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FEBRUARY, 1908
. MERCY WINS
In the heart of every man
I would live and never die;
To the depth of very soul
My deepest thoughts would fly.
But how can I give to him
A gift, that he cannot take,
Or win from his fettered soul
A vow that he will not make.
Though I fill his coffers with gold,
He remaineth yet the same;
I may climb to a dizzy height
And there inscribe his name.
I may sing to the world his praise
Amid the tumult's throng;
But cold his heart and dumb his lips,
They re-echo not my song.
Then, I stoop to a fount's pure wave,
o .ne cup 'tis in mercy given;
And it wins him, my friend, forever,
And untieth his soul with heaven.
]OE HUNT.

"AND A LITTLE CHILD SHALL
LEAD THEM"
NANNIE B. HAMRICK.

had been a quarrel; no need to tell
what about, only one of those silly little things
that the best of friends will quarrel aboutonly these persons were not friends, they
were sweethearts,-and more, Beatrice
Douglas and Hal Warrenton were both
decidedly "proud" as they termed it, (other people called it
"contrary").
When Hal received a package containing a small gold
ring and many letters he immediately packed his trunks and
left for the north. He had been a student at Yale for three
years and he thought he would travel or perhaps visit friends
until the opening of the session . .
His departure was a nine-days' wonder in the little town
near which Beatrice lived; and many were the calls she received
from interested friends. Oh, yes, she knew that Mr. Warrenton was going north-did not know it would be so soon
though-business, she supposed; such replies Beatrice always
gave to her too .anxious friends who would go away much
discomfited at not having elicited the coveted information;
but they were all sure that "something was wrong."
Beatrice lived on an old plantation, or rather, the remains
of what had been a magnificent one. The land had been sold
off until scarcely a fourth of the original tract remained, but
the "Great House" and the old quarters were still left,
and there was still the old aristocratic air about the place
which gave one the impression that he had suddenly gone
back to the good old days "befo' de war."
The Douglas and Warrenton families were among the
most aristocratic families of the .South. Now neither of them
was over burdened with a great fortune. But, as Beatrice's
~~~~~~HERE
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mother said, "blood is better than money," and so she was
very sorry when such a serious misunderstanding sprang up
between the young·people and like the tactful lady she was,
she said nothing; well knowing that in her present mood,
advice from anyone would probably stimulate Beatrice to do
exactly the opposite.
Soon Beatrice grew tired of her quiet home and one day
she said:
"Mother, you have been talking ever since I can remember
about travelling through the States or part of them at least.
I wish we could go now."
"Well, Beatrice, I would like to go very much; I will
think about it and tell you this week. We could get ready in
a very little while, and Sarah will take famous care of the
house."
It was settled; they were to go and in preparing for her
journey Beatrice regained her former energy.
Beatrice did not fail to keep in touch with Hal's Alma
Mater through papers; she read every account of football
games that appeared. Hal was an excellent player and he
played now with such recklessness that it was surprising to
everyone that he was not seriously hurt at times. As for Hal,
he thought it would make very little difference if he were hurt.
Perhaps he would be; he might break a limb, then perhaps
Beatrice would come and if she did not ?-then the next game
he was able to play he would try to break his neck. But of
course nothing of the kind happened and that year Hal graduated with honors.
Then he thought he would make Beatrice sorry she had
ever treated him as she had; he would go out into the world;
he would win fame and incidentally make a great deal .of
money; also he would forget Beatrice · completely.
· Hal did "go out into the world." Five years passed
and he was a successful lawyer in a western city; he was on

4
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a fair road to "win fame." He had done everything he had
determined to do except forget Beatrice.
One day Mr. Warrenton's office boy when out on an
errand, was run over by a trolley-car, and seriously injured.
The boy was not like the proverbial office boy, he was the
son of refined parents. His father had died when Dick was
a mere babe and his mother quite recently.; Mr. Warrenton
was much distressed, for he was very fond of Dick and went
to see him very frequently.
Beatrice was in the city having not the faintest idea that
Hal lived there, for since he had left college she had heard
nothing of him. Just now she had taken a philanthropic
turn and had begun by visiting the children at St. Mary's
Hospital, where Dick had been taken.
One day when Hal was with him, Dick said:
"Mr. Warrenton, there is the nicest lady comes to see
me an' she likes me awful well."
"And what is her name?" said Mr. Warrenton, mildly
interested, and feeling that he had to say something.
"I can't remember, my head aches, but you bet she is
pretty-awful pretty eyes-look so kind o' sweet at you, an'
hair jest the color of a chestnut, jest as curly. She is awful
pale though..''
By this time Mr. Warrenton was excited and said:
"Can't you possibly think of her name?"
"Lem111e see,--its Miss--Beatrice,-that's it but I
can't tell the other name."
"Was it Douglas-Beatrice Douglas?" said Mr. Warrenton eagerly.
"That's it! That's it! Why," curiously, "you look kind
o' funny-what makes you?"
But Mr. Warrenton had gone.
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Soon after Beatrice came. "See," she cried, holding
up a bunch of lillies, "what I have brought you, and I am
going to stay an hour."
"Ain't they pretty? Put 'em there with my violets Mr.
Hal Warrenton brought me," and Dick who was a shrewd
little fellow watched her closely ..
"Who?" she cried sharply, then turned around and began
arranging the flowers. When she faced Dick again she was
herself once more and said :
"Now, you go right to sleep and don't say another word;
that Mr. Warner, or whatever his name is, has quite tired
you out."
Dick closed his tired little eyes and soon after he awoke,
Beatrice took her departure.
The next morning he was brighter than he had been at
any time and a few entertained hopes of his recovery but the
doctors said otherwise.
That morning when Hal called, Dick greeted him rapturously.
"Mr. Warrenton, my lady came again, and she acted
surprised like when I told her who brought my vi'lets, an'
made me go right to sleep."
Dick lay quietly a few minutes but something seemed
to be worrying him. Finally he said :
"Nurse said I mustn't talk but I got to tell this 'fore I
can sleep."
"Well, you may tell it," said Hal.
"Mebbe I oughtn't tell it but I wasn't asleep when my
lady was here. I had one eye open a teeny bit an' I saw her."
"What did she do?"
"She patted the vi'lets and talked low to 'em like they was
somebody an' she said : 'will I never get to see him?' that
was all I understood. An' then she took some of the vi'lets

6
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away with her an' I didn't say a word 'cause she didn't take
more than two or three."
Hal soon left. He wanted to see Beatrice and he did not
know where to find her. He went to several hotels to see if
she had registered there but could not find her name.
That night Dick grew rapidly worse. The next morning
1
when Beatrice came he could scarcely speak. He smiled and
said in a tired little voice:
"Nurse-says I--can't--be here much--longer.
She means-I-am going-to die-don't she? ·I want-you to
stay-with me-an"'-after a long pause "send for Mr. Hal."
What was Beatrice to do? She just could not send for
Hal and stay there with him and Dick. At the same time she
thought of poor little Dick who loved them both so well and
finally decided that she would send for Hal. A note was
dispatched:
"Mr. Warrenton: Please come at once. Dick is dying
and wants you."
To this Beatrice signed the name of one of the doctors.
In half an hour Mr. Warren ton had arrived. When he
entered the room he saw Beatrice sitting quietly by the bed.'
"Beatrice!" he cried gladly.
She rose with a polite smile and offered her hand.
" How do you do, Mr. Warrenton?"
Hal looked rather surprised at this but replied as quietly
as Beatrice had spoken. · He sat down and began to wonder
whether Dick had not, after all, been mistaken in what he had
told him. Perhaps he had dreamed it. He looked at Beatrice.
She appeared to have forgotten his existence and was watching Dick.
Dick opened his eyes and said, "Mr. Hal-I thought
you-and-Miss-Beatrice was-going to make-up."
Hal looked at Beatrice.. Her cheeks which Dick had
said were too pale were decidedly pink now and one little
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hand was clutched tightly, but she gave no other sign that
she had heard.
Dick looked at them in wonder, "Ain't you- -g,oin' to?"
he asked.
· No answer except Beatrice leaned over him, smoothed
back his hair and said softly:
·
"Dicky, you must not talk; go to sleep."
He sank into a stupor and the doctor . said m another
hour poor little kind-hearted Dick would be no more.
A few minutes before he died he opened his beautiful
violet eyes and whispered:
"Have- -you- -made it- -up ?"
Hal and Beatrice bent over him to hear and Hal looked
at her as if for a reply. Reading the answer in her eyes he
said slowly and distinctly:
"Yes, Dicky-boy, we have made it up and we will never
quarrel again."
- - -o- - -

Teacher: "Write sentence with the noun SPOUT in it."
Small Boy: "Our hammock has gone up the spout."
- - -o- --

Five-year-old, looking at electric lights : "Mamma, what
kind of lights were the Israelights ?"
- - -o -- -

"Father, I want you to tell me the truth about it: what
does hold the world up?"
.

-

-

-0---

The teacher was speaking of the apostle John. A fouryear-old in the room remarked: "Anybody tud be dood by
hisself, wif nobody to worry him."

THE COMET
(Translated from the French.)
S. S. CONNER.

L

AST year, before the feasts of the carnivai, the rumor
circulated through our village that the world was coming to an end. It was the Doctor Zacharias Piper, _of
Colmar, who first spread this disagreeable news; one could
read it in all the Almanacs of the country.
Zacharias Piper had calculated that a comet would descend from the heavens on Shrove Tuesday, that it would have
a tail thirty-five million leagues long, formed of vapor, which
would pass around the earth, so that the snows of the highest
mountains would be melted by it, the trees withered, and the
people consumed.
It is true that an honest philosopher of Paris, named
Popinot, wrote later that the comet would arrive without
doubt, but that its tail would be composed of such light vapor
that no one would experience the least inconvenience from it;
that each one should go peacefully about his work, that he
would be responsible for all. This assurance calmed their
fears.
Unfortunately we _have in our city an old spinner of wool,
called Maria Finck, living in an alley. She is a little, old,
wrinkled woman whom the people go to consult in the delicate circumstances of life. She lives in a low room, of which
the ceiling is adorned with painted eggs, with red and blue
ribbons, with gilded nuts, and a thousand other strange objects. She dresses in an antique fashion, and lives on cakes;
this gives her great authority in the country.
Maria Finck, instead of approving the opinion of the
honest and good Mr. Popinot, declared herself ·on the side
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of Zacharias Piper, saying, "Be converted and pray; repent
of your sins, join the church, because the end is near!"
One could see in the back part of her room a picture
in which the people would descend by a road scattered with
roses. No one had a suspicion of the place to which this
way would lead them. They would go dancing on it, one
with a bottle in his hand, another with a ham, another with
a wreath of sausage. A musician, his hat adorned with ribbons, played on a clarionette, in order to enliven the journey,
and all these unhappy ones would approach with indifference to the chimney full of flames, in which already the first
of them had fallen, their arms extended and their legs in
the air.
Let one imagine the reflections of all to be reasonable
on seeing this picture. No m:ie is so virtuous that he does
not have a certain number of sins on hjs conscience, and no
one makes himself believe that he will go at once to paradise. ·
No, it would be very presumptious to .imagine that things
would go that way; this would be the mark of pride worthy
of condemnation. Also the majority said, "We shall not
celebrate the carnival; we will pass Shrove Tuesday in acts
of contrition."
Never had they seen anything similar. The adjutant
and the captain, as well as the non-commissioned officers of
the company in garrison in our village, were in real despair.
All the preparations for the feast, the large room of the town
hall which they had decorated with moss and with trophies
of weapons, the stage which they had elevated for the orchestra, all the refreshments would be lost, as the ladies of the
village did not wish to hear the dance spoken of any more.
"I am not wicked," said the sergeant Duchene, "but if
I would have your Zacharias Piper, I would make life hard for
him."

IO
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With all that, the most disconsolate were the secretary
of the mayor, the son of the postmaster, the collector of taxes,
and myself. Eight days before, we had made a journey to
Strasburg in order to buy our costumes. My uncle had even
given me fifty francs in order that nothing should be spared.
I then chose for myself a clown costume. It is a sort of shirt
with large folds and long sleeves, adorned with buttons having
the shape of onions, large as your fist and which dangled from
the chin to the thigh. If one covers his head with a black
cap, whitens his face with meal and, provided that he has a
long nose, hollow cheeks, and wide open eyes, he is admirable.
The collector, because of his large stomach, took a Turkish costume, embroidered on all the seams; the secretary chose
a coat like Punch wears, made of a thousand red, green, and
yellow pieces, a hump in front, another behind, a large hat
of bears hide on the nape of his neck. The son of the postmaster dressed himself like a savage, with the plumes of a
parrot;
And after one makes such expenses, to see everything
then go wrong because of the fault of an old woman and of a
Zacharias Piper, does not one have reason to be angry with
the human race? ·
But what could I do? People have always been the same;
fools will always have the upper hand.
Shrove Tuesday arrived. On that day the sky was full
of snow. They looked to the right, to the left, high and low,
but no comet! The young ladies appeared to be all confused;
the boys ran into the homes of their cousins, their aunts, their
godmothers, into every house : "You see very well that old
lady Finck is foolish, all your ideas of the comet are not of
good sense. Do comets come in winter? Do they not always
choose the times of vantage? Come, come, it is necessary
to decide ! There is yet time."
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Many at last took courage. The old men and the old
women arrived arm in arm, in order to see the large room
of the town hall; the sabres arranged in the form of suns, and
the little three colored flags between the windows excited
universal admiration. Suddenly they remembered that it was
Shrove Tuesday; the young ladies hastened to get their dresses
from the closet and to blacken their little shoes.
At ten o'clock the large reception room of the city hall
was crowded; we have gained the battle; not one lady of !he
city was missing. All the musical instruments resounded, the
high windows glittered in the night, waltzing and dancing
were holding sway; the girls and boys were in an inexpressible joy; the old grandmothers, sitting very comfortably
against the wall, laughed for joy.1 They jostled each other
in the refreshment room; they were not able to serve enough
refreshments. All along the outside stairway one could see
those stumbling down who had been too much refreshed. Outside the snow fell continually.
My uncle had given me the key to the house so that I
could return when I wanted to. I did not miss a dance until
two o'clock, but then I had enough of it and went away. Once
in the stree~ I began to debate whether I should go back again
or go to sleep. I wished very much to dance still, but I was
sleepy.
Finally I decided to go home and started for the house,
making all sorts of arguments for so doing.
For ten minutes I advanced thus in the night, and was
going to go around the corner of the fountain, when, raising
my nose at random, I saw behind the trees a moon, red as
fire, which was advancing through the air. It was yet millions of leagues away, but was traveling so rapidly that in a
quarter of an hour it would be on us. This sight overwhelmed
me entirely. I felt my hair raising and said to myself, "It is
the comet! Mr. Piper was right!"

12
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And, without knowing what I should do, suddenly I began to run toward the city hall, I ran up the steps, throwing
down those who were descending, and cried with a terrible
voice, "The comet, the comet !"
It was the most beautiful part of the dance. The music
resounded, the boys struck their feet in turning, the girls were
red as the poppies, but when they heard this voice resound in
the hall, "The comet, the comet," there was a profound silence, and the people, turning their heads, saw each other pale
and trembling.
The sergeant Duchene rushed toward the door, stopped
me, and put his hand over my mouth, saying, "Are you the
fool?"
But I, making a step backward, did not cease repeating
in a tone of despair, "The comet, the comet." And one could
already hear the steps on the stairway resounding like thunder, the people rushed outside, the women groaned, at last a
terrible tumult. After some seconds the hall was empty.
Duchene left me, and leaned out of the window. I looked out,
entirely exhausted; the people went running about the street.
Then I went, overwhelmed with despair. On passing by the
refreshment room I saw some who drank still, saying, "Since
it is :finished, let it end well!"
Above, in the staircase, a large number were sitting on
the steps and confessing to each other; one said, "I have practiced usury"; another, "I have sold with false weights"; another, "I have cheated in a game!" All spoke at the same time
and from time to time they interrupted each other in order to
cry together: "Have pity on us!" I remember also some
who struck their breast like unhappy ones. But all these
things did not interest me; I had, truly, enough sins for my
own account.
Soon I had overtaken those who were running toward
the fountain. There you should have heard the groans; all
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recognized the cornet, and I found that it had already doubled
in size. It threw off sparks, and the profoundity of the darkness made it appear red as blood. The crowd, standing in
the shadow, did not cease repeating in a lamentable tone, "It
is finished! it is finished! We are lost!" And the women
called on all the saints of the calendar.

In this moment I passed in review all my sins since the
age of reason, and I was seized with horror. I grew cold on
thinking that we were going to be burned, and as the old beggar Bolthazar was near me, leaning on his crutch, I embraced
him, saying, "Bolthazar, when you shall be in Abraham's
bosom, have pity on me, will you not?"
Then he replied to me, sobbing: "I am a great sinner, my
friend; for thirty years I have deceived the community, because of my love _of idleness, because I am not lame as they
think''
"And I," I said to him, "I am the greatest criminal of
the village." And we both wept together.
We were there a quarter of an hour on our knees, when
the sergeant Duchene arrived, all out of breath. He had at
first run toward the arsenal, and, seemg no one yonder, he
returned by another street.
"Well !" said he, "why do you cry in this manner?"
Then, perceiving the cornet, "A thousand thunders!" he
shouted, "What is that?"
"It is the end of the world,

se~geant,"

said the beggar.

"The end of the world?"
"Yes, the cornet."
Then he began to swear, crying, "If the adjutant were
here he would know what to do!" Then suddenly drawing
his sabre and gliding it against the wall, he said, "Forward!"
I laughed at him; it was necessary to reconnoiter.

14
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Everybody admired his courage, and I, myself, carried
away by his audacity, started behind him. We marched
slowly, our eyes wide open, looking at the comet which increased visibly, making millions of leagues each second.
Finally we arrived at the corner of an old convent. The
comet had ascended into the air; we advanced farther, it
ascended higher; we were forced to raise our heads, so that
finally Duchene looked almost straight into the air, I, twenty
steps farther away, saw the comet a little sidewise. I asked
myself whether it was wise to advance any farther, when the
sergeant stopped me. "Zounds!" said he in a low voice; "it
is the street lamp."
"The street lamp!" I said, on approaching it; "is it possible?" And I looked all amazed.

In truth it was the old street lamp of the convent. It
had not been lit because the convent has not been inhabited
since I 798 and because in our street everybody goes to sleep
with the chickens; but the night watchman, foreseeing that
there would be many drunkards on ·that evening, had the
charitable idea of putting a light there, in order to prevent
the people from rolling into the ditch which .ran along the ancient cloister, then he had gone to sleep.
We distinguished very well the different parts of the lantern. The snuff was as large as the thumb; when the wind
blew a little, this snuff flashed up and threw off sparks; that
is what made it travel like a comet.
When I saw that I began to shout in order to notify the .
others, but the sergeant said to me, "Won't you be quiet?" if
the people know that we have charged on a lantern they will
ridicule us."
Then he unhooked the rusty chain; the street lamp fell,
producing a great noise. After which we departed in a run.
The others waited a long time; but as the comet had disap-
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peared, they ended also by taking courage, and going to sleep,
and the next day th~ report circulated that it was because
of the prayers of Maria Finck that the comet had disappeared ;
so from this day they regarded her as a saint more than ever.
This way the affairs pass in our little city of Alsace.
---0---

Don't let her little sister see
You kiss your dear farewell,
For all philosophers agree
'Tis the little things that tell.-Ez.
---0---

An Oklahoma newspaper advertises as follows : "Fullblooded cow for sale, giving milk, three tons of hay, a lot of
chickens and several stoves."-Proff. Stand.

OUT IN THE COLD
Oh, shall we think and ponder well
What these four awful words do say,
And let our lives the story tell,
Just how we've walk' d from day to day.
Our friends are sometimes left to find,
We've gone to more congenial friends,
While they are coldly left behind,
And no one comes to make amends.
Our minds become engrossed with care;
We oft forget our friends, so near ;
Although we know we left them there}usf out upon the street, so drear.
"I stand and gaze at house and street;
The :moments fly and others come,
But yet are heard no sound of feet
From house and steps when he had gone.
"The time moves on, as all time does,
And yet that man comes not to me.
The moments 'ten' and on it goes
To twenty-five; no man I see.
"I find that this will never do,
So up the steps I quickly trot
To find him there- not one but two,
And me, he'd clean and clear forgot."
So now my friends and kindred true,
As through this world you gaily roam,
Remember well these buddies two,
And don't be bribed from friends and home.
FRIDAY.

BEN'S FIRST ADVENTURE
SUE B. SHAVER.

B

EN was next to the youngest child in a home of five
children,-three boys and two girls. His father and
mother were hardworking people, striving every day
to lay up something for their children. Knowing what it
meant to start out on life's journey in poverty, they hoped to
be able to start their children out in the world with some
means. They had in mind to give each child a farm, so that
they would not have to endure as many hardships as their
parents.
They believed, too, that their children should be educated, especially the boys, if they expected to teach, but that
the girls did not need a college education. The public school
was enough for them, After they completed this, they should
spend several years at home, in order to become good housekeepers. This was very discouraging to Elizabeth, their oldest daughter. She was endowed with a remarkable memory
and w'as very fond of school work It almost broke her heart
when she was told by her father that she could not go to college. Her oldest brother Charlie went a few years, but as he
was naturally a carpenter, he quit school and went to the city
to work at his trade. It fell to Elizabeth's lot to stay at home,
and as the years rolled on, she became the mainstay in the
home. She helped Ben and Albert in their studies at night,
and Idf., too, often came to her for help and advice. Through
the day she lightened the burden of mother.
All went well in this home till the last Sunday of December, 1902. Ben had grown to manhood. He was twenty
years old. He was very fond of the girls, and like most
young men at this age, he thought he was his own man.
One Sunday afternoon. Ben decided that he was going
to see his girl. He hitched up to his buggy, and as he drove
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by the house, was met by his father, who said: "Ben, the
roads are too muddy to drive five miles with my work-horse.
You can't go. Take my horse back t? the stable."
Ben was shocked at first. He hardly knew what to do.
He was almost afraid to speak, yet his temper was rising at
such a rate that he said : "I will go. Everybody else goes
where they want to, and I will, too." "No, you won't; you
put my horse back in the stable. That's no suitable girl for
you to go with anyhow," said his father.
Ben turned around slowly and drove back to the barn.
l
He was so mad that he could hardly see. ;His blood seemed
to boil as it coursed through his veins . . He had never sworn
in his life, but angry thoughts came thick and fast. He was
mad at everything he saw, and felt like tearing things to
pieces. There was no thought of self-control, but his temper had full sway.
By the time he got his .horse put away the surface anger
had worn away, but his heart was still full of evil threatenings.
He went to the house, and up to his room through the kitchen,
where no one would see him. There he sat down upon the
bed and spent the evening muttering evil thoughts, and decided to leave home. He let this evil passion get the better of
him. All the good of his heart was covered with bad, when
he said to himself, "I've had a hard time of it. I've stayed
here and worked all my life, and now father will not let me
have a horse to drive. I bet I'll go where I can get one and
do as I please. I am going to leave. .I will go to Pittsburg
where Charlie is." Charlie was his oldest brother.
The next morning Ben went to the store and bought
himself a trunk. He packed his trunk, and against all the
pleadings of his mother and sisters, left on the 3-40 train that
day. But that mother's prayers did not cease to follow him.
She said that morning amid sighs and tears, "I have often
heard it said that parents tread on the children's feet, but as the
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little ones grow up they trample on their parents' hearts. Oh!
how true this is," she sobbed.
Ben had never been away from home more than a week
in his whole life. That was among his relatives. He and his
youngest brother, Albert, had spent Christmas of '95 among
their mother's relatives in Maryland. But his going away
now was very different. He wanted to be free., away from
the parental roof, where he could go and come when he
pleased.
Although Ben was inexperienced in traveling, he got
along very well. When he arrived at Pittsburg he asked a
policeman to direct him as to what car to take for Mansion
street. Charlie boarded with Mrs. Frye, No. 223 Mansion
street. As he rode along he was wondering what to say when
they met. He knew that Charlie would be astonished to see
him, but after debating it in his mind he decided to tell the
truth of the matter, although even now he felt ashamed and
wished that he was at home. Yet as he looked out of the car
window and saw the magnificent buildings, and rush and stir
of the streets, it was all very attractive to him. He thought it
would be fine and that ~e would soon forget the little event
of leaving home.
Very soon the conductor called out Mansion street. Ben
was anxious to meet his brother, and yet he · dreaded it.
Charlie was on the porch and noticed that the car stopped at
the corner. He noticed an air of familiarity on the ·face of the
young man \w_ho got off, and at once recognized him. He
started to meet him, h~as almost shocked. "Why, Ben, I
wasn't dreaming of seeing you here. When did you get in?
Are you alone? Why did~'t you send me word that you were
coming? I would have met you," he asked so quickly that
Ben had not time to answer.
T hen Ben told him, in as few words as possible, what
had happened, and why he had conie. Charlie, with that feel1
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ing of brotherly fove, understood it all, and did not question
him further about his coming. He asked him about the homefolks , if they were well, and about everything in general at
home, for he had been away several years.

In the afternoon he took Ben out sightseeing. This was

very interesting to him. He had never seen such large buildings ; some of them were twenty stories high ;the beautiful
parks and magnificent residences, were wonderful sights to _
him and he thought he would never want to go back to the
farm.
When they got home that night Charlie asked Ben what
kind of work he would like to do. He said he thought he
would like to be a street car conductor. Charlie smiled to
himself as he ren1embered that this was one of the " Seven
A mbitions of a Young Man." So they went clown to the
street car office the next morning to apply for work. In signing up, the applicant must give his age. The general manager
noticed that he was only twenty years, and asked, "Do you
have permission from your father to draw your own wages?
If you have not, you cannot get your money." . This struck
Ben a hard blow. He must write for his father to give him
perm1ss1011 to draw his own money. He wrote this letter
home :Pittsburg, Pa.,
Jan. 5, 1903.
DEAR FATHER AND MOTHER:

I arrived at Pittsburg at six o'clock yesterday morning.
I had no trouble to find Charlie. He was very much surprised
to see me. He is well . We went out sight-seeing yesterday
evening, and this morning went to find some work for me ..
I thot I would like to be a street-car conductor, so I
applied there first. When I signed up, they noticed that I was
not of age, and said I could not draw my own 'wages without
my father's consent.
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So, f_ather, I would like for you to give me yonr consent.
I will make $2.50 a day, and w.ill promise you to save my
money.
Hoping to have an early reply,
I am your son,
BEN.
On January 6, at four o'clock in the afternoon, Ben's father received this letter. They were all anxious to see what it
contained. Quickly the mother tore it open and read it aloud.
Many thoughts passed through the father's mind as he heard
it read. He was wondering what was the best thing for him
to do. He loved Ben and wanted to do what was right about
the matter, so after a few moments of silence, said: "Mother,
what's the best thing to do?" . "Oh," said mother, with a sigh,
"I believe you had better give your consent. I think that will
be the best way to get him to come home. It will be through
love that he will be won back again. If you say "No," it will
drive him farther away from home. Give him your consent
and maybe he will soon grow tired of such work and come back
home."
It was with a degree of reluctance that Ben's father gave
his consent. But the next day's mail carried him the letter
he so much desired.
In the meanwhile Ben had made several trips. Somehow, he felt that his father would not refuse his request, yet
he was not certain 'o f it. His heart beat fast and hard when
he went in to his boarding house and found a letter from home.
It read like this :
DEAR BEN:

Your letter was received ·'this morning. We were glad
to know that you were with Charlie, and that you have found
work. I will give you my consent for you to draw your own
wages, but I am afraid that street car busiirr~ss is dangerous
work.
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Take good care of yourself. Your mother will write tomorrow.
YouR FATHER.
It was short, but how glad he was to get it. It contained
just what he wanted. Besides this, it was a strong chord and
bound him closer to his home.
The next morning he got up at four o'clock and went
down to .the car barn to sign up. He was becoming acquainted
with the runs now, and learning many things about the work.
He was an extra, and so had no regular run. . Sometimes he
would get on a line which ran out through the country for
miles, to some adjacent town. ~Ehese trips he liked very much,
for he was not rushed so, with ~taking up the fares, and stopping at every street corner. Going through the country he
had time to sit down and to view the scenery.
Some days were very hard on Ben. He never possessed
an over-amount of patience, anyway, and on special days there
was a rush from morning till night. The car was crowded so
that he could hardly make his way through to collect fares.
Some would get mad at him when they did not hear him call
out on the streets, and would talk cross to him for taking them
on. Such things worried him so that he could not sleep at
night. Many times did he lay awake and long for home.
Had it not been for the money he was making, he would have
gone home before this. But to a boy who has never had much
money he could call his own, it is very enticing.
Things passed on in this manner for weeks and months.
Some days were all right, and he enjoyed. his work, but others
were so dark and gloomy that he hated the thoughts of being
a street car conductor. It was not half so pleasant as he
thought it would be.
Ben had kept in close touch with home all this time. He
got letters from his youngest brother, Albert. They had always been together, and had many good times at school with
the other boys of the neighborhood. During the last few
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years they had taken their girl friends on several trips, and
always had a good time together. They had many things in
common and his letters often made him homesick. Then he
heard from his sisters too. Elizabeth, the older, was at home
and informed him of what was going ·on there. Ida was at
college where he had attended before he left, so she could
interest him with the happenings of school° life. Both of
them always indirectly made known their desire for him to
come home. Then there were the letters from mother, so full
of love and affection that he felt like he could never stay
away from her. A mighty force was at work.
His work went on as usual. Some days he would resolve
to leave the next week for home; still he had so much self
pride that he would become disgusted at the thought, for he
knew that people would laugh at him and call him a baby if
he went home so soon. So he would decide again to keep at
work.
· One Saturday night Charlie had decided to take Ben with
him calling. He had been paying some attention to a young
lady down the street. Miss Vivian Steele was her name, and her
chum, Miss Lyda Lamb, lived next door. They were always
together, so Charlie told her of his brother and asked if he
might bring him along. The arrangements were made for
this, but when Ben heard it, he didn't want to go. He had
not met a young lady since he had been in town, and knew
he was not up to the town ways, so he dreaded to go. But
Charlie coaxed till he got him to go.
Miss Lamb was older than he, and was a girl who could
adapt herself to all occasions. She, of course, took the lead
in conversation and knew exactly what would interest him,
and turned everything that way. She was a good musician,
and when she found out he liked music, they went over to the
piano and she entertained him so well with her beautiful twosteps and solos, that he was completely overcome. Time had
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passed so rapidly that he was shocked when Charlie suggested
it was time to go. He had never had such a good time in his
life. He told her that he was very glad to hav~ met her and
that he hoped to see her again. She thanked him, and invited
him to call again.
Two days later he got a notice from the General Manager
of the street-car company, that he was given a regular run,
and ~hat his wages were raised to three dollars a day. He
thought he was very lucky, and was better satisfied to stay
now. He decided not to go home till next Xmas.
Toward the last of the week he did not feel very well.
One evening he came home with a very severe headache, and
felt so stupid and dull as if he was taking a cold. Mrs. Frye,
the lady with whom they boarded, gave him some medicine,
and he hoped to be better by morning. But such a restless
night he spent.. Oh, how he longed for home and mother!
He had never been sick before. He felt he was growing worse
every mmnent. "Oh!" he sighed, "If I could only go home."
The night was spent in sighs and groans. Charlie had tried
to ease him, but all failed. Early in the morning he called in
a doctor, who after diagnosing the case carefully, pronounced
it, black measles. His whole system was in a bad condition
and Oh! how he suffered! He thought he couldn't stand it.
Many times he just broke down and cried like a child. Every
attention was given him. Charlie could not be there through
the day, so he had a nurse to come, besides Mrs. Frye did all
she could . . He continued to grow worse for five days in spite
of all that was being clone. The doctor came daily. It was
an unusual case, but there were hopes of recovery.
Ben was not a Christian. He had never offered a prayer.
But more than once since on his sick bed had he breathed a
prayer to God, that he would give him life to get home again.
His whole life came up before him, and he decided to make
many good resolutions if God would only permit him to get
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home. He continued to grow worse and on the eighth day
lost his voice. This frightened him very much. But the nurse
told him that was often the case with the measles. That day
he received a letter from his mother. Charlie had written
to her about his sickness. He could not read it on account
of his eyes. The nurse read it to him. He could not keep
the tears back when she said how she wished he could be at
home so that she could wait on him, and told him that he
should come home as soon as the doctor would allow ·him.
."Yes," he thought, "If mother was here to wait on me I'd
soon get well." He longed for her gentle hand to touch his
aching brow, and to hear her loving words of sympathy.
"There's nobody cares anything for me here," he said.
When the doctor came that evening, Ben asked him how
soon he could go home. "Well," said he, "you may be able
to go in a week, or ten days, I can't tell exactly." Ben's
face brightened up and he gradually grew better. At the
end of a week he was walking on the porch, and the doctor
told him he could go home in several days, although he had
not regained his voice.
Miss Lamb had sent him a beautiful bouquet of roses that
day. He appreciated it very much, but thoughts of home were
first and foremost in his mind. He would like to see her
again, but he was determined to leave the next day for home
and there was no chance.
Charlie took him to the depot and put him in the sleeper,
bade him good-bye, and told him to take good care of himself,
for he was not out of danger. Then he sent a telegram to his
home, that they should meet him the next day on the 3-40
train.
There was a stir and bustle in that home after the telegram was received. How glad they were to know that Ben
was on his way home ! Mother was busy all morning fixing
something good for him to eat. Elizabeth was fixing up his
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room, so that it would look inviting. Father had gone after
Ida, so that they all would be then~ to welcome him. Albert
was getting the carriage ready, he and father were going to
meet him.
Ben was standing the trip very well. The thought that
every moment he was nearer home, kept him up. Although
the curves of the road, and the jerks of the engine were hard
on him, he didn't care how fast the train ran. It called to his
mind the title of an old song,-"We never mind the Journey
so the Path leads Home.'"
At 3-40 the train pulled in at his home station. The porter
helped him out. Albert and his father were there at the steps
to greet him. He was almost overcome with joy. They were
shocked at his appearance. He still could not talk above a
whisper.
Albert quickly brought the carriage and they soon drove
across the hill and were at home. Mother, Elizabeth and Ida
met him at the gate. How different from the parting five
months ago ! Then, there were tears of grief, now tears of
joy. Then, their hearts were aching, now overflowing with
gladness. Then, there were groans and sighs, now exclamations of joy. He was welcomed by all the love a christian
home can give. What a change in that home! How happy!
How complete! It is akin to the joy felt by the angels when
one soul comes home to God.
---0---

I desire to express my sincere thanks and appreciation to
the teachers and students of Bridgewater College who have
so kindly remembered me since the loss of my home on J anuary 2 , 1908.
Very gratefully yours,
LAURA M. EMSWILER.
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TRUTH

Truth and justice are the immutable laws of social order.
Laplace.
History has its truth; Legend has hers.-Victor Hugo .
Truth is inclusive of all the virtues, is older than sects
and schools, and, like charity, more ancient than mankind.A. Bronson Alcott.
But what is truth? 'Twas Pilate's question put
To Truth itself, that deign'd him no reply.-Cowper.
Truth is the highest thing that man may keep~---:-Chaucen~
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EDITORIALS
The most familiar words which greet our ears, the most
common signs on the bulletin boards now are : "Meeting of
the Freshman Class to-day at-- ." We evidently have a
set qf hustlers in this class. They are even going to-but that's a secret yet, they are showing their colors everywhere, challenging Sophomores, Juniors, and Seniors, giving
yells, writing poetry and even talk of running the college.
Sophs. , Juniors, Seniors, you had better rouse up and do
something. Why should the Freshmen and Seniors be the
only organized classes?
In regard to the articles and poems, which we are sure
will pour in rapidly from now on, we wish to state that they
must be in not later than the roth of the month.
That college spirit is extremely lax in B. C. is shown very
plainly by the comparatively small number of students who
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are subscribers to the paper. Any student (we were about
to say true student, but it would hardly be so) who will depend on borrowing his roommate's or friend's Philomathean
is scarcely ·worthy to be called a son or daughter of "Old
B. C." Because your roommate, or some member of your
family, or chum takes it, is no reason why you should not.
You owe it to yourself and your college. You are not too
poor, if anyone should say you are you would be insulted.
It will always be a lasting shame to you if you don't subscribe.
Possibly the paper is not good enough for you. If this is
the case add your subscription and help it to grow better.
There will be glory in it for you. If you don't have enough
respect for your duty, enough college spirit, enough pride
in your institution to be a subscriber to its paper, you had
better attend an institution which you can be true to.
One of the staff was heard to remark that the library
magazine rack is a disgrace to the institution and our good
library.. On it we can find old torn and dirty papers from as
far back as February, . 1907. Why are these not on file instead
of mixed in with the late magazines? Who takes care of
this? Some might ask whether anyone does.
Keep your eyes open; there will be some prizes offered
soon for stories, essays, poems. Better send in your article
for the contest.
---0---

Be prompt, on time, do not retard
The work you each should push.
You little heed how you debar
By "not quite ready yet."

ALUMNI
J. C. Beahm, B. E ., '90, is now at Accident, Md. Since
his graduation he has been teaching the regular school
branches of study and vocal music. He is now a minist-er
of the Gospel, and, as he puts it, "I teach and preach." He
is principal of the graded school at Accident and is having
much success in his work.
Jas. W. Cline graduated from the ~ommercial Department of B. C.. in 1888. After leaving school, he spent several ·
years in Philadelphia and one year in a trip to Europe. Returning to Philadelphia, he spent the next four years in school
work at the Temple Baptist College and the Ursinus Theological Seminary. He served as pastor of the Geiger Memorial Brethren Church from the time it was organized as a little
mission Sunday School until it had grown into a regularly
organized church with an average attendance of 2 50 in the
Sunday School. Seven years ago he went to Lords_b urg, Cal.
After a year at this place, he accepted a call from the East
Los Angeles Brethren Church to serve as pastor and three
years were spent in thi'S work. Since then, Mr. Cline has been
more actively engaged in business along commercial lines and
from a financial standpoint reports that he has done remarkably well. Eight years ago he was married to Miss Kuns and
he writes that they have two of as fine children as California
can produce. He says, further, that they have a beautiful
home in Los Angeles and ate perfectly happy and thoroughly
contented with their lot.
Jan.. 23d. was College Day. During the period given to
the Alumni, several inspiring speeches were made. D. W.
Crist, B. A. '99, spoke on Loyalty. He encouraged the Alumni to be loyal to their Alma Mater and mentioned several ways
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by which they might show their loyalty. One of these ways
was to contribute to the Alumni Department of the Philomathean Magazine. (The editor heartily concurs in this, for if
the Department is to be what it should be, it must be made so
by the Alumni themselves.)
W. C. Hoover, Class '89, was the next speaker. With
his avoirdupois of 340 pounds Mr. Hoover made an impos1ng
figure as he stood before his audience. He urged that the
Alumni Endowment Fund be increased, telling in forceful language the needs of the College and the great help such a fund
would be. Enthusiastically he described what could and would
be done by a loyal, united Alumni Association. It is hoped
that not only great speeches will be made on this subject but
that a great work will be done by the Alumni.
Geo. W. Flory, class '94, then came forward with a business proposition and in a few minutes, nearly two hundred
copies of "Bridgewater College : Its Past and Present" were
sold. This book should be in the hands of every member of
the Alumni Association and everyone interested in the educational work of Bridgewater College.
B .. F. Wampler, dass '04, and wife Flora H. (Good)
Wampler, class '02, visited the College recently. They are
at present located at Elizabethtown, Pa., where they are instructors in vocal and instrumental music in Elizabethtown
College. They said they were glad to get a glimpse of their
beloved Alma- Mater once again.
- - -0 - --

Alumni, dear, come heed our call,
'
Our hearts are
nigh to breaking;
We long to have a word from all.
Grieve not your Alma Mater.

CAMPUS-CLASS-ROOM-COLLEGE
Dr. John D. Miller, B. A. 'or, Bridgewater, Va., Walter
A. Myers, B. A. '04, Broadway, Va., J. W . Wampler, B. E .
'89, Edom, Va. , Mollie E. Zigler B. E. '06, Bro<idway, Va.,
and Isaac N. Zigler, B. E. '06, Broadway, Va., were a few of
the Alumni seen about the College during the recent Bible
Term.
The special Bible term of 1908 closed Friday, January
24th. There were six lectures daily, which were well attended
by the students, the people of the community and persons
from a distance who made their home with us during this
term. We were especially struck with the number of young
people, as well as preachers who attended these lectures. One
of the special features was President Yount's on Palestine,
and his travels in the Orient. Professor has a fine collection
of lantern slides which add much to the interest of his lectures.
Thursday, January 23rd was College Day, and quite
a bit of college spirit was aroused by the most extellent
speeches and songs by the College Glee Club. The speakers
of forenoon were : Eld. D. C. Flory, "Progress that Advances;" Eld. D. H. Ziegler, "Where do we get our Missionaries?" and Eld. H. C. Early, "Church and College, Dualism
of Power."
In the afternoon Eld. Hiram Miller spoke on "Why I
Believe in College Endowment?" and George W. Flory on
"The Needs of the College to Meet the Demands of the Times."
All of these lectures were ably given and the large audience
showed good interest. The Alumni also did not fail to give
us something which shows their interest in their Alma Mater.
D. W. Crist, B. A. '99, and Will Hoover, both gave stirring
speeches.
Eld. D. C. Flory, founder of the College, and one who has
always been a loyal friend, conducted a series of meetings in
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chapel, of evenings during Bible term. The students are indeed glad for the five of their number who decided to accept
Christ.
Our young preachers, seventeen in number, organized
sometime ago a Preachers Club. G. W. Flory is chairman.
They had up a good bit of interest during Bible term, discussing together with the visiting Ministers and Elders, doctrinal subjects.
Eld. D. H. Ziegler, who l~st year made a tour of the
world, gave us, one evening recently, an illustrated lecture,
principally on Japan.
They have been making very good progress on the gymnasium considering the weather. They will have it under
roof now soon.
On January 3 rst the College Glee Club will give a program in College Chapel, we are anxious to hear what they can
do. They have never given a program at home.
The Mountain Trio were here the 9th of January. This
was the fourth number on our Lecture Course. They gave us
a good program, especially were the violinist and reader
enjoyed.
Credit is given to bees and squirrels for their provisions
for winter, but the latest form of gathering nuts was illustrated this year by some of our noted skaters and canoeists.
In a little boathouse may be found a canoe, skates, and walnuts. When the weather is unfavorable for skating and
canoeing, you can find the big four of evenings at the boathouse cracking walnuts.
Professor W. Z. F. : "M_ost of my correspondence is done
with companies. The company scarcely consists of less than
three, the girl, her mother, ~nd that other fellow.
Ask Weary Willie which is correct, to walk between two
girls or on the outside.
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First girl: "Why, girlie, what is that spot doing on your
cheek?"
Second girl: "Why, it doesn't show, does it?"
First girl : "Why, yes, to be sure 'tis red, blue and
black. "
Second girl : "Well, I didn't notice it but I thought it
felt rather peculiar."
Prof. J. H. M. has been in great glee for some time.
The young ladies from Maryland have been eating next to
him and seemed to really have captivated this gentleman
whom we all thought impregnable to Cupid's darts. Since
their departure Prof. has had no appetite and seems that all
his former life and desire to get to the table is gone.
- - -0- --

ATHLETICS
The Athletic man scratched his head and frowned but no
thoughts came from the profundities of his intellect. He
could hear the sighing of the winter wind as it swept across
the forsaken campus and o'er the desolate ball-ground but
none of the "red birds" could be seen. When the chilly breezes
blow and the spirit of the enthusiastic Athletes has subsided
for the winter the athletic writer is left wihout a subject.
The future prospects for our Athletic Association are
brighter than they have ever been before. The membership
is the largest in its history and the new constitution is proving to be one of the long felt needs of the Association.
At a recent meeting it was decided to get a coach for the
baseball team next spring. Well, we were "up against it;"
where's the money to come from? Solicitors were appointed
and by their enthusiastic canvassing and a manifestation of
the B. C. spirit of loyalty the amount was soon raised.
Our new gymnasium will soon be ready for use and
every man who wants to play baseball next spring is expected
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to be ready to go into practice. It is especially important
that those who contemplate trying for the team be in the
Gym. every day for regular exercise in order that the'y may
best strengthen themselves for good and satisfactory work.
Every man owes it to himself, to his team and to his College
to develop himself as far as possible into a strong and efficient
player. And, in fact, no loyal man will want to be on the team
without first training and developing himself. Remember,
boys, that our captain is a very decided and straightforward
fellow and believes strongly in honor according to merit; so
if you want a place you must work.
The outlook for a strong baseball team is very encouraging. A number of last season's team is back, · and besides,
there are several new players for every vacant place. The
pitching staff will be decidedly strengthened.
Our manager is arranging an excellent schedule. Work
hard, boys, let's win honors for old B. C.
- -- o - - -

EXCHANGES
We are forcefully impressed with the tardiness of the
coming of our exchanges. Not more than fifteen per cent.
of the January numbers has reached our table. This ought
not to be so. The Philomathean has turned a new leaf and
from henceforth expects to appear at or very near the beginning of each month. How many of our exchanges will fall
in line?
"College Rays" of Union Bridge, Maryland, is always
on time, being one of the first magazines to reach us. It is
not a pretentious paper, judging/ from its size, but is well
balanced in regard to the space allowed in the various departments. However, there ought to be more articles by students,
-essays, stories, etc. Everyone ought to read "Value of
the Earthworm."
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"Our College Times," like "College Rays," is always on
time. There are several articles worthy of mention but we are
loathe to criticise work gotten up by the members of the
faculty. We suggest that more E!tticles written by the students be published, even though they are not as creditable
as the editors may desire.
"Goshen College Record" has lost its balance by devoting so much space to notes, personals, etc. These are interesting, we are sure, to a number of its readers, but there are
many others who look for more articles in the literary department.
---0---

MAGAZINE REVIEWS
All should be interested in Book News for January. The
articles, "The Man and the Novelist," "Sir Gilbert at Work
and at Play," and "A Quaint Country Home" are an interesting study of Sir Gilbert Parker. If you wish to delve
into the history of poetry read "Is Rhyme Worth While?"
"Bruges the Beautiful" gives a nice description of the city
that was called the Venice of the North. "E. Phillips Oppenheim" is treated under two : "A prolific Writer of Clever
Novels" and "Facts in Mr. Oppenheim's Career." The many
reproductions in "A Splendid Array of Water Colors" attract
the art loving eye. The three departments "The Old Bookshop," "Educational" and "In the World of Letters" are
worth studying. "Gray Voyagers" is the title of a beautiful
little poem, and indeed the issue taken as a criterion by which
to judge makes us expect some very fine issues ·of Book News.
(John Wanamaker, Phila. $r.oo per year.)
The January Black Cat furnishes a couple hours of enjoyable reading. The Chinese story entitled "A Celestial
Pig-Tale" is quite a departure from the usual line of stories.
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"The Amateur," describing a first appearance on the stage, has
a decided tinge of sadness.

"Her Heart's Desire" is a story,

often told, of woman's faithfulness.

Read "Kooli" and sym-

pathize with the elephant, then you will enjoy entering "The
Realm of the Rose."

"An Incident at the Moore-Head," a

mild detective story, closes the issue.

(The Shortstory Pub-

lishing Co., 41-47 Pearl St., Boston, Mass.

Fifty cents per

year.)
The Midwinter Number of Strand opens with the second
installment of "Salthaven." Kaiser Wilhelm II" gives us not
only a history of Germany's ruler, but also tells of his high
ideals, his feeling toward other nations, and his love of
music and art.

"Sally," a love story, gives us another glimpse

into the life of the poor people of a large city.. "Recollections
of Lewis Caroll," author of "Alice in Wonderland," is followed by "Ghosts of the Sea." "Art Favourites at Home and
Abroad" is accompanied by reproductions of ·some very fine
paintings. The title, "The Last Hours of Exonford," is somewhat misleading, , yet the story holds our attention.

Lourids

Peterson, the mariner, merchant and missionary, discloses
some very interesting experiences in "How I Went Round
the Equator." Other articles worthy of m,e.ntion are "Quits,"
"Treasures Three," "The Escape of

Gei;.s:~uni,"

and an inter-

esting study in Phrenology under the caption "Can Criminals
Be Cured by Surgical Operation?"

(The International News

Company, New York. $r.20 per year.)
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A Fresh. stood on the burning deck,As far as we can learn,
He stood in perfect safety,
He was too green to burn.- Ex.
- - -0 - - -

"Which, of course, thar was never the lady born you'd
call ugly; but speakin' of r_SJime, you'd be driven to remark that
they has a disadvantageo~s face."
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Suit Cases,
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Walkover Shoes Queen Quality Shoes
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FOR WOMEN

75 S. Main Street, Harrisonburg, Va.

Dealers in
GROCERIES, FRESH & CURED MEATS, FEED OF ALL KINDS
Distributors of Gold Medal Flour.
Fruits and Vegetables.
65 EAST MARKET ST., HARRISONBURG, VA.
Phones 122 and 195.

B. C. HARMAN
JEWELER

DIAMONDS, WATCHES, JEWELRY, ETC.
All Work Guaranteed. 108 S. AUGUSTA ST., STAUNTON, VA.
We Are Headquarters for
SHOES, FURNITURE, CARPETS, TRUNKS, SUIT-CASES,
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Dentist.

Attorneys-at-Law.

Bridgewater, Va.
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P. O. Box 48.

Ed. S. Conrad.
Geo. N. Conrad.
CONRAD & CONRAD,
Attorneys-at-Law.
Harrisonburg, Va.

PRACTICE-Rockingham and adjoining
counties, Supreme ·Court of Virginia, Federal Court at Harrisonburg.

DR. M. D. SWITZER,
Dentist.
Office: Rockingham National Bank
Building.
Phone No. 125.
Harrisonburg, Va.

J. D. MILLER, M. D.
Phone 38.

Hours: 9-10, 2-3.

Bridgewater, Va.
CHAS. GRIFFIN HERRING,
Lawyer.
Practice in State and Federal
Courts, and Supreme Court of Virginia. Wills and Settlement of Estates a Specialty.
·
Harrisonburg., V:a.

Phone No. 52.
ED. C. MARTZ, Notary Public.
G. F. HOLLER, M. D.
Physician and Surgeon.
Bridgewater, Va.
SIPE & HARRIS,
Lawyers.
Harrisonburg, Va.
Geo. E. Sipe.

John T. Harris.

DR. FRANK L. HARRIS,
Dentist.
Harrisonburg, Va.
Phone 197.
E. R. MILLER, M. D.,
Harrisonburg, Va.

Presbyterian Eye, Ear and Throat HospitaJ; Eye and Ear Department, University
of Maryland Hospital, Baltimore, Md. New
Y.ork Eye and Ear Infirmary; St. Bartholomew's Nose and Throat Clinic, New York
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]. W. VAN LEAR,

DR. R. S. SWITZER,
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Harrisonburg, Va.

Harrisonburg, Va.
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PHOTOGRAPHER
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DR. H. S. WILLEY,
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D. CLINT DEVIER
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General Repair Work Done
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]. H. WINE
Slate and Metal Roofer and General Tinner
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Manufacturer of Pure Ice Cream, Bread, Cakes, etc.
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THE AMOUNT OF WORK WE DO IN
OUR LI,NE IS PROOF THAT OUR PRICES
ARE RIGHT.
A full line to select from. Your Plumbing and
Heating will be done right if placed in our hands.
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Water Supplies and Drainage. Water Works
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We carry a Full Line of Stationery and School Supplies. County Free
School Books.
New and Attractive Styles in Men's Furnishings, including Shirts,
Collars, Cuffs, Neckwear, Underwear, Handkerchiefs, Gloves and
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stock covers a wide range of styles and values. The price and wear
are always satisfactory to the purchaser.

RUBBERS, OVERSHOES, TRUNKS, TELESCOPES, SATCHELS,
STOVES, CARPETS, MATTINGS, FURNITURE. AN
UNSURPASSED STOCK OF NEW DRESS
GOODS AND TRIMMINGS.

J&ribgetuater
Picturesque! y
and

<!Collrgr

H ea1thfully
Situated

~

I'

II

OFFERS

<!College. and
Courses of first rank leading to degrees
M.A.

B. A •

<fUglt~l;J~~d£UtffiC Cour5:e conferring B. E. degre~.;
.
. especially adapted to pub he
·

school teaching.

10ttpatatot-r College
Preparation f?r th.is ~nstituti<;>n .or any
or Umversity m America.
'Jl3fble degree
General Course; and Seminary Course leading to
B. S. L.
ffl.U~fC Music Teachers,' Course, two years.

,,:1

Voice Culture Course ; Piano Course, four years.

Q.tommcrdal
Business Co?i:se, one yea'f. ,. Ehortl~and
.
and Typewntmg, one year. " Combmed
..

Course, two years.

I\

·.

·~

_agrtCUltUtal Ato the
practical application of !he sciences
art of successful farmmg.
~Ormal

.m(\. Teache(s·Normal,
largely attended.yearlythe spnng.
~

The college atmosphere is socially, intellectually and
morally helpful. The five buildings are modernly equipped.
A new gymnasium soon to be erected. One of the best
athletic fields in the state. Faculty unsurpassed.

<etatalogut anb

~tttactibr ~oubenir

BRIDGEWATER COLLEGE

....

if bt$irtb

BRIDGEWATER, VA.
'

. .

