVENING, 8:15 O'CLOCK.

1. Bach
Mozart
Beethoven
2. Mendelssohn
Schumann
Schubert-Liszt
3. Chopin
"
"
"
4. Rubinstein
Brahms
Sherwood
Verdi-Liszt
5. Liszt
"
Gonnod-Liszt
ML 27

—.Fantasie in C minor. Gigue in C Major.
Moonlight Sonata, Op. 27, No. 2.
."Spinnerlied."
"Bird as Prophet."
Military March.
Etude in Arpeggio Chords, Op. 10, No. 11.
Preludes in C major, G major, E minor, A major.
F major, B flat minor, Op. 28.
Ballade in A flat Op. 47.
Etude on False Notes.
Rhapsodie in G minor, Op. 79.
"Ethelinda," Op. 14, No. 2Rigoletto Fantasie.
"Gnomen Reigen," (Dance of the Gnomes).
Concert Etude in D flat.
"Faust" Waltz.
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"Little Franz."
Little Franz sat on the door-step of his miserable home with his
crutches across his knees and his thoughts far away from his surroundings.
Poor child; his life was not an enviable one, with his father a drunken rogue
and his mother dead). Ever since the death of that beloved mother, who
had been his companion and who had always sympathized with him in his
great sufferings, life had been unbearable to him. In fact, the only thing
left to console him was his great love for music; in the evening, when the
chimes would ring, it always seemed as if his mother's spirit were with
him.
As he sat on the steps that morning, his father came reeling around
the corner.
Zee dat dome, he said, pointing to the dome of the Cathedral not
many blocks away, Zair vill be von big crowd—hie—dere dis ebening when
ze grand organ play—hie—dbn I vill get mine pockets full." Then into
the house he staggered without further words to the little invalid, who re
mained there almost motionless, thinking of the lovely music to be in the
Cathedral that afternoon.
"Oh! if I could only hear it," he murmured to himself. "I wonder if I
could walk over there, it aint so very far. Maybe I could hear a little of it
from the outside."
r
^e^erm'ned
make the attempt, and that afternoon a pathetic
little figure, on crutches, moved slowly and) painfully towards the Cathedral.
ter, what seemed to the child, hours of toil, he finally dragged himself
to the edge of the great stone steps and, with his crutches beside him, sat
looking up, with wistful eyes, at the happy people who were going in to
ear the music. But no one seemed tp notice the ragged! little figure
crouched there all were intent on hurrying in to get a good seat.
But at last Franz saw a beautiful lady a few feet off, looking down at
im with tender compassion. How the tears rushed to his eyes, and what a
big lump rose m his throat when he saw her! for there was something so
i e the dead mother m the sympathetic look. The next minute the lady
was bending over him. asking in a sweet voice: "Would you like to go in
and hear the music, little boy?"
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What a wonderful change came over the face of the child! In a
moment all of the weariness had vanished, and his face seemed! radiant in
contrast.
Oh, lady, if I only could, he stammered, "but I ain't got no money."
"Never mind that," said the lady, smiling slightly, "I will get your
ticket just follow me."
Franz eagerly rose to follow her, but the little face was drawn in
pain, as he gasped to himself in anguish, "Oh, my back! my back!"
Nevertheless, when the lady turned to give him his ticket, he presented
a smiling countenance to her with a mumbled thanks. Quickly, he slipped
into one of the pews, into a dark corner, where he might hide his suffering,
for now the pain was so intense that he could not conceal it. And1, too, he
wanted to be where people could, not see his poor, misshapen back, for once
some boys had jeered at it, and had hurt Franz to the quick.
In a few moments, the opening chords—full, inspiring tones—pealed
through the building—and a moment later the music floated out, as soft as
a mother's lullaby, soothing and quieting. Little Franz forgot his pain,
forgot everything in the ecstacy of delight. He leaned forward in rapture,
and, as the sounds floated higher and) higher, he half rose frtom his seat
and extended his clasped hands before him. He seemed to be lifted above
his surroundings, and] to be soaring with the music on celestial wings. All
his pain and sorrow were gone, and his soul was with his mother's among
God's angels.
The next morning the sexton, in making his rounds, came across a cold,
little figure in the back of the church, with its face turned towards heaven.
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Paderewski.
Mississippi Industrial Institute and College,
COLLEGE CHAPEL,
SATURDAY EVENING, JANUARY 21, 1905,

8:30

p. M.

PROGRAM.
Prelude and Fugue, A minor,
Sonata, Op. 57,

Bach-Liszt

.

Beethoven

f Allegro Assai, Andante con Moto.l
[ Allegro ma non troppo, Presto,
J
Impromptu, Op. 142
Serenade,

-

Erlking,

-

Schubert
Schubert-Liszt

|

Ballade, C minor,
Etude, No. 12, 7, 3, Op. 10,
Scherzo, C sharp minor,

Chopin

Valse, Op. 42
Melodie, Op. 16,
Rhapsodic, No. 6,

...
Steinway Piano Used.

Ladies will please remove their hats.
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Paderewski
Liszt

Senior Music Class.

MARIE CRITZ.

BESS HAND.
mi 28

Dedication of the New Music Hall,
Mississippi Industrial Institute and College, Columbus, Miss.
Tuesday Evening, May J, 1905, 8:15 o'clock, with the

Pittsburg Orchestra,
Emil Paur, Conductor, and Madame Gadski.
PITTSBURG ORCHESTRA,
EMIL PAUR, Conductor.

Spring Tour, Season of 1904 and 1905.
FIRST VIOLINS:

Luigi von Kunits, Concertmaster,
Leo Altman,
Franz Kohler,
Carl Wonderle,
Walter Cotton,
Valdemar Papenbrock,
Karl Marcherick,
N. Weiss.
SECOND VIOLINS:

Otto Lund, Principal,
David Dubinsky,
A. Rosen,
Adolf Loeb,
W. W. Hubner,
Fritz Schurwan.
VIOLAS:

Jean de Backer, Principal,
G. Pomero,
Hugo Carew,
Hermann Mueller.
Paul Hermann,
A. Stephen.
VIOLONCELLOS :

Herman Beyer-Hane, Prin
cipal,
Goerner,
Franz Lorenz,
Herman Melzer.

BASSES :

Wenzel Jiskra, Principal,
A. Salvator,
R. Klimitz,
Wm. Stein.
FLUTES :

F. V. Badollet,
B. Culp,
Carl Benthaler.
PIANISTS

Carl Benthaler.
PICCOLO:

Carl Benthaler.
OBOES :

Fred DeAngelis,
E. Princelotti.
ENGLISH HORN:

E. Princelotti.
CLARINETS :

Leon Medser,
S. Nirella.
BASS CLARINET AND PERCUS
SION :

R. Donati.

Tour Under Direction of Loudon G. Charlton.

BASSOONS :

A. Leroux,
Carl Nusser,
Hermann Mueller.
DOUBLE BASSONS :

Hermann Mueller.
HORNS :

Fritz Koch,
Max Pottag,
Otto Henneberg,
O. F. Loeblich.
TRUMPETS :

S. Finkelstein,
Otto Kegel.
TROMBONES :

Emil Vorberg,
Fred Sinn,
Carl Kraatz.
TUBA :

Hans Thorae.
DRUMS, ETC. :

William Reitz.
HARP :

Margaret Wonderle
LIBRARIAN :

Otto Kegel.

PROGRAM.
EMIL PAUR, Conductor.
MME. GADSKI, Soloist.
1 Schumann

MR. BEYER-HANE, Soloist.
-

-

2 Wagner

Symphony No. 4 in D Minor

Tannhauser Aria "Dich Theure Halle"
MME.

GADSKI.

3 Servais

-

Concerto for Violinocello

BEYER-HANE.

4

Beethoven

5

(a) Schumann

Leonore Overture No. 3
-

(b) Liszt
6

-

Traumerei

Hungarian Rhapsody No. 2

Massenet

"Ouvre tes yeux bleus"

Weil

"Spring Song"

Schubert

"The Erl King"
MME GADSKI.

7 Wagner

Rienzi Overture
Mason & Hamlin Piano Used.
Ladies will Kindly Remove their Hats.

RECEPTION
in honor of
Madame Gadski and' Emil Paur
at the Music Hall immediately following
Concert in Chapel.
All admitted to Chapel cordially invited.

122

History of the Instrumental Music Class of '05.
Five years ago, so the College register says, we, the members of the
Instrumental Class of '05, ceasedl to worship at the shrine of rag-time music
and entered the straight and narrow path of the little band of crusaders
who were fighting bravely to prove, not by theory, but by their works, the
falseness of the Pagan belief prevalent concerning Classic music.
In spite of this long stretch of time, our memories of this preparatory
year have not faded m the least. Especially does the experience of the first
examination linger with us. One by one, we went into Miss Poindlexter's
studio and rendered our masterpieces. She, fearing to disclose our ignorance
so suddenly, merely smiled as if such beautiful renditions had touched the
innermost chords of nature and had filled her heart too full for words. In
a few minutes, however, she mastered her emotions and gave each some work
on technique. Technique! ! ! this is a word! whose force we have fully learned
to appreciate. As to the rest of the year, we struggled with Bach and Czerny.
The year following was about the most important in our history. The
class was organized and a definite course of work was mapped out. We were
very much surprised to find that Bach's, name headed the list. One year
seemed to be sufficient time to devote to one composer. M|uch to our sorrow,
we learned, too, that his Three-Part Inventions were just as beautiful ( ?)
tone poems as his Two-Part Inventions were. To make this burden lighter,
we were given Haydn Sonatas and Mendelssohn's Songs. Still another hor
ror loomed up before us: the examination on the Sonata form. The great
honor of appearing in public dispelled this horror, though. It was in this
year that we gave our first recital. All that we recall just now of this mem
orable evening is the remarkable ease and grace (?) of such young pianists.
After this honor upon upon honor began to be heaped, or rather thrust
upon us. I refer especially to the great distinction of becoming students of
Harmony. We pursued this delightful (?) studjy for two years. There was
always something so refreshing about Harmony, something new in every
lesson. In the beginning, each had a secret aspiration to set some short poem
to music and to become famous by having this composition published in
the Annual. But the tears shed over the first melody formed a raging
torrent which swept away such magnificent air castles in a thrice. In all
earnestness, however, let me add that Harmony was, indeed, a very interest
ing study.
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But who would not undergo any number of hardships just for the
privilege of becoming acquainted with Beethoven ? At the close of the day
on which we were given his sonatas, we were completely exhausted from
lugging them around. The burden was too precious to puit it down for
one moment.
We still remained faithful to our friend Bach. He improved won
derfully upon closer acquaintance. In justice to him, I must say that we
learned to appreciate his works and got much pleasure out of his Preludes
and Fugues, In fact each of us asked for a Bach number in our recitals this
year.
At present we have attained the dignity of seniority, and the white
collar, (the I. B. C.'s look upon the latter as the greatest honor). This year
has been the pleasantest of our course. We have come into touch with all
the masters of the eighteenth and nineteenh centuries, some by studying their
compositions, others through musical history. The latter work had been
of great interest too. At the same time it has caused us to despair of be
coming genii; for we read that all of them either composed or played well
at the age of six. We were thinking only of dolls and mud pies at that
early age.
While fitting ourselves to be concert (?) pianists, we have also been
preparing to be teachers. For the past two years, each of us has had two
pupils. These are a source of great pleasure to us—that is when they know
their lessons. At first we were very nervous over such responsibility, because
beginners can ask hard questions sometimes. In return for what we are
doing for them, they teach us the virtues of patience. We did not fully
appreciate the untiring efforts of our teacher, until we began to teach too.
Now, we realize to some extent how patiently she has struggled to lead us
onward.
After this year we separate, each to follow her chosen career. Mary
Alice has decided to go to Boston. After several years abroad, she will return
to America and will make the hearts of the class of '05 swell with pride
to hear of her success as a concert pianist. As for Marie, she talks already
of her domestic affairs. Content with the honor of receiving both a literary
and a music diploma in the same year, she will pursue fame no longer.
Maude, a member of the voice class of '04, will pursue her vocal studies for
several years to come. Then she will take the role of Kundry in Parsifal.
Bess,^ unlike Marie, believes there is more glory in sacrificing herself for
the citizens of tne State at large than in doing so merely for one of them,
consequently she is going to teach.
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Music Class of '06.

1 he music class of '06, although
in the beginning one of the largest
the department has known, has been
diminished by the decree of Fate un
til now there are only two remain
ing.

One of

our number, over

whelmed by the breadth of the art.
at the end of her Freshman year, de
cided to select a narrower field for

JEROME SAGE.

hei labor, the home. Others for va1 ious reasons have been forced to
give up their work, and it is now left
with two of us to make a name for
06.

We feel very sincerely that

the class contains a genius, but which
of us it is the succeeding years alone
will determine.

BEULAH SANFORD.
M I 30

SOPHOMORE MUSIC CLASS.

"Perseverance Conquereth All Things."
Maud Gallaspv.

Elizabeth Bout on.

Mary Boccaletti.

(Secretary)

(President)

Lucile Hardy.

Kate Smallwood.
Mary McClure.

Elizabeth Stennis.

Flower—American Beauty.

Olive Sullivan.

Colors—Lavender and Pink.

Glee Club Members.
ALRIDGE, CORNELIA
ARMOUR, EMMA
BARWICIC, MARY
BEALE, IDA LEE
BEST, GEORGIA
BOLLING, ALMA
BOCCALETTI, MARY
BOSWELL, MAMIE
BROWN, WILLIE
CHILES, BESSIE
Cox, LOUISE
DABKS, ANNIE LAURIE
DAVIS, MAMIE
EATON, HANNAH
LOWRY, LUCILE
MABRY, MAUD
MARSALIS, BESSIE
MCGOWAN, ELMA
MOORE, ELISE
NEILSON, MARGARET
OLIVER, JEAN

FISHER, LILLIAN
GASTON, MAGGIE DILL
GREENE, VANCE
HEAD, STELLA
HARDY, LUCILE
KIMBROUGH, LUCY
LANN, FANNIE LOUISE

PEVEY, CORINNE
POINDEXTEK, ETHEL
PRYOR, JESSIE LEE
ROBINS, CLARA
SAGE, FRED
SALE, SARA
SILLERS, MARY
SMALLWOOD, KATE
SHIVERS, EFFIE
SPINKS, VIRGINIA
STRINGFELLOW, DOCIA
SULLIVAN, EDNA
THOMAS, IDA
WALDRUP, FRANCIS
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The Voice of the Silence.
(To Miss Weenonah Poindexter.)

The Autumn woods are red) and brown,
The fields are filled with ripened grain,
Soft breezes blow, the leaves fall slow,
The earth drinks in the cooling rain.
Deep in the forest, quiet, hushed,
There is an air of wondrous calm,
A stillness broods o'er all around
That soothes the restless as a psalm.
The silence fills our hearts with peace.
What balms steal forth to heal our woes!
What throbs of joy, what chords of love,
Yield us contentment and repose.
We watch the leaves fall quietly,
Symbols of finished work are they;
Each leaf an effort of the tree
To make the world more bright and gay,
Each acorn some impulsive deed,-—
'Twill be another tree some day.
Dear Master, when Life s Autumn comes,
And brings us to the harvest time,
Shall we look back on well spent days
Brightened with memories sublime?
Memories of deeds for other's needs,
Hours of helpful sympathy,
Moments now sad), moments now glad,
Shall these our retrospections be?
May all our powers be given to Thee;
May every moment that we live
No matter what our calling be,
Be spent in tasks that Thou dost give.
Then from the stillness of our lives
When Autumn comes, shall flow a voice,
A message to the hurried world,
Bidding each throbbing heart rejoice.
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OLIVE SULLIVAN.

Music in America.
In thinking of the greatness America has achieved as a nation in
many ways, one is surprised, perhaps, that it has not a greater and more
dJefinite school of music. Yet one immediately realizes that to establish such
a school has not been possible in a country so young and so busy. When
the colonists first came to America, they were employed in making homes
for themselves and had but little opportunity, for a time at least, for mental
culture in any way. Yet! the pioneers had some music among thetm, for
there is no people without it, from which the American music of to-day has
grown.
Strange to say, of all the colonies that were planted during the first
quarter of the seventeenth century, only New England/ and New York
have given accounts of their earliest music. This is true, perhaps, because
they were the centers of commerce, while the tendency of Southern life was
toward the making of an aristocracy, which, though it brought mental refine
ment to a higher degree of perfection, could do nothing for music in a
higher way.
Yet the development of the art in New England and New York was
very slow. The Puritan Fathers came with their creed) and hearts set
against artistic music, and spent many years debating the question as to
whether they should sing at all. The Dutch of New York were anything
but artistically inclined. Most of them were poor adventurers who kept
themselves so absorbed in efforts for making money that th|ey had no
thought for anything else. Nor did they have a clergy to encourage them.
If the Puritans had not been so opposed to music in their worship, the
church might have at once been the foundation for the art to be built upon.
But it was not until after many years of reasoning and debating that
those Puritans who were akin to Milton in spirit succeeded in supplanting
the old "lining out" barbarism by singing by note. Still no educated musi
cians, without whom a standard of performance and taste for church music
could not be established, had come among the settlers; and as a result the
new hymns were crude and vulgar. The victory won by these ministers has
had to be followed by a reformation by such men as Mason and Gould and
later by Parker and Buck, who will be mentioned hereafter.
In New York, however, foreign influences caused a liberality which made
the introduction of artistic music an easier task, and in that city instrumental
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music had its beginning. The English wh-o took possession of New Amster
dam changed the social life of the colonists, enlightening it as it were. Ballad
opera was at that time the chief form of entertainment in England, and in
I75° the first musical play in New York, "The Beggar's Opera," was given.
English actors and singers came to this country; the Italians followed speed
ily. "If uncultivated, the Americans were at least glad to be entertained and
willing to pay for their pleasures."
1 hough this English influence began the opera, the Germans gave us
the first orchestra. As early as 1846, an orchestra of eighteen members,
called the Steiermarkers, came to New York, and the growth of the orchestra
was so rapid that by the year 1853, when Julien arrived, his company was
increased to ninety-seven, with which great concerts were given in that city.
The date of the beginning of Choral Societies, which have had such an
influence 111 this country, is uncertain. It is supposed to have been about
the middle of the eighteenth century. When this movement had really com
menced, it spread rapidly throughout New England and New York and even
the Middlle States. Some of the earliest and best known societies are the
Stoughton, the Handel and Haydn of Boston, and the Choral Society of New
J
Y ork.
fhere are few early American composers who deserve mention. Louis
Morean Gottschalk, of New Orleans, appreciated highly the beauty of Negro
melodies of the South, and made use of some of them in his fantasies, which
have been very popular. Lowell Mason and! Nathaniel Gould were chiefiv
occupied with the compilation of hymn books and the arrangement and en
richment of church music.
Among the earliest students who went abroad was James Cutler Dunn
Parker. Since his return to America, he has been busy as organist and com
poser, and has written some religious cantatas which deserve praise
His
kinsman, Dudley Buck, has also done much to elevate and enrich sacred music.
1Us art;stlc music has grown to mean much in the life of Americans
s the prejudices against it have been overcome and the German influence has
been strengthened, the art has come to be really an art with us.
But we yet lack a definite national school of music. The hindrances to
this, however, until recently, have been great. There has been meager native
encouragement to efforts toward the better kind; the people seem

ifrlZ Z

larger WOrkS °f °Ur COmpOSerS are beginnt
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Some have suggested that an individual American style be made by
embodying the folksong of our country in our best productions. But the dis
cussion as to what our folksong is, followed. Many have thought that the
negro melodies should be taken, but others argued that the war songs of the
Indians might be as reasonably accepted. But, as Hughes has said, "The
true hope for national spirit in American music surely lies not in the arbitrary
seizure of some musical dialect, but in the development of just such a quality
as gives us an individuality among the nations of the world in respect to our
character as a people." We are made up of all the peoples of the world; then
our music should be the voices of all the nations blended into one, and thus
exactly like no one.
Edward McDowell, whom I shall take as a representative American
composer of to-day, maintains that the Indian music, however, if either were
to be chosen is preferable to the negro melodies. Indeed, he has written an
Indian suite which is very beautiful and impressive. As a composer, M!cDowell has a marked individuality. His chord1 formations and progressions
are entirely his own and often unique, and his melodies are fine, free, and
wholesome. By characteristic work he has brought American music before
the foreign world more than ever before, perhaps even more than at home.
We now feel that the opportunities for such musicians are great. "Now
that Americanism is ripe in the land, some of the glowing interest in things
national might well be turned! toward an art that has been too much and too
long neglected among us." We must take American music seriously. Many
are inquiring whither the future masters are to come. Some are looking to
wards Russia; yet why should we not believe in our "high-hearted, electricminded" people against the struggling subjects of the Czar, and before the
close of this century make America the musical center of the world? There
is no apparent reason for not doing so.

MARIE CRITZ,

President.

MARY ALICE WALLER.

I ice-President.

MAUDE MURPHY MABRY.

Treasurer.

BESSIE HAND,
S3

JEROME SAGE.

Recording Secretary

Corresponding Secretary.
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Something About the Bach Society.
ONE of the saddest things in a great man's life is
that the good and greatness in it are not' recog
nized, oftentimes until he is gone,—that no mon
uments are erected in commemoration of his val
uable aid to the progress of mankind, that his
portrait is not placed in the Hall of Fame, that
the great organizations among men do not bear
his name, until his ears are filled with the
.dust of mortality, and his eyes dimmed by the
mists which hover over the river Styx. So it
was with the great master of musical form, John
Sebastian Bach. He little thought', I dare say,
that his name would be immortalized by the lov
ers of music in the cultured world; that gener
ations later bands of enthusiastic workers would
labor toward the zenith of their art under the
binding epithet of "Bach."
Thus, the Bach Society of the Industrial Institute and College. This or
ganization had its beginning in 1895, with about thirty-five zealous members.
It was their purpose to increase the interest' of the music pupils in their1 work,
to make a serious study of some phase of music history, and "to demonstrate
what a factor in edfucation the knowledge of music really is." This study
was begun with diligent researches into the biographies of the great com
posers. Bach was first, naturally. This line of work was pursued from year
to year until the fall of 1903, when a course on the legends, characters, and
history of the Wagnerian operas was begun. This has proved an interesting
study. On account of unavoidable circumstances, there were no meetings of
the society the first' four months of the present session, but the work has been
resumed in the Wagnerian opera field.
The music department of the college is so large, that it has been thought
best to restrict the membership of the Bach Society to a certain number.
ML U
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These members are to be selected by the members of the society from the most
earnest and energetic music pupils. As vacancies are made on the roll from
time to time during the year, these are filled also by election on the part of
the members.
The Bach Society gives an annual concert during Commencement, and
has private, regular meetings once in two weeks. We have no society hall
now, but we hope to be able to claim a comer in the new Music Hall, which
is just' reaching completion. And with a home of our own, the old purpose in
view, and1 a musical atmosphere to live in, we shall strive to do credit to him
whose name we bear.
M. S. C.

In Memoriam.
How little we know of our nearest friends! How little they know of
us! Our inmost souls are unread, and others judge of us wholly from their
own points of view. They cannot enter our hearts and stand side by side with
our yearnings. There are beaches along whose pebbly strands they have
never trodlden. They have not heard the moaning of the bar. There are
times when we are as absolutely alone as if cast upon some uninhabited island.
There is no fellowship except when we look up. We know there is none but
God who understands, and with absolute confidence, we throw ourselves in his
encompassing arms.
Many who knew Prof. Barrow most intimately, felt that they knew him
not at all. But he had fellowship with God.
In the Koran it is said that when a man dies, they who' survive him ask
what property he has left behind; but the angels who bend over) a dying man
ask what good deedis he has sent before him.
Columbus with its business houses closed during his funeral, testified to the
good deeds Prof. Barrow had done. The poor old woman in Virginia, whom
he was supporting because she was kind to his father, and to whom he always
mailed his church paper that she might know he thought of her each week,
will testify to his benevolence. The old negro man whose wants he supplied
will testify to his charity. The church of whom he was a zealous member for
so many years will testify to his contributions to the cause of education. Mr.
Kincannon can testify to his value as a counsellor and friend. You who knew
him as an instructor can testify to his fidelity to duty and to principles. \\ e
who knew him as a co-worker testify to his liberality and breadth of view.
We have so often heard him pray: "May we so spend our life that at its
close we may have no sad regrets on account of misspent time or lost oppor
tunity." That prayer contained his watchword. "His mind was his kingdom,
and his will and his law." He set an absolute standard for himself and one of
charity and tolerance for others.
We remember now that many of his words to us were words of wisdom
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born of experience and learning. Perhaps unconsciously we depended upon
him, knowing that he was always at his post of duty. \\ hen you are older
women you will recognize in your characters that his life and example and
words have woven into it.
Truly, ''he being dead yet speaketh."
"We live in deeds not years;
In thoughts, not breadths;
In feelings, not in figures on a dial.
We should count time by heart-throbs,
He most lives who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best."
Sunset and evening star
And one clear call for me!
And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea..
But such a tide as moving seems asleep
Too full for sound or foam,
When that which drew from out the boundless deep
Turns again home.
Twilight and evening bell.
And after that the dark,
And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;
For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place
The flood may bear me far,
I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crost the bar.

MRS. ABELL.
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Resolutions from the Faculty.
Even as the Spirit of God hath made us, and the breath of the Almighty
hath given us life, so, when it pleaseth Him, He dpth send to us His messen
ger. That messenger hath bidden to the Father's House, one of us—
And whereas our beloved friend, J. M. Barrow, has, in answer to the
summons bowed his honored head, silvered over with the frost of burdened
years, and passed out of the sweep of our mortal vision.
And, whereas, we knew him for a gentleman of that old school, whose
courtly grace of manner was the expression of a heart true to all the highest
ideals of manhood1; and whereas, he was a scholar, equally versed in both
ancient and modern classical literature, walking familiarly with Homer and
with Newton, reverently and in all humility of spirit communing with the
Prophets of God that he might learn of them, yet studying the ways of the
children that he might reach in broad sympathy, their hearts and mind's;
And whereas, his blameless life, his lofty integrity, his expressed faith,
his never failing charity in judgment and in act, bore witness of him as a
christian, therefore, Resolved, that those of us, especially who were so greatly
privileged as to have been his pupils, would gladlly make his high ideal in his
profession and in all the walks of his life our own;
Resolved, also, that we, the members of this Faculty, who have for
many years known and loved him as a friend, whether in the school room, or
out of it, will, while life last, keep in our heart of hearts, his memory green.
Resolved further, as a body from whom his wise and temperate coun
sels have been taken, that while we deplore the inestimable loss to ourselves
in losing him, our "guide, philosopher and friend," we thank our Heavenh
Father that such example and such influence has been accorded to us;
Resolved, that, to his daughters, drinking now the bitter draught of
grief with its cruel pain, we bring in sorrowing offering, our tendferest sym
pathy, adding to these our prayer that He who alone can wipe away the tears
from their eyes, will comfort them through a clearer vision of their loved
one in the fadeless light of eternal day.
Resolved, finally, that1 copies of these resolutions be sent to the members
of the family, and that they be entered upon the minutes of the Faculty of
the Industrial Institute and College.
BELLE ABELL,
SUSIE F. WALKER,
FANNIE J. MOSBY.

Wednesday, November 30, 1904.
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A Hallowe'en Party at the I. I. & C.
It was Hallowe'en. The Seniors as witches were to entertain the Juniors
as ghosts. The lower chapel-hall, which is cut up into nooks and corners
by offices and recitation rooms, was decorated to suit the occasion. Around
on the walls were seen black cats' heads, each of which emitted from its eyes,
mouth, and nose the light of) candles within and illuminated the hall.
Branches covered with autumn leaves served to conceal the heads partially, and
to cast gloomy shadows on the scene. Over the floor were scattered rugs and
sofa pillows in disorder. Screens separated the central or main part of the
hall from the dark nook at the south side, between two recitation rooms, and
from the long space at the west end, between the President's and Secretary's
offices. In this space was a table over which were sprinkled yellowish brown
leaves. It was spread for fifty and was filled with saladls, pickles, fruits and
nuts, of which the most interesting were the chestnuts, served in hollow
turnips. It was lighted by candles fixed in hollow pumpkins, at intervals of
five or six feet on the table. The features of cats had been carved in each
side of the pumpkins.
The witches appeared with dlisheveled hair, haggard faces, streaked with
black and red. On their caps, which reached three or four feet above their
heads, were emblazoned skulls, lizards, snakes, etc. These representatives
of the mysterious in their long black robes were sauntering heedlessly around
the hall mumbling in undertones. Then the clock struck ten and' the door
at the east entrance opened. The ghosts in white robes flowing and trailing
on the floor entered receiving respectively bags enclosing their fortunes from
the cold, clammy hand of an unknown ghost, which pointed them to the dark
nook on the south side, where they tested their future histories by attempts
to fish out, in the manner of a dkick, apples buried in water. Then they
peered farther into the future by trying to fasten their teeth in the resisting
apples suspended by strings, and by piercing a pumpkin which was hung from
the ceiling, and on which were printed the letters of the alphabet, the
pierced being the initial letter of the actor's future name. Finally, with slow
and solemn steps they approached the desk where sat the wise woman. As
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each applicant nearedv the wise woman raised her face, which was almost
concealed by her streaming, tangled hair, to look upon the prier into fate.
Then she half dreamily pressed the drop of ink between two papers, inter
preted the signs, and breathed forth the doom of the inquirer. As each heard
her fate proclaimed, she slipped noiselessly away to the east end of the
hall to learn where her predicted lot should begin, by jumping over a now
of lighted candles placed on the floor. The candles represented the months,
and the one extinguished was the significant one. Their fortunes having been
determined fully, witches and1 ghosts took off their masks, and, standing
around the table spent a pleasant hour, in which the witch and ghost
like atmosphere was relieved somewhat by the happy exclamations and the
merry laughter which took the place of the mumbling undertones.
After an hour thus pleasantly spent in eating, drinking, and being merry,
witches and ghosts resumed their respective attitudes and attended an un
expected dance of two witches, who would have been fair companions of
Macbeth's witches, and whose accompanying song ran thus:
" The wierd sisters hand in hand,
Fortunetellers of the land,
Thus do go about, about.
Thrice for thine and thrice for mine
And thrice again to make up nine,
Place the Charm's made up."

The dance over, all sat in a circle in the center of the hall, leaned for
ward in a posture of intense interest, eager to hear the witch and1 ghost
stories to be told. Suddenly the lights grew dim, producing shadows like
apparitions. From above came the sound of music faintly audible. All gazed
wildly, staring from one to another while listening to a story which a witch
was telling of the "Valley of Shadows." Hardly had the witch ended and
a ghost begun her tale when the ghost looked around, saw that their com
panion had fled and heard the last strokes of twelve. The lights grew more
dim, the music less audible. The ghosts passed in silence from the hall,
feeling doubtless in their bones ghosts they could not see.
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Individuality Among College Students.
The conception of the worth of the individual is fast becoming world
wide. Time was when the individuality of man was swallowed1 up in the
machinery of government, either political or social. Men were born for the
pleasure of kings; there were no such things as freedom of thought and
opinion. Men were expected to be like their fellows, to have the same beliefs.
But as ignorance gives place to knowledge, as the light of a broader
civilization breaks upon the darkened minds of men, the truth that no man
is exactly like any other is forcing itself upon humanity with peculiar power.
And so at the beginning of the twentieth century, we find thinkers, especially
educators, busying themselves with the problems as to how the value of
individuality may be impressed upon the youth of the age.
Giant figures loom up to us from the past—men and women in whose
hands the fate of nations rested, strong personalities that stand out in sharp
and distinct contrast with the passive characters that surround them. We
look upon Caesar, Napoleon, Bismark, Gladstone, Lincoln, and others equally
as great and we seek to fathom the secret of their great power over men.
The secret was this: These great men were men who thought indepen
dently. Wherever there is a deep thought there is originality and personality
and power. Elizabeth of England was one of the great women that' stamped
their impress upon history. And she was a thinker. She stepped upon the
throne of England, which was, like a reed shaken in the wind, and with the in
imitable skill at which statesmen wonder to-day, she tided her country over a
crises which has few parallels in history.
In seeking to know how this Queen was able to wield such an influence,
we find that she possessed the power of clear and definite thinking. There
were court adjvisors in abundance, but it was to her own judgment that she
turned before final issues.
Martin Luther was a man of pre-eminent individuality. He thought, he
formed his own opinions, he had his own convictions, he stood by them
and revolutionized the world.
xlH
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And so with all of our great characters. If we study their inner lives,
we shall find' always a train of independent thought, a searching out of
things that caused them to stand out clearly and boldly among those around
them.
As is consistent with the great educational progress being made at this
time, the subject of individuality is taking a firmer hold in our educational
institutions. Our teachers are realizing more and' more that if students are
to have strong personalities; if they are to fit themselves to cope with the
problems encountered after college, they must develop in themselves the power
to think definitely and independently.
That college students are beginning to realize the value of individuality
is sure, but that there is still a great advance to be made is equally true.
We are being told every day to think for ourselves, to form our own opin
ions, to give our work a distinctive coloring, and yet in many cases the re
sponse to this exhortation is not encouraging.
Now, in our college work where much must be compressed into little
time, we find it an easy matter to overload our heads with others' thoughts
than to have a few thoughts all our own. Even among some of our serious
college students, those who are seeking higher education, we find the ten
dency towards too close an adherence to text books. There seems to be an
idea prevalent that if all questions asked in the class are answered correctly,
there remains nothing further to be done. Such an idea is false. Vastly
more important than the ability to answer questions is the power to think for
one's self.
It is a lamentable fact that whatever effort is expended on the part of the
instructors to avoid] the calamity, there are yet some students who are "ground
out," as it were, all alike. They seem to be unable to get outside the covers
of their text books while at college, and digging along in the same way with
their fellow students, it is small wonder that they all make their exit, the
exact counterpart of one another. And when they face the world and its
problems, for which there is no text book, these studlents are utterly at sea,
unable to think or act independently. Their college education has meant to
them merely a catalogue of facts and as such is wholly invaluable.
This ought never to be so. And it is encouraging to note that among
many students, clear and continued thinking is coming to be considered the
one thing needlful in education. The lack of thought found: at times results
not from our inability to think but from the fact that we do not realize how
much we lose in failing to exercise our thought power.
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The individual is God s understudy, and He never repeats himself."
When this truth forces itself home to us; when we come to feel that it is
a divine conception by which every man may have a personality and what is
inseparable from it, power, there will be a great revolution of ideals among
college studlents, and in fact among all people. We are too prone to de
preciate the value of our own possibilities. We do not realize that, although
there are certain invariable traits common to all men, there is in every man
the possibility to be what no other man can be. But we refuse to accept our
own thoughts as unworthy of any consideration and so go through life ad
miring, and probably envying, the strong personality of others which might
have been ours for the taking. And we never consider that we are marring
the conceptions of the Creator by absorbing indiscreetly the opinions of
others when we ought to be forming some of our own. Not that we should
regard other people's opinions as of no value, but we must accept them only in
so far as they aid) us in working out our own thoughts.
No reasonable person would do other than condemn Esau for selling his
birth-right for a mess of pottage. Shall we then as college students sell our
divine birth-right to individuality by refusing to think, and shall we take in
place of this inalienable right a mere catalogue of facts which shall be of no
use to us in after life? Let us realize that independent thinking means indi
viduality and individuality, power. When we begin to think for ourselves, then
are we on the highway to a true education, which is the power to see the
beautiful of this life and to appreciate it. This is the education that men are
clamoring for and it comes from a thorough development of our personalities.
BEULAH SANFORD.
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A Reflection.
(With Apologies to Mr. Shakespeare.)
All College life's a tragedy,
And all the pupils, good and bad, the actors.
They have their exits and their entrances;
And one girl in her time plays many parts,
Her acts being seven classes. As, first, the I. B. C.,
With a head full of knowledge ( ?), worshipping and! hugging
Near HER Senior's side, and! hoping to be PRESIDENT of the Power
Society. Then the care-free A. Normal, making air-castles,
And loving herself. And then, the Freshman
Sighing like furnace, with a woe-begone look
Made by analyzing. Then the Sophomore
Full of hard tasks, and drooping like the willow,
With a 1-o-n-g-d-r-a-w-n face, suddfen and quick to get English
Books, Seeking the bubble reputation
Even in the field of "Matrimony." And the Junior
Recuperating from burdensome work, and getting gay,
With eyes bright, and hair all "frizzed" up,
Thinking of two years' hence and the results thereof,
And so she plays her part! The sixth act shifts
Into the light and) dignified Senior
With nose slightly tilted and assuming a lovelorn expression;
Her youthful face ( ?), well wrinkled, a world too wrinkled
For her extreme youth! and her sweet womanly voice
Turning again toward childish treble,
And loving in its sound. Last scene of all
That endb this eventful 'history
Is that of "DECISION,"—to either
Have a "FELLOW," be a "Fellow," or retire in sadness into
That most glorious of womanly occupations—"SPINSTERHOOD."
MAGGIE DILL GASTON.

Lord ofLfosk ts tX us •
The God c/Ji. co6is Our re/uje;
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What the Young Women's Christian Associa
tion Means to the College Student.
URING the first years of the existence of this institu
tion some loving hearts, feeling intensely the need
of spiritual development along with the fast increas
ing power of the growing numbers of students here,
gave us the Young Women's Christian Association.
The one real purpose of this organization is, by re
ligious conversation, correspondence, Bible study,
prayer, and the consecrated lives of its members to
influence the young women of Mississippi to accept,
to represent, and to serve Jesus Christ. No organi
zation, no power from any source has done so much to broaden, uplift, and
strengthen the ideals, purposes, and plans of the College students as has
the Young Women's Christian Association.
Before the student reaches college the association has learned of her
coming, and she is met and welcomed upon her arrival at College, and
every courtesy is shown her and every help is given her in her attempts to
adapt herself to the new and bewildering routine of college life. The
reception committee, within a few days, invites her to the first general social
event of the session, the Young Women's Christian Association reception
for studlents and faculty. There she meets friends who are ready and
eager to become acquainted with her and bring her in touch with pleasant
college associates.
Sunday evening she is welcomedl to the weekly devotional meeting of
the Association, where she hears presented in a simple, sincere manner the
meaning of this Christian organization and its claims upon her that it may
help her and in turn receive her help and support. She is urged to enrol!
herself among its members and thus become an active worker in this cause.
Very soon there comes an appeal to become a member of a class in syste
matic daily Bible studjy, already the courses for the year having been
planned and clearly presented. A course in Mission study is also placed
15°

before her and through the prayers and works of the Missionary Committee
there is thrown about her the true spirit of love and service for the Master.
Morning and) evening prayer meetings seek her interest and co-operation
and supply the want of comfort and strength of the home life. A small
but good library of religious books offers her daily food and help for Chris
tian living, while informal receptions or "socials" from time to time keep
her happy and relieve her from the busy cares of college life and at the
same time bring her in direct contact with the Christian life.
Finally, with surprise perhaps, she finds in all this work the practical
lessons for every-day life, that which helps her to take Christ into her own
individual struggles and victories, that which disperses monotony and
drudgery and makes life useful and happy. The earnest, informal appeal
of students, of her own associates and class mates touches her and her heart
opens to receive the simple truths of the gospel as never before. Attendance
at the Asheville Summer Conference as an under-graduate delegate from
her association brings her into contact with hundreds of other strong college
women, broadens her sense of duty and responsibility to students of her own
college and to those of other lands, or perhaps leads her to know a Savior
whom she has never before accepted.
After some years the student reaches seniorhood andl the senior who
has been actively engaged in Association work welcomes this year as a great
opportunity. Education has given her a deeper meaning of life, a broader
sympathy with all people, and earnestly she gives herself to the Master to
be used for His glory. Her womanhood comes to be most noble and help
ful because she draws her inspiration from Him "who is chiefest among
ten thousand, the altogether lovely." She is a tower of strength, a com
fort in trouble to all. She raises the moral standards of her college, her
literary societies, and her class. She is a blessing to the Association, to
the college, to all. All the influence, all the training of her Association
has caused her to give herself more and more to the service of the Master,
and most naturally when she goes out from college she goes to find a work
to do for the love of the Master either in her home, church, or in active con
secrated service in home or foreign lands. Missionaries have gone to the
foreign field, others are preparing to go, and great numbers are engaged
in Christian home work who have had their training and inspiration within
the bounds of our own Young Women's Christian Association.
In other words the Association means Christ. All the social fun, the
literature, intense interest in Bible and Mission study, the earnest, prayer
ful, heart-searching gospel meetings where students often accept Christ, tend
to answer the prayer, "Thy kingdom come, and to bring into His fold the
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Cabinet of tbe lj)ounc} tlXHomen's Christian Hssociation.

MARY HARVEY

PRESIDENT

Her love and knowledge of Association
work, her deeply spiritual power, and her
unusual excutive ability have promoted a
great advance of Christian activity, not
only in the Association, hut in the entire
college.

MARY HARVEY.

Presiden t.

BEULAH SANFORD

VICE-PRESIDENT

DEVOTIONAL CHAIRMAN.

This committee has provided for regu
lar weekly devotional meetings of the As
sociation, also for several special evangel
istic services, and as a result of both there
have been eleven conversions. Morning
and evening prayer-meetings have been or
ganized and maintained through the efforts
of this hand.
Music has been arranged for all devo
tional meetings, also for special song ser
vices.

BEULAH SANFORD.

I icc-Prcsidcnt.
ml 37

EMMA MAY LANEY

SECRETARY

Careful records of devotional and busi
ness meetings, and of all committee work
have been preserved. Membership cards
have been presented to all new members.

EMMA MAY LANEY,

Secretary.

JANJE E. STENNIS

TREASURER

All pledges for American, State, college,
and missionary Association work are rapid
ly being met, and our "budget" of eleven
hundred fifty dollars is sure of completion.

• JANIE STENNIS

Treasurer.

!
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NANNIE KOGEK

BIIU.E STUDY CHAIRMAN

Through practical talks on Bible study
and personal invitation to students, this
committee has organized eighteen Bible
classes with a membership of one hundred
eighty students. A second study has been
added to the course, and the effort is beingmade to establish a four years' course in
daily, systematic Bible study.
ii.
I

Ji
NANNIE KOGER,

Chairman Bible Study Committee.

MAXIE HATHORNE....MISSIONARY CHAIRMAN

Four Mission study classes, with an en
rollment of fifty-six
students, have been
provided for, and through letters from
missionaries, news from foreign fields, and
talks on missions, active interest has been
secured among the members. The denom
inational missionary societies, five in num
ber, have been included in this department.

'

MAXIE HATHORNE,

Chairman Missionary Committee
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MAUDE MABRY

MEMBERSHIP CHAIRMAN

Special effort was made to reach and help
new students at the beginning of the ses
sion, this work being followed by earnest
presentation of the object of the Associaciation, and personal invitation to each stu
dent to unite with it. Four hundred eightyfive. from six hundred dormitory students,
have accepted the invitation.

MAUDE MABRY,

Chairman of Membership Committee.

BLANCHE FOOSE....INTER-COLLEGIATE CHMN.

This Association has been kept in touch
with others by correspondence. Twelve
posters for devotional meetings have been
designed, nineteen subscriptions secured
for the "Evangel," and a valuable and at
tractive hand-book has been published.

• BLANCHE FOOSE,

Chairman of Inter Collegiate Committee.

LOLLIE RILEY

SOCIAL CHAIRMAN

The aim of this committee is to unite all
young women of the institution in Chris
tian fellowship.
A general reception in
the beginning of the year was followed by
group socials planned to reach all stu
dents and to reveal to them the joyous
Christian life.

LOLLIE RILEY,

Chairman of Social Committee.

ILIA

MITCHELL

LIBRARIAN

One hundred seventy-four volumes of
Mission and Bible studies, together with
reference and fiction, constitute the Asso
ciation library. Interest in religious liter
ature is encouraged.

IDA

MITCHELL

Librarian.
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JEAN OLIVER.

."SUNSHINE" CHAIRMAN

To scatter seeds of kindness, to be
happy, to make others happy, to make
"sunshine" is our purpose in life.

JEAN ULIVER.

Chairman of the Sunshine Committee.

MARIE CRITZ....ASHEVILLE CONF. CHAIRMAN

One of the most attractive exhibits of
Association work was made at the Ashe
ville conference last year. Twelve students
represented us there, and we purpose to
double the number this year.

MARIE CRITZ,

Chairman of Asheville Conference Com.

What a General Secretary Means to Us.
We believe, indeed we know, that our having a general secretary this
year has been the source of many of our greatest blessings, and the occasion
of much of our success as an organization.
Each year, our association is becoming more and more the heart of our
college, the central force about which the lives of the most serious students'
revolve. As it has continued to increase in size and influence, and in depth
of spiritual power, we have felt a deep necessity for some one who could
stand back of all this work, as it were, to re-enforce it, and urge forward,,
or repress, if necessary, stimulate, encourage and inspire on all sides; some
one who would keep us alive to the needs and obligations of our organiza
tion, and know if we progress or if we go backward. Our general secretary
has supplied that need. Now that' we realize what her presence and help
has meant to the association, we wonder that we were ever able to do without
her.
We have been kept in touch with the WorldTs, National, the State, and
the College Associations; we have been informed of their aims and achieve
ments, and have been caused to realize, as we have perhaps never before real
ized, what our duties and responsibilities are in connection with so grand
a sphere of Godfs work. Further, our secretary has known and assisted
with every undertaking of the different departments; each committee chair
man, and every committee member has consulted her, has had her suggestions
of help, her interpretations of duties to be performed.
But most important, most vital of all that has been dbne is the definite
personal work among the girls. In an institution so large as ours, the ques
tion of personal work that may reach every individual in school, is a difficult
one to solve. Each girl has her especial duties and they are usually mani
fold. Yet there come times in the school life of each one when a quiet,
restful talk with a sympathetic friend is needed, when some one, who looks
life squarely in the face, can advise, and pray with and encourage her .
ml38
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Here, our general secretary has; had many such opportunities. The
girls, whether they are association members or not, have felt a freedom to
consult her at any time. They have felt, too, that by doing so, they were
not interrupting her, or drawing her out of her sphere of work, but they
have gone knowing that they would receive the sympathy and encourage
ment for which they were seeking. Who can say what these personal
touches have not meant ? Who can say how many persons all over the world
are drawn closer to Christ through the help and sympathy of some one, whose
daily life reveals or reflects the humanity and love of Christ Himself? Only
the Heavenly Father knows.
And so it is that our hearts are filled' with gratitude and praise to
God because He has seen fit to give us a general secretary. We thank Him
again, and again, and pray Him to continue to bless us in this especial
way,—and not only for ourselves, but it is our prayer that our sister asso
ciations may also receive the same blessing.
A STUDENT.
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SONG WRITERS
O LIVE SULIVAN LEADER
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AEULAH EIAAFFARN,C."WE5LE}

COLLEGE CHAPEL
1 O'CLOCK
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Eonnie 45on«lagci,
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S eiia SDiat) ©^ell,
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ijSaniine ©bitten.

liber alien (Sibfeln
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9fnbeft bn and)!

Der deutsche Verein was organized the thirtieth day of September, nine
teen hundred and four, by the members of the Junior German class; first,
for the benefit, and second, for the pleasure generally derived from such an
organization.
The executive powers of this club were vested in a president and a
vice-president; the recordls and finances were placed under the supervision
of a secretary and treasurer; a critic, whose duty it would be to give all her
criticisms in German, and a pianist, who should play all accompaniments
to the German songs to be sung in the club, were elected; and! regular meet
ings were appointed to be held every Friday evening.
Thus far, we may safely say that our club has been a success. Each
member seems to have thoroughly enjoyed the meetings, and especially those
at which we tested our skill in writing short stories andl poems in the
German language. That you may see the kind of poems we usually write,
we quote the one that took the prize at the last meeting.
Es war einmal ein duetscher Verein,
Das un einem Wachmittaginjeder Woche
Kara zusammen zu trinken den Wein.
Und zu schreiben die Poesie und die Geshichte.

ML *0
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tkGig"glers.,,

M O T T O —"LIVE UP TO OUR NAME."
C OLOR — P EARL AND P URPLE.

FLOWER — V IOLET.

F A V O R I T E A N I M A L — BOYS.

S O N G — - PICK-A- BOO."

T I M E OF M E E T I N G — KNOWN ONLY TO US.

"GIGGLERS.'

YELL.
Rickety Rack, Rickety Rah!
We're "Gigglers," Yes we are.
We're tony, We are swell,
We're the "Gigglers," Can't you tell?
NAME.
LAWRENCE

WHY

CAME
COLLEGE.

TO [WHAT SHE TALKS
ABOUT.

DENTON ...

To get letters from; "Town Boys."
A. (?)
T. B. loved an- j "Beautiful Angels
other.
|
(?)

OLIVER

"Cause sister did.

WIER
HESTER
WALKER

...

To

bring
the
styles.
We can't find out.
.1 "To

be a
gler."

Gig-1

"Next Summer."
"U of M"
That

Dance."

"Magazines."
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OPINION OF BOYS.

ASPIRATION.

"They're all right." To be the belle of
Eupor.
To be loved.
"Give him an inch,
he'll take a
hand."
"What a bundle To learn to sing.
of charms."
'They are 'not all
To travel.
angels."
'Won't
do
to
To be a lady.
trust."
'I'm
scar'd
of. To be a Musician
them."

Local Color Club.
Motto: "Let us think the most of what we yet may
TOAST :

"Here's to lying lips; for truthful hps are bores."
JJARONESS MUNCHAUSEN
RED
PRINCESSE PENTO
FRAULEIN MANHATTAN
COLE
LADY MANDEVILLE
SAN FORD : Gone looking for her name.

SENIOR BASKET BALL TEAM.

LOOSE.

Captain.

FITTS,

LEECH.

SAN FORD,

X. RICE,

RILEY,

RED.

Guard.

Forzeard.

Forzvard.

Grabber-

Guard.

Guard.

SMITH,

F. RICE,

Center.

Center.

YELL :
Hi \ r e hi vo hi yo hoo
Zi ze zi zo zi zo zoo
Bizzlety Rizzlety Dizzlety Dive
Basket Ball Seniors Nineteen Five.

II ^

i

JUNIOR BASKET BALL TEAM.
KF.IRN,

Guard.

COLORS-

J

ARDEE,

BONSLAGEL,

WHITE,

1 UNISON,

Forzaard.

Captain.

Center.

Guard.
MCNEIL,

SHELL,

LANEY,

ROBERTSON,

Forward.

Center.

Guard.

Guard.

'iolct and Lilac.

MOTTO-

N EWELL ,

Forward.

E l^hy to WIN.'

TEAM SONG.
Tune, "Dixie."
Oi' there's not a team can ever beat us.
Don't you see you can't defeat us?
Get away, get away, get away for '06.
\ ou may think your men are bigger.
But with us that cuts 110 figger;
Get away, get away, get away for '06.

! hen clear the track for Juniors,
Hooray—Hooray!
We'll never fall till we get that ball
And win the day for Juniors.
Hooray—Hooray!
We'll live or die for Juniors!
Hooray—H ooray!
We'll live or die for Juniors!

Just come this way, we'd like to teach you
That our moves are sure to reach you;
Get away, get away, get away for '06.
All our foes are sure to falter,
For we've vowed we'll never alter,
Get away, get away, get away for '06.

SOPHOMORE BASKET BALL TEAM.

I loLMES,

MONTGOMERY,
HAND,

FRANKS, C a p t a i n .
WILLIAMSON,
DUNNING
SALLIS,
DUNCAN.

COLORS—C rim so it and dray.
Hi Ki Hi Ki Hi Ki Kee
Le La Le La Le La Lee
Hi Ki Le La
Who are we ?
W e are the Sophomores
Don' t you see ?

MCGEHEE.

FRESHMAN BASKET BALL TEAM.

WETA RABB, Captain.

LUCILLE OLIVER. Goal Guard.

ETHEL LAWRENCE, Right Forzvard.

HATTIE BRIGHAM, Right Guard.

MARY DENTON, Left Forzvard.

MAMMIE CRAMER, Left Guard.

JETT MORGAN, MARY BARRY ROGERS, EVELYN SHELL. Centers.
MOTTO—"Surge."

COLORS—Scarlet, White and Green.

YELL.
Hippity His, Hipity Hit!
We are little but we are it.
Rah !!!
Shacka Lacka, Shacka Lacka,
Shacka Lacka Lee,
Freshman, Freshman, I. I. & C.
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FLOWER—Dogwood.

j\
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Somewhat Paradoxical.
"By Jove, I'd like to have a game with that girl," exclaimed Henry Mor
timer. "What strokes! That's a fine one she just made," and in his enthu
siasm he forgot to keep his balance and almost fell forward from off the fence.
He would have done so had not one of his companions caught him with a
"Mind out, Mortimer, or you- will be a goner."
There they were, several college boys, sitting with their feet dangling
over the back fence of the park and taking in a tennis game in progress a few
yards away. Forbidden fruit is sweet, very sweet, they thought, as the girls,
apparently oblivious of their presence, kept up a lively game. Mortimer's
whole attention and interest' was centered upon the best player of the four,
and he thought that any girl who could play like that must be a "jolly sort
without doubt, and such a one as he had always longed in vain to have a game
with. The girl in question was tall, lithe and supple, a picture of health, good
'o look upon from the crown of her blonde head t'o the sole of her feet well
shod in tennis slippers. Girls were everywhere, walking in twos, in threes, or
in groups, enjoying Saturday morning in the park, and carrying on meaning
less flirtations with the string of boys lined up on the fence. But none of these
for Mortimer.
"Say, any of you boys, do you know the light'-haired tennis player, the
one in the far corner of the court?" queried Mortimer. But, poor boys, they
shook their heads. Unfortunately they knew no girls at the Industrial Insti
tute and College, but by no means was it their own fault. Time passed
quickly.
.
. . .
"Boys, we'll have to go. The train leaves in fifteen minutes and it is
quite a walk to the depot," said one. All the boys excepting Mortimer sprang
down from their perch.
.
"We'll leave Mortimer here—he's so absorbed," but Mortimer shrugged
his shoulders, laughed in reply and soon joined his gay companions.
"I tell you what, boys, you don't know a good thing when you see it.
That girl's a fine player."

"Well, watching a tennis game isn't sufficient excuse for being late at the
University, and besides we want to be there when the boys are received. There
is to be some high doings over our score, and I would not miss the show for
anything." With this, they continued their walk to the depot, wishing they
could remain longer in Columbus, not only to be victorious again over the
foot-ball team of the University of Alabama, but also to see more of the girls
of the I. I. & C.
When they reached the depot all thoughts of the girls were drowned,—
even Mortimer forgot his tennis player—in the hullabaloo which filled the
cars. Everywhere colors were flying, yells were rahed, everyone was speaking
at the same time, and, altho' the game had been played the evening before,
enthusiasm was still riot. They were a happy crew which landed in Oxford
that evening.
*

*

*

*

*

Everything was in a stir at the I. I. & C. A strange thing had happened.
A thing that some thought would bring scandal upon the college. For the
president had consented that the girls' Tennis Club might challenge the Tennis
Association of the University of their State.
From the very first Edith Morgan was the girl chosen to represent the
Tennis Club. She had to—why, she was the best player in school. So she
set herself to practice for the great day which was to show the University that
girls could do something.
Meanwhile at Oxford the challenge was received with mingled surprise
and delight. "Oh, well, we'll have to give them the game," said one, and
expressed the opinion of many. But Mortimer thought differently. If the
girl whose playing he had admired so much last fall was a sample of the
Columl us players, he knew the game would be well contested, and that the
Tennis Club might win without being given the game. He scarcely dared
hope that the player might be this same girl, but that was the thought upper
most in his mind during his weeks of steady practicing.
He knew the name of the rival representative, but what of that? It
might not be her name. Anyway, he would wait.
At last the great day came. Long before the appointed hour, the grounds
around the Senior tennis court (Edith was a Sophomore, but the Senior's was
the best court the park boasted) was crowded. All the 'Varsity boys were
there of course, only too glad of the opportunity; and all the girls talking with
those they knew and those they did not know among the college boys; and
there were the interested people from the city. The court was unusually invit
ing, shaded by the large surrounding oaks, and looking particularly clean
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with its lime markings. Spring was in the air. From time to time a bird,
not frightened by this great concourse of people, chirped; and the leaves rus
tled in the breeze. All around were the gay chatter and laughter of those
awaiting the game. For a moment there was a hush of expectancy. Morti
mer, already on the grounds surrounded by his friends, knew that1 the girl
was coming. A college yell was given by the girls in blue; the crowd parted;
and out came the player. Mortimer could scarcely contain himself as he ad
vanced to be introduced to her.
"So her name is Edith Morgan," he said to himself.
The introduction over, the players walked out upon the court, Mortimer
bareheaded and in spotless white flannels, and Edith in her blue uniform, in a
short skirt, with her sleeves turned back to the elbow, presenting a goodly
picture of athletic young people of the present day. Edith had the first play.
She was confused by the excitement of playing for the first time before so
many spectators, and her first two balls did not get over the net. She set her
lips. This was awful. She couldn't serve balls as well as she could return
them, but when his time came to serve she would show him how to play. She
played better toward the end of the first game, but nevertheless lost the game.
The next was more exciting—a deuce game-—and she won. She was now in
high spirits and, encouraged, surpassed herself. She won this game and a
love one at that. Ffurrahs were yelled from all parts of the field. Excitement
ran high. There was much applause, cheering, and talking. Again she was
excited. She began to think whether or not she would win this next, and with
this thought came a lack of confidence in herself. Her arm was trembling as
she returned the first ball. She made a muddle of it all and felt like throwing
down the racket and giving up the game. But what a humiliation to the
girls. She mustn't do that. She must win, and her muscles responded to the
demand. She felt them tingle to her finger-tips.
She made a clean sweep of
the other three games. As the game came to a close, a great, instantaneous
cheer rent the air. The girls gathered around her and through the mass of
waving pennants and colors bore her to the college. Even the boys yelled,
although their Tennis Association was beaten—for it is easy to be magnani
mous toward the girls, and especially toward such a "stunning player" as
Edith Morgan.
But this did not end the festivities of the day, for that evening a reception
was given by the girls to the college boys. Edith was, naturally, the heroine
of the occasion, but Mortimer, poor felow, was left alone and forgotten. He
wandered around the room, dissatisfied with himself and everybody. He
wanted to see Edith, but of course that was impossible considering the throng
of admirers who continually gathered around her. There were plenty of girls
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around him whom he would have been delighted to meet under any other cir
cumstances and who, in their turn, were very anxious to meet him. At last,
in his unsociable tour of the room, he felt some one touch his arm and, turn
ing, he saw Edith, her cheeks still flushed and her eyes still brilliant from the
compliments poured upon her.
"They have forgotten that you played as hard as I did and have left you
alone. I am tired of all this noise; come with me out into the air. Tennis
players need an unusual amount of air you know." She led the way out and
he followed. A mischievous young fellow saw them leave and shouted after
them: "Don't play any more love games, Miss Morgan." And this was the
beginning. And the end?

Two years later, on the evening of her graduation day, Edith was again
walking on the front lawn with Mortimer. "Do you remember," began
Mortimer, "two years ago on that memorable night some one cautioning you
not to play a love game with me? We played no game that night, but this
night there is to be a game played here—a love game and one in which I hope
I am to have the advantage." So he began his game. After a few minutes,
he played the deuce (he thought), then advantage in (and his heart throbbed
so that he thought she must hear it), then there was a series of alterations,
now advantage in, now advantage out for him and the same for her (for of
course she could not' give herself up so readily), and at last he won his game
the game for which he had been practicing for two years. And yet it was a
love game.

Influence of Athletics
on College Life.
HE basket ball court seemed very in
significant—just a level space laid off
with a few white lines, and at each
end, a pole decorated in the colors of
the rival teams. A few hours later,
,g sixteen eager girls, made strong and
capable by their months of playing,
stood silent in their places, waiting,
listening intently for the signal to be given. A whistle was. heard—new
life seemed to be put into the players. The ball was thrown up, and then be
gan the maddest rushing and scrambling, the quickest passing of balls, the
most strenuous fighting, the wildest, and yet the most skillful, throwing for
the basket—in fact, the most enthusiastic playing that' is possible to imagine.
The spectators, most of them college students, breathlessly awaiting the results.
Oh, the wild cheering when a goal was made! See the mad enthusiasm of the
friends, and the determined, relentless purpose of the silent players! At last,
after what seemed only a few minutes, time was called; and the wild rush to
congratulate the victors, the cheering, singing, and shouting, showed the great
interest the students took in the game. You may say that no one denies that
athletics creates a certain spirit among the students but you are doubtful as to
whether or not this spirit is a worthy one. What kinds of influences are created
by this athletic spirit? It influences the physical, mental and social well be
ing of those who take part in the athletic games.
The weeks of training for any out-door sport—and here the term "Ath
letics" applies only to open air exercise—makes strong muscles, increased
power for endurance in any physical strain, and tones the system up in every
way. Who that has indulged in tennis or basket ball or any other form of
exercise before breakfast, has not felt all the good effects of that recreation;
has not seen new beauties in all around her. She has, m consequence of this
muscle play and activity, been made fully awake, and alive to her surround
ings.
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Granting then that such activity helps one physically, you wonder how
it helps mentally also. This is easily explained, for every one knows that un
less the body is sound and well, it is impossible for the mind to do its best, bo
if one would be strong mentally, one must first be strong physically.
You may not see so easily how Athletic sports help the social side of
college life. This effect is brought about in this way: the girls become better ac
quainted by being thrown in contact in the different games, and frequently all
that there is needed to make them friends, or at least tolerant of one another,
is to know one another, and to have some aim in common, some aim that
means to them all that only Athletics can mean. But not only do the girls
become more tolerant of each others faults, they ever learn to overcome man)
weaknesses that are intolerable to others. For instance, many a girl who, at
the beginning of the season quickly lost her temper when the umpire decided
against her on a disputed point, learned not only not to show her anger but
even, in many instances, to repress that anger. In these games, rules which
strive to be fair to all are followed, and the girls are taught to be ever courte
ous, ready to obey those in command,and to be just in their dealings and opin
ions. They are taught how to bear victory in a womanly way, and how also
to bear defeat. If Athletics does have this effect on the students, can you
deny that this magnanimity gives a great impetus to social life ? That the so
cial life is benefited, is proved by the increased number of social functions un
der the management of either the League or the different teams and clubs,
but even more is it evinced by the spirit of good will toward rivals.
When the eight tired, but smiling, victors, proud of their achievement,
yet thoughtful of the feelings of the vanquished; and that other eight, bearing
bravely their defeat, smiling, too, and ready to acknowledge themselves fairly
worsted,—when these girls are seen leaving the battle ground, surrounded by
their admiring and sympathetic friends, who can say that some good has not
come to them from having had this athletic spirit that means so much to them ?
But the influence of athletics can but poorly be expressed in words,—one must
feel this enthusiasm, play these games, before one can realize how great is the
good following. But even if there were no good results that could be named,
athletics must still be believed in; for, to quote a college student, "Athletics,
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Our Southland.
The old plantation is no more,
No more the darkey's song
Is wafted on the evening breeze
As gaily we-pass along.
"Old Marser" and "Old Missis"
Are now things of the past;
But the sweet memories of the Southland
Shall forever last.
Thy sunshine is the brightest
That e'er kissed the blooming flowers,
And with its dancing rays dispelled
The mists of the morning hours.
Thy balmy air, thy soft blue sky,
Thy mocking bird so dear,
Who sends his soft, melodious notes
To every listening ear.
Thy meadows green, thy rippling rills,
Thy soft, sweet murmuring stream,—
All these are dearer far to us
Than any golden dream.
Oh, bonny, bonny Southland,
Thou shalt forever dwell
In the tenderest spot of our hearts,
And be in fond remembrance held.
Though far away we should wander,
And over the earth we should roam,
Thou, oh. Sunny Southland,
Should ever be called our home.
LOUISA BOSCHERT.
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Around the Campus.
IB
Miss Hodges to i B. C.: "Tell the diminutive of goat."
"Goatee."
Dr. Jones to pupil in Physiology: "What is the abdomen?"
muscular tube situated just back of the windpipe."

x B. C.:

Pupil: "A

Sophomore to senior: "I have just read two books by Waverly and Scott
and don't know which to write on—Waverly or Scott?"
Freshman, on hearing of the minister's coming: "What etymological sem
inary did he attend ?"
Teacher : "What is the opposite gender of monk?" Pupil: "Monkeys."
History teacher, to pupil: "What is the Monroe Doctrine?" Pupil (con
fusing it with the Blue Laws of Conn.) : " A husband can t kiss his wife on
Sunday."
Matrimony is still being discussed at the west end of the senior table.
A servant, carelessly dusting a picture of Bach in Miss Poindexter &
studio: "Miss Wenona, what man is dis?" Miss Poindexter: "Why, Mary,
that is one of the great musicians of the seventeenth century." Servant: "War
he yo' teacher?"
In a descriptive theme, one of the students was telling about the drawing
room in the home of her ancestors and pictured vividly the corner of the room
where all her antecedents had been married.
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Miss Fant to pupil in applied Psychology: "Give some fancies of your
childhood." Pupil (aged about sixteen) : "Really, Miss Fant, I can t remem
ber that far back."
A Freshman to classmate: "Say, when was Baltimore admitted to the
union ?"
How the Juniors carry all the dignity of the college on their shoulders is
a nine days' wonder.
Botany teacher: "What kind of trees grow in beach-marshes?" Senior
(who has not looked at her lesson but relies on her guessing ability) . Miss
Hooper, I think beech trees grow there principally.
Ask the girls on first floor of Main Dormitory what their light-bell sere
nade is.
Teacher to Freshman class: "What is a triangle?' First answer:^ It
is a geometrical figure with two sides, more or less." Second answer: It is
a three legged figure with all sides parallel."
Cecile Cole entertains the Senior Class daily by giving musicals at the
table. Her repertoire comprises all the famous compositions. Her favorites
are, "The dance of the Goblins," and Chopin's "Funeral March.
Librarian: "What book do you want?"
of David Copperfield's works."

i B. C.: "Give me some one

A Normal to librarian: "Can't you get me the second act of Shakes
peare?"
A i B. C. was told by her teacher to come up from dinner and write a
theme "Ten Minutes at my Window." She laboriously wrote a few sentences
and wound up by saying that it was getting so late that she could distinguish
no other object.
Mr. M. frequently comes to Columbus to buy Plows (candy).
I B. C.: "Miss Hodges is all right if she does fly off the handle."
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Ask Miss Purcell and Miss Molloy about the Coop(er) birds.
Senior : "I have got to deposit thirty dollars for intuition."
Teacher:
What is it to endorse a note?" Pupil: "It is to sign your
name on the back of it, to back up the person for whom it is written."
Columbus gentleman to Miss Brownlee: "You board in the dormitory
this year, don't you? Can you receive visitors down there? have you any so
cial pleasures?" Miss Brownlee: "Oh, yes, we do almost as we please." Gen
tleman : "Well, suppose one of your friends wanted to come to see you; what
would you do about that?" Miss Brownlee, hesitatingly: "Well, we would
let him come."
Two seniors are discussing the new voice teacher when one of them says:
"What denomination is she?" Second senior: "I think she is high soprano."
An A. Normal says: "To Have and to Hold is by Miss Muhlbach."
Little Andrew Armstrong Kincannon was being taught to say, "If you
please." One day he said to his young aunt: "Give me my blocks." Aunt
(wishing to remind him of his manners), "If you—," Little Andrew: "If
you don't, I'll knock your head off."
Misses Walker, Jones and Fletcher received a very beautiful valentine on
the subject of "kisses" from one of their young men friends with this as a
postscript' on it, "Reserve a few for me."
Alas for poor Jamie.
Teacher: "Give a sentence with elope in it."

Pupil: "Molasses eloped

from the barrel."
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BETTER STORE KEEPING.
HONESTY OF PURPOSE.^
The Most Rigid Methods of Uprightness
The Highest Standing of Morality.
characters and respectable men are the sort that
ought to be patronized in every line where ladies are the priiicipal customers. We live in deeds, not years; in thoughts, not
breaths; in feeling, not figures
on a dial. We should count time by
the heart throbs. He most lives who thinks the most, feels the
noblest, and acts the best. The Woman's Store opened its doors for
business in this town two years ago. We expect to live here, to make
this our future home. We are not old men in point of time, but in
actual experience on our lines we can boast our life line has in the
past been thrown along a path trodden by eminent men on the top
round of the dry goods ladder, and their experience, knowledge and
successes will certainly benefit us in your midst. We dote on honesty.

MoT,

We are a Failure if we Cannot Have Your Confidence.
We want you one and all, strangers to some though we are, to
note this and for all time to come and remember it. Never a word nor
a syllable, nor line, figure
or price will appear in any of our advertise
ments but are facts, fully and carefully substantiated by the goods in
our store. Can we say more ? Are not the above statements sufficient
ly strong to warrant us a trial? This is strictly a Women's Store; we
carry everything a woman wears or usually buys, and only of thor
oughly reliable qualities.
Handling only women's goods ought we
not to be able to serve the women better than most stores ? '' Better
goods for the same money or the same goods for less money'' is our
motto, and that we do.
We are sole agents in Columbus for America's three best makes
of Corsets : " American Lady," " R. & fi."
and " Warner's Rust Proof."
We carry in stock 150 styles in these three makes. We are showing
all the 1905 models. Mail orders receive prompt attention.

The Woman's Store,
Columbus, Miss.

B- E. LEIGH.

V'

.i1

SIMON LOEB & BRO.,

flu; i!

THE BIG DEPARTMENT STORE.
Cor. College and Market Streets.
Is always open for the Reception of

T H E GIRLS IN BLUE
We are headquarters for all Uniform Materials, Gloves,
Ribbons, Etc.
Special attention paid to all your needs in

Dress Shoes and Slippers, Walking Shoes and Oxfords
Send Your Orders to

"THE LEADERS/'

Rich and E'eg-ant Effects In

jfurniture
Can be Seen at the Mam
moth Furniture Store of

McGowan <8t Peguest
—COLUMBUS, MISS.
We carry the Largest and Most Complete
Stock in this Section of Mississippi, so are in
a position to fill any orders from out of town
customers.
WE ALSO MAKE A SPECIALTY OF

Picture Frames, Easels, Screens, Book-Shelves, Rockers,
And such other little comforts as a young lady usually wants. We make a special dis
count to the young ladies of the I. I. and C., and hope to have a continuation
of their patronage.

McGOWAN & PEGUES,
Furniture Dealers, Undertakers and Embalmers.

0. P. BROWN,

No better Candies can e'er be found,
Than those we buy from 0. P. Brown;
He sells Fruits too, the best in town,
Search where you will, its found at Brown's.

CONFECTIONER.

In summer his Creams and Soda-water nice,
The finest fruit flavors, and as cold as ice;

SS

If you'll give him a trial you'll find it all so,
And when you get started you'll want more and more.

B O T H

P H O N E S .

New Designs in
STATIONERY
ARRIVING WITH EVERY SHIPMENT.

Toilet Articles, Combs, Hair Brushes, Perfumes and Soaps.

JOHNSTON & CAINE,
J- Druggists, .j4
COLUMBUS. MISSISSIPPI.

The Inter-Collegiate School of Academic Costume.

COTRELL & LEONARD,
ALBANY, N. Y.
MAKERS OF THE

Caps, Gowns and Hoods
To the American Colleges and Universities, including the Industrial In
stitute and College, Hillman, Belhaven, Woman's College, Wellesley,
Bryn Mawr, Mt. Holyoke, Harvard, Yale, Princeton, Cornell, Dartmouth,
University of Nebraska, Stanford, University of the South, and the
others. Bulletins, samples, etc., upon request.
jtt RICH GOWNS FOR THE PULPIT AND BENCH.

YES, WE ARE BUSY!
©

0

•

But young ladies of the I. I. and C., we will attend to your wants
promptly; it's a pleasure to work when there's something doing.
see the largest, best, lowest price and finest

Come and

assortment of

HOLIDAY GOODS
ever seen in this vicinity.

You are invited to inspect this large stock, or

send us your orders early before the rush commences.

We do the best Jew

elry, Special Order Work and Watch Repairing at the very lowest price.

BU D E R

BR O T H E R S ,
MANUFACTURING JEWELERS.

THE CORSET BEAUTIFUL
is

THE FIGURE BEAUTIFUL.
The beauty of a Warner's Rust-Proof Model is
apparent in its lines as well as materials.
Its superior grace and fashionable contour make
it demanded by thoroughly up-to-date modistes.
Particularly desirable is it to "The College
Girl" of sinuous form, light, beautifully smooth
on the figure, with lasting qualities that are
appreciated by the active Collegian who has
athletic proclivities, as well as the girl who goes
in for elegance of figure with remarkable ease.
Can be had in coutilles, batistes, and silky
mercerized fabrics, at popular prices.
The Smart Corset for

the Smart Dresser.

For Sale By

R. E. LEIGH, Columbus.

1 8 G.
...cIE!(L

New York....
Chicago
Boston . . . . . .

Manufactured by the

S.H.MCo

San Francisco .

ESPECIAL AND PROMPT ATTENTION GIVEN TO COLLEGE ORDERS.

MAYO & WEAVER,
Prescription Druggists,
Dealers in Fine Chemicals, Perfumes and Druggists' Sundries.
CORNER MAIN AND MARKET STRBBTS,

COLUMBUS, MISS.

Lowndes County Shoe Company,
SOLE AGENTS IN COLUMBUS, MISS., FOR

. . . QUEEN QUALITY . . .

ZITHE FAMOUS SHOE FOR WOMENA
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Manufacturers of

l L\ INDRY MACHINERY

R. H. HUNT
8th and Broad Streets, CHATTANOOGA, TENN
Seutter Building, JACKSON, MISS.

HENRY C. HASKELL,
15 WEST 27T H STREET,
N EW YO R K.
DESIGNER AND MAKER

FRATERNITY PINS, RINGS, EMBLEM JEWELS, MEDALS
For Presentation, Etc., Etc.

Designs Free Upon Request.

I

1

Correspondence Invited,

Robertson & Co.,

Irion & Neilson,

COLUMBUS, MISS.

COLUMBUS, MISS.
Dealers in

Wholesale and Retail Dealers In

Staple and Fancy Groceries.

Dry Goods, Groceries, Boots,
Shoes and Plantation Supplies
GO TO

Monroe's Book Store

Fruits and Vegetables in Season.

Dr. W. W. WESTMORELAND,
DENTIST

For the Latest Books
j*

of all Kinds.

JColumbus, Mississippi.

MAIN STREET.

L. B. DIVELBISS,
BOOKSELLER, NEWS DEALER AND STATIONER.
'Subscriptions for everything taken at Publisher's Prices.
Pictures Framed
to Order."
All College Orders Promptly Attended To.
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THE BOOK EXCHANGE,"
409 MAIN STREET.

Both Telephones.
G. T. HEARD, President.
H. H. SHUI.I., Vice-President.

COLUMBUS, MISS.
W. F. REDWOOD, Cashier.
H. J. SHULE, Asst-Cashier.

OPENED OCTOBER 9TH. I899-

BANK OF BROOKSVILLE,
—BROOKSVILLE, MISSCapital,
"
" foo,000.00.
Surplus and Undivided Profits, $12,000.00.

EXCHANGE BOUGHT AND SOLD^

Mississippi
Industrial
Institute
and College

The Department of SCIENCE and
LITERATURE is Comprehensive and
Thorough.
The Departments of INDUSTRIAL
and FINE ARTS are designed with a
view to making Mississippi women selfsupporting.
The NORMAL COURSE is complete.
Great demands for graduates and profi
cients from all departments.
Two hundred and five Collegiate Di
plomas and five hundred and eighty certifi
cates of proficiency issued since its organ
ization.
The location is healthful and build
ings well equipped.
Tuition free in all departments except
that of music.
Cost of all expenses connected with
Boarding Department less than ten dollars
per month to Mississippi girls.

FOUNDED IN 1885.

For Catalogue or any Information Address the
President.

•'-v

SEND

YOUR ORDER JO THE

5 0 7 - 5 1 5 WASHJ.NGT0N «T- BUFFALO,N.Y.
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HUB. EMMS 8 COGSWELL CO.
art Stationers,
Printers anb Xttboarapbers.
Engraveb "©Uebblng
. . . sn& . . .

Commencement Invitations.
Dlsltlne Garbs.

CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA.
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