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T H E  F E M I N I N I T Y  O F  
W O M A N  

ANY are the thoughts and ambitions that have in
fluenced great men since the beginning of time. Pic
tures, paintings, visions, rank, fame, power, have all had 

their influence in the making of history; but aside from 
Christianity, the Influence that has moved the world, turned 
the tide of men and nations, made cowards of the bravest, 
and heroes of the most cowardly, raised up kingdoms and 
leveled them, is the indomitable power and influence of woman. 
How can we grasp the meaning, how begin to solve its wonder
ful and fearful power for good or evil? What presumption 
even to attempt to analyze it; at the mention of which we stand 
in awe and reverence, and tremble at its power and omn-ipo-
tence! it is immeasurable, fathomless, incomprehensible! 
What throne does it not control? What hovel does it not rule? 

Sincethe beginningof history, it has been woman's position 
in life to be the help-meet of man, to encourage him in life's 
rugged path, and to influence him. When God created 
woman did He take her from the head of man—thus to be his 
superior? Did He take her from his feet to be a slave for gen
erations to come? No! he took her from the side of man, to 
remain there as his equal, to walk by him and help him in the 
trials which were coining thick and fast upon his head. Let 
us retrace our steps, back among the years, and, laying time 
aside, peep at our ancestors Adam and Eve, as they sit 'neath 
the shade of the wide spreading trees in the garden of Eden. 
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Who here is the companion and who wields influence? Ah! 
it is the woman; but how sad to think it was turned to evil— 
not to good. 

Thus woman's influence began, but it was not always to be 
directed toward the downfall of man. Name after name in 
the history of nations recurs to us as we cast a retrospective 
view over the past. Among- these we find Joan of Arc, the 
courag-eous Maid of Orleans, leading an army to victory, 
saving the powerful France by the influence exerted over her 
soldiers. All hope had departed from the warriors of France, 
no man could save her. But in the little village of Domremy 
arose a virgin who was destined to be called blessed by her 
countrymen. There comes vividly to our minds the story of 
Cleopatra, enchantress of the Nile, the wily Egyptian who 
lured the Roman heroes, Caesar and Mark Anthony, to their 
ruin. Oh! woman, what will your influence not accomplish! 
What power is given to you to corrupt or purify this beautiful 
world of ours! What an elevated position the highly educated 
Hypatia held among her people; they recognized the power 
of this woman, and her influeuce over the studious and educa
ted classes, excited the jealousy and hatred of the narrow-
minded who sent her to an untimely grave. 

But putting aside the old heroines, who lived in the past 
and filled history with their memorable deeds, let us come to 
the present and past centuries and discuss woman as we see 
her—a subject for discussion throughout the ages. The 
widening of woman's sphere is a matter that has engaged the 
attention of many able minds. In few respects has mankind 
made more advancement than in the position of woman, who 
has risen from the darkness of servitude to the light of free
dom. Step by step she has proved her right to develop—the 
rightof every individual to perfect himself in the higher 
branches of education, regardless of sex. Woman has now 
awakenedto her true greatness and is grasping the oppor
tunity given her. _ Think of the lack of opportunity a century 
ago and contrast it with the present. Unless she happened 
to be the daughter of a family who believed she had brains 
and ability, a girl was compelled to accept the private educa
tion thrust upon her. 



M O N R O E  C O L L E G E  M O N T H L Y  41 

It will not hurt a girl entering womanhood in the glorious 
Twentieth century to look back and see what the pioneer 
women have done for her. Indeed, she can be thankful for 
living in such a century, and thankful to the women who have 
o-ained it for her. Little does she know the real heartbreaks 
it has caused to bring about such conditions. Ilow can she 
realize the social ostracism, the ridicule, contempt and scorn 
heaped upon the heads of women who ventured to ask for a 
broader outlook, who tried to show that the development of 
woman meant the development of race? As the years go on 
the world will know, better than it knows now, how benefi
cent was their work, not only to woman but to the whole 
race, since what elevates and betters woman makes the whole 
world better. 

Those who look with alarm on the development of woman 
as a menace to the home forget that nevertheless a modern 
woman is still a woman. Can the leopard change his spots? 
A woman has her own individual life to lead; not upon the 
merits of her husband will she stand or fall or prove equal or 
unequal to the opportunities to wield influence for good. A 
woman is more womanly and charming for being highly edu
cated and brought out from ignorance, which is always a 
menace. Shall we then educate woman and broaden her in
fluence, or shall we treat her as a toy to be played with for
ever? 

" The sphere of woman should be confined toher own house
hold," is the cry of the pessimist, as he beholds her launch
ing out and covering every avocation in life. But how can she 
confine herself longer when she realizes her position—when 
she realizes that it is her duty to turn this mighty influence 
towards her self-education, betterment and those higher 
attainments, which far from diminishing her usefulness, will 
only increase and double her influence as a factor domestic
ally, socially, aud in the great realm of state. When I say 
self-education I do not mean to have a selfish motive in view; 
of course, we understand that the betterment of self tends 
toward the betterment of others. Self too often becomes the 
chief end of existence, and any form of selfishness warps the 
mind and life. In the interest of the affairs of others, there 
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is absolute need of mental activity, which will carry the mind 
out of itself and will lessen morbid introspection. A woman 
who thus possesses herself becomes a power and a force in 
her sphere. 

Is a woman's influence really on the increase? Look at 
the temperance cause alone, and see what the untiring- efforts 
of woman have accomplished. Not only has the canteen been 
banished from the army of the United States, but also pro
hibition has been established in many of the States of the 
Union; and it is only a short time before this silent and in
domitable factor of wives, mothers and daug-hters shall free 
the country entirely from one of the greatest curses of civili
zation. 

Woman has many vocations in life, but the most holy of 
these is the call to home and husband: 

"As unto the bow the cord is, 
So unto man is woman ; 
Though she bends him, she obeys him, 
Though she draws him, yet she follows, 
Useless each without the other." 

It is the home influence of mothers that has made the 
great men and women of the ages past and will be in the cen
turies to come. "Other influences may enter late, but 
although time and distance and other loves and deaths may 
intervene, mother still looms large on the horizon of a boy's 
memory, borrowing something of the supernatural and the 
divine." How great is her responsibility and how careful 
she should be to influence the child for good! It is the mother 
that holds in her hand the destiny of mankind, and how im
portant it is that she realize it and exerts it to the highest and 
noblest ends! It is her love, her gentleness, her affection, 
her goodness, her tender abiding confidence and devotion 
that give her this supreme power and makes her man's bet-
terself. This is the secret of her influence and the power 
behind the throne, lo a mother belongs the holiest loves of 
a household, but how often has a sister been the inspiration 
of a boy's lofty ideals and ambition! He is impetuous, en
thusiastic, sensitive and generous, but he runs into obstacles 
until he is thoroughly discouraged, and he needs a helping 
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hand to lift him out of despair. Is this not a work for some 
one to perform who is looking- for great thing's to do? It is 
only by small things that we can obtain a strong- hold upon 
his affections and thus influence him in the rig-ht way. A 
little sympathy put into the life of a boy may lead to a pure 
and noble manhood. 

In this progressive age, what now is the duty of woman, 
what in the future shall she do to perform the part God in
tended her to do? To the twentieth century maiden is 
extended an education—such an education as the world never 
dreamed of before; it extends from kinderg-arten through 
university. The femininity of woman will not be lost in the 
struggle for an education; the influence will remain but will 
be strengthened by the new intellect and advancement. In 
short, there is developed that poise, mental and physical, 
which come of looking life and its capabilities, its duties and its 
delights, squarely in the face. 

The twentieth century is decidedly the woman's century, 
and it is her great privilege to put in her choicest work. 
What first does the world need? Greater spirituality is the 
cry—the work of spiritualizing the world is now woman's 
place—one in which she will play a supreme part. The sweet 
and broadening influence wielded by our girls as they step 
forth into womanhood, their tender help and kindly smile on 
the stronger sex will inspire him to greater things. As his 
companion and his helpmeet, woman can lift him upwards to 
the top of Pisgah and there let him realize the mighty 
faction to which his elevation is due. 

To perform her part well, to exert her power and influence, 
woman must strive to attain those characteristics so lovable 
in a woman. After all the most essential quality is her 
"femininity "—we admire her intellect, her beauty, her accom
plishments, but without this one trait we cannot love her. 
As in the half-opened bud, at once displaying and concealing 
the beauty, the fascination is greater than in the full-blown 
rose, so there is a certain indefinable grace lacking in the 
woman who ventures from her own sphere—that of sentiment, 
purity and love. Such as this rose-bud has our modern girl 
become—growing in knowledge, broadening her intellect to 
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ail eminence the Greeks would have rejected, "withstanding 
in her softer features, that destructive luxury and wealth 
that corrupted her illustrious prototype, the Roman matron; 
losing- none of her charms yet keeping- all of her virtues, 
demonstrating- the fact that a woman may be child-like as 
well  as impassioned, tender as well as strong-, glowing* with 
all the fervor of love and yet be obedient to the least dictates 
of honor." When she thus possesses herself, she vivifies the 
words of Wordsworth: 

" And now I see with eyes serene, 
The perfect pulse of the machine ; 
A being- breathing- thoughtful breath, 
A traveler between life and death ; 
The reason firm, the temperate will, 
Endurance, foresight, strength and skill, 
A Perfect woman, nobly planned, 
To warn, to comfort, and command, 
And yet a spirit still and bright, 
With something of an angel light." 

This let us strive to be, oh, daug-hters of the Southland, 
let us strive to go forward in the great work, seizing each 
golden opportunity as it comes with winged feet, perfecting 
ourselves in every way, learning to think and act individually, 
and, unfurliug the lofty banner of womanhood by the side of 
the spotless one of the Son of Man, press onward and upward 
until the shining light of peace and prosperity shall shed its 
pure and mellow rays upon us, glorious stars in the crown of 
our nation. 
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A  P O E M  

Listen my children and you shall hear, 
Of the wonderful doings of a Cupid dear, 
Who one time in the current year 
Caused us all to greatly fear, 
Of losing one to us all dear 

in matrimony. 

It was one eve in the early fall 
That Cupid peeped through the College wall. 
His eyes fell on two, guess who if vou can, 

One possessed of beauty, the other of wit, 
And his eyes sparkled as only his can, 

As he thought of a plan to tease them a bit. 

Then, out from the quiver at his side, he drew 
Of all his arrows, the most bright and new, 
And stopping a moment he aimed with great care 
And off flew the arrow away through the air. 
Again he aimed, near the same spot, 
And this time 'twas a girl that he shot, 
Distinguished for beaut3' of lips, eyes and cheek 
And with words on her tongue ever ready to speak. 

The wound was quite deep in each loving heart, 
And I know, they are not happy whene'er they're apart, 
But the boy is in Mercer, and the girl in Monroe 
And to such cases as these, this school is a foe, 
So all they can do, without improper fame, 
Is to write to each other and think of the same. 
But once, I tell you, I heard her say, 
In her own peculiar sweet little way, 
As she turned her lace handkerchief into a toy 
That was the dearest boy. 

Of course I know great deal less of his love 
But I know that he thinks she's as sweet as a dove, 
And any thing that Miss Lillian thinks right 
Is always the best thing in Johnny's sight. 

E Y , " K. D." 
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C O L L E G E )  J O U R N A L I S M  

I T S  O R I G I N ,  I T S  O B J E C T ,  I T S  F U T U R E  E F F E C T .  

THE college magazine of today is of distinctly American 
origin, and began with the Students' Gazette, which was 
publishsd in 1800 at Dartmouth, in New Hampshire. 

Since then it has grown in the depth and broadness of its 
views, and gives to the public reports of the different depart
ments of our colleges, as well as bright and witty sayings 
and the current news of the day. It could be truly said that 
in its origin the magazine is like the acorn, that buried, 
comes up and is a tender, insignificant plant. But, later on, 
when the sun smiles upon it and the heavens water it, it grows 
stronger and stronger until the leaves begin to come, then the 
branches, and in a few years it develops into a stately, digni
fied and strong oak, which, although dependent in a measure 
still, reaches out its strong limbs and becomes a support 
for other plants and vines. Just so, the magazine, if given 
the proper aid and support, will develop into even more than 
it is now. But in order to accomplish this, we must be will
ing to lend a helping hand to its support, even though to us, 
our efforts may seem feeble. In this way the periodical may 
be the means of helping others, and giving information where 
it is needed. 

The object of the magazine is to let the outside world 
know what we are doing, as well as to give the editors actual 
experience. Although we are like a little world within our
selves, there are those on the outside who are interested in 
our progress. The magazine gives those who write for it a 
freedom to exercise their different and latent faculties, by 
offering an opportunity for the initiative step in journalism. 
Magazines have already had, and shall continue to have their 
influence upon the development of our American Literature. 
Many of the names brightest in our literary annals, appeared 
first on the pages of some college magazine. For instance. 
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Daniel Webster, who contributed to the first college magazine, 
Student's Gazette, during the year 1802-3; Donald Mitchell, 
who contributed to the Tale Literary Magazine; Oliver Wen-
dall Holmes, who contributed to the "Heights of the Ridicu
lous" to Harvard Collegian; and James Russell Lowell, who 
was editor of the Harvardinia, all of whom furnish us 
examples of the good that college journalism may do us. 
Charles Thwing, in Scribner's Monthly of 187S, says: "The 
purposes which the college paper accomplish in American 
college life are numerous and important. It is, in the first 
place, a mirror of undergraduate sentiment, and is either 
scholarly or vulgar, frivolous or dignified as are the students 
who edit and publish it. From these publications a father, 
debating where to send his son or daughter can get a clearer 
idea of the type of moral and intellectual character, which a 
college forms in her students, from a year's file of their 
fortnightly paper, than from the annual catalogue or the pri
vate letters of the Professors." 

Who knows but that we may have in our walls a George 
Eliot or some other authoress 01* poetess ? The magazine 
will cause us to be more determined to overcome all obstacles 
in our literary world. Again, those who are struggling on 
account of their literature, and on whose hands can be seen 
"daubs" of ink and whose articles are full of corrections and 
erasures and perhaps stained with tears, may yet rise to such 
fameasanauthress or poetess, that iutheir earlier years of toil, 
they may never have dreamed of. In other words, the college 
magazine is a kindergarten in which we all take our first lesson 
toward development. But later on, as we progress, and are 
promoted from one class to another, we shall one day graduate 
and have a broader field in which to work in the journalistic 
realm, and be prepared for the real work of an authoress, 
poetess or editor of some great paper. In order to accom
plish this we must persevere—Then we shall be able to instil 
high ideals and noble purposes into the minds and hearts of 
others. The good that may come from these untiring efforts 
should induce both faculty aud students to encourage College 
Journalism. HATTIE WINCHESTER, "C" 
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T H E  W R O N G  G I R L  

T was a cold, rainy afternoon in November, the bare trees 
seemed to shiver as the wind whistled through their leaf
less boughs, the streets were covered with mud, and in 

fact the afternoon was so unpleasant that only a few ventured 
out from their comfortable firesides. 

On just such an afternoon as this Morris Leighton, a 
wealthy, aristocratic young man of twenty-three, had been 
sittiug before a glowing fire, buried in deep thought. If any 
one had read his thoughts, they would have found that the 
look of determination ou his handsome face, and his occa
sional vehement utterances, "I must—I will," were caused 
by thoughts of a beautiful young girl, who the night before 
had so independently rejected him. He had left her home 
very angry, for she had refused him, who all his life had been 
accustomed to have his slightest wish granted. But he was 
now learning a lesson which would do him good for the rest 
of his life. 

Becoming more worried at the thought of being refused the 
greatest desire of his life, he began to walk back and forth in 
the room, with a determined look on his proud face. Finally 
he stopped at the window, where he stood looking at the 
dreary scene without. Only a few yards away stood the col
lege where Mary, the girl of his thoughts, spent several hours 
every afternoon, studying music. He began to wonder how 
long it would be before she would pass by on her way home, 
wonder if she had given him a single thought that day, and 
many other things, as he stood thus. 

Suddenly he became interested in a girlish figure coming 
slowly down the street from the direction of the college. As 
the girl drew nearer, he thought he recognized her as the 
subject of his thoughts, although she was closely veiled. Yes, 
there was the little red jacket which he had seen her wear so 
often; and then, too, he caught a glimpse of an abundance of 
wavy, black hair hanging loosely from beneath her jaunty red 



M O N R O E  C O L L E G E  M O N T H L Y  4 9  

cap. Still, something-about this interesting- creature seemed 
unusual to him as he watched her approach. Was he mis
taken? Surely he knew Mary when he saw her. As she 
came directly in front of his window he saw in her hand the 
pocketbook which he had given Mary only a few weeks before. 
This convinced him that the girl was without doubt Mary, in 
whom he was so interested. 

He watched her closely as she passed, only wishing that 
he could find some excuse to speak to her and make it all 
right again. Somehow she appeared to be sad, for she walked 
slowly with head down. Oh, happy thought! Perhaps she 
was sorry for her decision. 

He hesitated no longer, but hurriedly putting on his over
coat and hat hastened out into the street, determined to 
overtake her. 

In a few minutes he was by her side. Without giving her 
an opportunity to speak he began to talk rapidly, calling her 
by the pet name he had given her and earnestly begging to 
be forgiven for becoming so angry the night before. 

They had now reached Mary's gate, Morris continuing to 
talk as rapidly and tenderly as ever. Before entering he 
stopped and asked if she would allow him to come back that 
night. 

Now for the first time the girl was given a chance to speak. 
However without uttering a word she threw back her veil, 
then after looking at him for a moment, hurried into the 
house. 

Was there ever anything so ridiculous? The proud 
Morris Leighton had been making love to Mary's Irish cook. 
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R e l i g i o u s  D e p a r t m e n t  
JKNNIK HOC.AN, "C." 

Wednesday, October 22(1, is a day which will not be sooi 
forgotten by Monroe girls, for it was the first Missionary 
Day of the session, and had been eagerly looked forward t< 
by the whole student body—by the new girls because thej 
did not know what such days meant, aud by the old girls 
because they were well aware of the good things in store foi 
them. 

Missionary Day really begins on Tuesday evening; anc 
at this time we had the pleasure of listening to Mr. G. R 
Bisby, of Fort Gaines. His address on the subject "The 
Holy Spirit in Missions," was presented in a clear, simple, 
yet forceful way. The same speaker gave a short discourse 
Wednesday morning having as a basis for what he said "A* 
my bather hath sent me into the world, even so send I you.' 
This also was handled in a scholarly manner. 

After an intermission of forty-five minutes. Dr. White, of the 
hirst Baptist Church, Macon, followed with an excellent ad
dress. He spoke directly to the hearts of the girls,tellingaboul 
the great work of the Home Mission Board! and the pressing 
neec ^ or aboiers. He then very touchingly spoke of the 
King s business requiring haste; and of his earnest prayer 
hat God might see fit to call some Monroe girl to give her "life 

to this noble work of "rescuing the perishing." 
C'-C ?i re^u*ar programme by the members of the 

boc.ety, in the afternoon, Mrs. S. C. Todd, of Vineville, Ma-

snok t!irary Wh° ^ reCentl? returned China, 
and Hfp jad,es about her call to the foreign field, 
earnestn e 7 ' Her hearers fou°d »er -aland 
serrate 1 ^ VCr^ contaS''ous- The earnest appeal of this con-
hea r t s  7^ 7  00 d°Ubt have a ^sting effect on the 

ts and llves of those who heard it. 
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And so Missionary Day has come and grme and left behind 
an inspiration and desire for nobler and grander living-. 

The programme prepared for Wednesday afternoon was 
rendered Saturday evening. The subject of this also being 
"Home Missions." It was participated in by Misses Julia 
Maddox, Susie Richards, Corinne Mayo, Ella Pate and Stella 
Gardener. The subjects under discussion were: "Home 
Missions the Basis of Operation for World-wide Missions," 
"Cuba," "Home Life in Mexico," "How our Society Can Help 
in Home Missions," and "Sufferings and Sacrifices of Mis
sionaries." These meetings are instructive, as well as up
lifting. Who can tell what may be the effect of them on the 
lives of our girls? 

Another feature conducive of much good to the religious 
life is the B. Y. P. U. This was recently organized, and is 
under the leadership of our pastor, Brother T. J. Watts, a 
very earnest and consecrated worker for the Master. At our 
first meeting, the names of fifty-five girls were enrolled, and 
it seems that each one has gone into the work with great en
thusiasm. We hope that this organization will be a great 
factor in the development of the Christian, and that in it we 
may gain both intellectual and spiritual culture, which will 
fit us for any service in the Master's vineyard. 
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N O T E S  O N  M U S I C  A N D  A R T S  
FANNIK BKDGOOD, " K. D." 

" O strange sweet power ineffable, 
0 gracious influence 
1 know not whence thou art, but this I know; 
Thou holdest in thy hand the silver key-
That can unlock the sacred fount of tears. 
Which falling make life green ; the hidden spring 
Of purer fancies and high sympathy." 

LEWIS MORRIS. 

Music is in the soul of all, waiting- for the touch of an invisible 
hand to thrill it to estatic life. Mathematics disciplines the 
mind, music refines it. The body is refined by cleanliness, 
the mind by learning-, the soul by music. Music justly ranks 
among- the fiue arts. Montesquieu has said that music is the 
only one of all the fine arts that does not corrupt the mind of 
man. Truly it may be said that there is something-in it holy; 
unlike the other arts it cannot paint anything- but what is good. 
Next to religion it is one of the greatest civilizing powers. No 
nation exists totaly devoid of religious instincts, nor can there 
be discovered a tribe so crude or so savage but has its music. 
Its power is so great that in legends of all nations that in
vention of art is ascribed to the gods. 

The world itself is full of music. It has become so thor
oughly a part of our existence that we rarely pause to consider 
to what extent we are, as it were, enveloped in sweet sounds, 
or how its loss would be to us. It is the constant companion 
of man; it follows him through joy or sorrow, it is with him 
in sickness and in health, it is a delight in prision as on the 
pleasure ground. There is no occasion however joyous or 
however solemn to which it may not lend an added charm or 
power; we love it in youth, it is a solace in old age. 

Shakespeare says there's is nought so stockish hard and 
full of rage but by the "sweet power of music" doth change 
his nature. He regards music as love itself. Portia coming 
home from the scene in Venice, loiters in the moonlio-ht, 
marks the music which is floating from her palace. All the 
tenderness of her nature is awakened by it, her thoughts put 
such strain upon her vibrating heart strings that she cries, 

" Peace now the moon sleeps with Endymion 
And would not be awak'd." 
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" I am what I am because I was industrious ; whoever is equally 
sedulous will be equally successful." Rack. 

The Mozart Symphony Club of New York gave a concert 
here this month. Those who availed themselves of the op
portunity appreciated it to the fullest extent. It is as neces
sary to hear good music as it is to practice good music. 

The man that hath not music in himself 
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds. 

Is fit for treason, strategem and spoils. 

A R T  

" 'Tis like her, but she does not smile, 
I look into her eves 

And linger, dreaming all the while 
Sweet greeting may arise. 

" 'Tis like her but she does not speak, 
Ah, sweet heart lack-a-day ! 

Fie on the art that tints the cheek 
And steals the soul away." 

* * a 
No matter how debase the people, we find in them the de

sire for and love of ornament, a natural desire for added 
grace; not content merely with meat that perishes, but in 
some dim way feeling- something of the Divine, of that spirit 
that paints the little wayside flower with loveliness, while 
scattering it broadcast over the earth; that which, enthroned 
in majesty no eye can see, no heart can conceive, tints with 
effulgent beauty the earth-born beetle that glistens in the 
sunlight. 

* * * 

" Did your sister paint these pictures?" 
Asked a beau of little Ned. 

" No, her doesn't paint no pictures. 
But paints herself." he said. 

* * * 

The rose always has and always will interest the decora
tive artist. Look at any old work of a decorative nature, be 
it Persian, Indian, Japanese, English, French or German, 
and it will be seen that the rose stood high iu favor with them. 
This is because that flower was recognized by all as the sym
bol of love and its story differently told, but the same runs 
through the ages. 
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L E A V E S  F R O M  T H E  E N G L I S H  
R O O M  

MY FIRST POEM. 

DEDICATED TO "EARNEST WILLIE." 

Oh the many lives you've aided ! 
By your pure, sweet Christian life, 
Oh the many griefs you've banished 
From this life, of care and strife. 

From the depths of earthly sorrow, 
To a higher nobler plane. 
You have lead the lost to Calvary 
Where the 14 Lamb of God " was slain. 

Will you ever know the sorrow-
That your smiles have chased away ? 
Or the golden deeds of kindness 
You have wrought, till that 44 Great Day?" 

Then toil on oh faithful servant! 
Till the setting of the Sun, 
When your work on earth is ended, 
And He answers thee, 14 Well done." 

CORRINNE MAYO, 44C.' 

THE FOUR O'CLOCK MATINEE. 

Although Monroe is a Baptist school, there is a daily mati
nee at 4 o'clock, under the direction of Professor Wallace. 
The matinee is given by the music pupils, who have failed to 
practice their full time, and is a medley of comedy, tragedy 
and drama. A few nights ago I was excused from practice 
on account of a severe sick headache. The next morning my 
name was read out in chapel. This was equivalent to an ur
gent invitation to attend the matinee, so at the appointed time 
I went to Professor Wallace's room, taking with me my 
"ticket,"—a written excuse from Miss Napier. There were 
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a number of girls in the room, some seeming defiant, some 
frightened, and some, who, like myself, had good excuses, 
were calm and confident. My name was called fiist, so I 
handed Professor Wallace my excuse, and went out, leaving 
the others to their fates. ANNIE MAY ARNOLD, "K. D." 

AT THE WINDOW. 

Looking out of the window I behold a beautiful day, and 
breathe such glorious fresh air. 

People are hurrying to their work, wagons ladened with 
snowy cotton are passing, the little boys are goingover to the 
Institute, while the girls are making haste to reach the col
lege before the second bell rings. 

A stream of black smoke can be seen from the factory 
smokestack making its way heaven-ward, and I hear the puffs 
of steam at regular intervals. At this moment the great 
town clock is striking the hour of eight, and now I hear the 
school bell calling me to the study hall. 

EARLE WOOD, "C." 

ot 

IN THE COAL HOUSE. 

When I was going to school at Banks Stephens Institute 
all the girls in my class, would go into the coal house to 
work examples for each other. Of course this was against 
the rule, but we didn't miss our arithmetic. 

Once when we were in there we heard some one coming 
and all of us ran behind a big box. It was our Professor. He 
came for the purpose of having a load of coal put in. He came 
and moved the box, and there we were all huddled up in one 
corner and all ashamed to speak. One girl said very inno
cently: "Professor, we were playing hiding, wern't we in a 
good place?" BERNICE UPSHAW. 



56 M O N R O E  C O L L E G E  M O N T H L Y  

DISTURBED REPOSE. 

The day had been especially hard, and at the retiring hour 
I was tired. I had just settled myself for peaceful dreams, 
when from away in the distance came the sound of an indis
tinct voice: "Write the fifth sentence in French on the 
board." I turned myself impatiently into a more comforta
ble position, but was soon startled from a 'state of semi
consciousness by a vision of the mummy of Rameses II., with 
a perfect halo of geometrical angles about his head. I soon 
recovered, however, from my flight, and dozed off again. 
After a few minutes of oblivion, I awoke to find myself actu
ally singing the words of a theme to the notes of one of my 
exercises. MABEL LYDE BOWEN, "C." 

J-

A "CORN SHUCKING." 

The corn crop had been unusually good that year, and 
Mr. Smith had no room iu his barn for all the harvest, so he 
decided to have a corn shucking, and went to work at once to 
pile up the corn in the lot and have pine logs brought to build 
bonfires. 

Soon after sundown the neighbors began coming, and a 
large fire was built. The fun then began: Songs were sting, 
stories told, jokes exchanged, riddles solved, and laughter 
rang out on the night air. At eleven o'clock the bell was 
rung, and the crowd came into the table loaded with good 
things prepared by the busy housewife. Soon after supper 
the crowd went home, after declaring it to be a "never-to-be-
forgotten occasion." MIRIAM ADAMS, "K. D." 

J* 

AN UNEXPECTED ENCOUNTER. 

One summer afternoon a friend and I decided to take a 
trip to Tennille, a town about three miles from Sandersville, 
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on bicycles. We started soon after dinner, and as the road 
was good, the first mile was covered in a short time. About 
half way between the two towns there is a long and rather 
steep hill. As this was a rare opportunity for coasting Essie 
and I wished to make the most of it, so reaching the top of 
the incline, without a glance to right or left, we turned loose 
the pedals and down we went with the speed of the wind. 
When suddenly, to our intense terror, at the very foot of the 
hill we saw a cow standing still, calmly surveying us as we 
bore down upon her. For one instant we held our breath,— 
only for an instant—the next second girls and bicycles were 
strangely intermingled on the roadbed, while the cow was 
making across the field "like a streak of lightning." We 
limped into town somewhat later, sadder, but wiser girls. 

SUSIE D. RICHARDS, "C." 

J-

LEARNING POETRY WHILE GOING TO WALK. 

A few days ago I went to walk with three other girls, and 
took with me a piece of poetry to memorize. When we had 
passed out of the campus I began to read the poetry aloud, as 
all of us four girls wished to learn it. When I reached the 
third verse I was interrupted by a girl, who said, " Look at 
those pears! O, don't you wish you had some?" We gazed 
wistfully at them for a few moments, and then I began to read 
again. I finished reading it over, and then I learned the first 
verse, which, although I tried very hard to learn more, was 
the only verse I learned during the whole walk. This is the 
way I learned it: 

My boat is 011 the shore, 
And the pears are on the tree, 

But before I go, Tom Moore, 
111 surely get two for thee. 

EARLE HAMMACK, " C." 
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THE STORY OF THREE OLD MAIDS. 

In the town of Toy lived three old maids. Easter was 
near at hand, and each of them wanted a new bonnet. Of 
course, if two dollars could buy three bonnets, they could each 
have had one. As it was, only one of them could sport a new 
bonnet, and the question was, which should it he. Miss Mar
tha said as she was the oldest she ought to have it. Miss 
Jane declared, as sure as the sun arose on Easter morning, 
into the church she would walk with that new bonnet on. 
Now, poor little Miss Kitty, who always had to give up to her 
older sisters, said nothing, but did a great deal of thinking. 
Easter morning dawned bright and clear, still there was no 
new bonnet to be seen. Since the first time a new bonnet 
had been mentioned, nothing had been said of it. Each old 
maid went about her usual duties, then to her room to dress 
for church. I doubt, if you asked them, if they could tell you 
a word the preacher said, as they were too busy looking at 
each others bonnet; for, if you will believe it, there sat all 
three of those old maids with new bonnets on. 

Patti Willingham, 44 K. D." 
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We have found, among- some old colleg-e papers, two an
nuals, dated '53 and '83, which are of very great interest. 
In them are lists containing- the names of some of our oldest 
alumnae, and their pages, now yellowed with age, are dear to 
us, because on them is recorded some of the history of the 
infancy of the college. We are always delighted to find any
thing that will throw light upon that period, and if any of our 
readers or alumnae, come across an old catalogue, we would 
be glad to have them send it to us, so as to complete oui file. 

* * 
* 

Fall is, in our opinion, the most beautiful time of the year, 
and the pleasant sunshiny days have made this season par
ticularly lovely. The trees are flaming with red, green and 
gold, and the college campus is one mass of color and bril
liancy. How much pleasure there must be in nature study 
and horticultural work at such a season! Mr. Berckman, 
the president of the National Horticultural Association, who 
spent several days of last week with us, seems to enjoy the 
work to its fullest extent. We feel ourselves very fortunate 

..K. D. 
c. 

C. 
K. D. 

C. 
„K. D. 

K. D. 
C. 
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in having- had such a learned and distinguished man to come 
and plan the work which is to be done on our campus. Many 
improvements have been decided upon, and some have already 
been begun. The societies have been given plots, just in 
front of the main college building for their own special care, 
and we hope to keep them in such a condition as will be a 
credit to our labor as well as an ornament to the college. 

* * 
* 

We have requested each trustee, individually, to become a 
subscriber to our college magazine. The first one to answer 
the call was Rev. J. J. Hyman. Now, Brother Hyman was 
the first to be placed on the Monroe Honor Roll last year, 
and this year again he is given the first place. This certainly 
shows that he is more thoughtful of us than our other trus
tees, and, although, we do not follow the rule "do unto others 
as they do unto you," and although we respect and honor all 
our noble trustees, yet, you know, we cannot help being par
tial to those who show most interest in us. 

* * 
* 

One of the most improving as well as interesting features 
of our work this year, are the monthly recitals given by the 
pupils of music and expression. The first of these occurred 
November 3, and was greatly enjoyed by all present. The 
pieces were all well rendered and brought loud applause from 
the audience. 

* * 
* 

The Lyceum Course afforded much pleasure and amuse
ment to those of us who attended last year and we are glad 
that another is to be given this term. The two literary so
cieties have the course in charge now, and any gains that 
may accrue from it will be equally divided between them. 
The first attraction, the "Boston Stars" will be here Novem
ber 15. We are all looking forward to it with pleasure. 
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As Monroe advances in other lines, we are anxious to see 
the library growing, for it is the library that constitutes one 
of the most important of the college equipments. It would 
be very helpful to this cause if each alumna would give to the 
college at least one volume. 

* * 
* 

College life is only enjoyed by a very few, and we, to whom 
these privileges are given, are bound by duty to take the 
greatest advantage possible of them. But there are various 
ways of using these privileges, and besides those who do not 
study at all and those who study by fits and jerks, there are 
still two classes, each of which works hard in its own way, 
and accomplishes much. 

The girls of one of these classes are always studying, are 
very seldom ever seen without an open book before them and 
the cry "I haven't time" upon their lips. They haven't 
time to play, they haven't time to read, they even haven't 
time to prepare their lessons properly ; and we are apt to say, 
"Why, those girls are worked to death." But the other 
class, although their work is equally difficult, always have 
time for everything. They study while they study, and play 
while they play. Their whole soul is thrown into whatever 
they do. ' And it is this latter class that is always, almost 
without exception, the first to succeed. 

We believe in having things pleasant and gay. Why not 
organize a Banjo Club, a Glee Club and others? We have 
many good voices, why not use them more? There are 
pleasant hills and fields all about the college, why not organ
ize Botanical and Zoological Clubs and make expeditions in 
search of specimens? That kind of work would show real 
life and a spirit of true progression. 
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BOOK Reviews  
"REVERIES OF A BACHELOR." 

"Reveries of a Bachelor" is a collection of floating-dreams 
or visions which, from time to time, drifted across the mind 
of an old bachelor, and what bachelor has not had such 
thoug-hts as are displayed in this book? 

An old bachelor is seated before a bright wood fire in the 
room reserved for him in his old home at his farm. The 
bright blaze, or the voices of his tenant and his tenant's wife 
in the adjoining room, suggest to him the subject of marriage. 
He piles on more wood before he sits down, but it is green 
and the fire begins to smoke. Smoke suggests the thought 
that as it always goes before a blaze, so does doubt go before 
decision. His reverie take this shape from the first: 

Can a man be expected to give up his habits of wandering 
at his own pleasure, and doing as he pleases, to be shut up in 
wedlock within four walls, called home, that are ever after
ward to claim him, his time, his teai"s and all that he has? He 
thinks not, but just then the fire begins to burn and the flames 
leap higher and higher in the fireplace, filling the room with 
brightness. So, too, his thoughts grow more vivid and cheer
ful, and he pictures to himself a happy home, having him and 
a loving wife for the inmates. She meets him on his return 
from business with a happy smile, sympathizes with him in 
his troubles aud grief, rejoices with him in prosperity and 
success, and makes home an earthly paradise for him. 

But the fire falls on the hearth, the blaze gives a leap, a 
flicker, and then goes out leaving only a bed of glowing coals. 
This suggeststo him the fact that sorrow must follow happi
ness, and he sees the home once more when all is quiet, no 
merry laughter is heard, no busy footsteps break the still
ness, death has entered the happy household aud taken away 
the wife and mother, the light the joy of the home. 
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The embers were dark and he dashes away a tear or two 
and breathes a prayer of thanks that such desolation has not 
come to him, and a prayer of hope that it may never come. 
He stirs the coals, there is no sign of life, so he retires and 
his reverie is ended. 

I wonder if a married man with his sentiments made real 
is, after all, as happy as the old bachelors in their dreams. 

MIRIAM ADAMS, "K. D." 

"THE MILL ON THE FLOSS." 

MABKL BOVVKN, "C." 

In "The Mill on the Floss," one of the most comprehen
sive of George Eliot's works, the lives, including the loves, 
and fortunes of a brother and sister are depicted with the 
usual charm of this writer's style. 

Mr. Tulliver, the father of Tom and Maggie, who were 
mere children at the opening of the book, was the owner of 
the "mill," and an influential citizen of St. Ogg's. There 
was a long standing feud between Mr. Tulliver and Mr. 
Wakem, a lawyer living in the neighborhood of St. Oggs, and 
although Mr. Tulliver hated Mr. Wakem as heartily as pos
sible, with his dislike there was mixed an involuntary envy— 
approaching almost admiration—of his rival's education and 
power as a lawyer. 

When Tom was twelve years old, Mr. Tulliver placed 
him in the home of a clergyman living in a neighboring town, 
for a private education, and by the "irony of fate," Mr. 
Wakem's deformed son, Philip, was studying at the same 
place. The boys,|sharing their fathers' feelings, were con
tinually exchanging harsh words, and occasionally showed 
their dislike for each other by actual blows. During Tom's 
second term, Maggie, then ten years old, went to see him 
twice, and learned to like Philip Wakem, who was gentle and 
studious, and not like Tom, who was always finding fault 
with her, and laughingat her. 

Before the end of his second term, Tom was called home 
on account of his father's failure to win a law suit against 
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Wakem, the result of which was the bankruptcy of Mr. 
Tulliver. 

Being- naturally of an excitable nature, Mr. Tulliver falls 
a victim to paralysis under the strain of the excitement at
tending- his failure. His wife, who has a rather weak charac
ter, is completely dazed by the complexity of affairs, and is 
unable to comfort her husband, or to conduct her household. 
In this crisis, the sisters of Mrs. Tulliver come forward with 
reproaches to her for having married Mr. Tulliver, masked 
with a poor semblance of pity for her lot, and advice as to 
what plan to pursue, with everything in fact except means 
with which to avert the calamity of having to be left homeless 
and penniless. When Mr. Tulliver recovered from his ill-, 
ness of several weeks, his mind was almost a perfect blank, 
and with child-like trust he leaned upon his daughter, Maggie, 
whose love for her father formed the controlling element in 
her life. Tom, a boy of about seventeen, was now thrown 
upon his own resources for supporting the family, and he 
redeemed the name of Tulliver, by a laudable eudeavor to earn 
an honest living. 

During these dark days Maggie hardly saw Philip, as they 
both realized under what circumstances they must meet, and 
knowing the aversion with which their fathers regarded any 
social relations between the two families. Several times 
Maggie met Philip in a secluded spot near her home, and he 
told her of his love, and she confessed her love for him. But 
lom discovered and put an end to these interviews, so that 
Maggie and Philip were parted for a whole year. This tended 
to estrange the brother and sister, who had been happy in 
each others love since their father's death a few months 
after his failure. 

At the end of a year Maggie, a tall, dark, queenly beauty 
of nineteen, went to visit her cousin Lucy Deane, a fair, sweet, 
beautiful girl of just Maggie's age. Lucy was engaged to 
Mr. bteven Guest, a young man of high social standing, and 
of considerable wealth. He was a very dear friend of Philip 
Wakem's, and the three spent many happy hours in Lucy's 
home, talking and singing. During Maggie's visit, she often 
joined them; and they would have been a very happy quar-
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tette, had it not been for a faint suspicion in Philip's mind 
that Maggie and Steven were beginning; to love each other, 
which Lucy, however, did not suspect. Maggie fought against 
her love for Steven, feeling that he was pledged to Lucy, and 
she to Philip. One afternoon when Maggie and Steven were 
boat-riding, he persuaded her to go to a town a few miles 
away, where he wished her to be married to him. When it 
was too late to return home, Maggie regretted the step she 
had taken, and as soon as they reached the town, she refused 
to marry Steve, and returned home alone, leaving him disap
pointed and angrv. Of course, their conduct excited suspic
ion and comment in St. Oggs, and Steven went away from 
home on a long tour. For a long time Tom refused to forgive 
Maggie, so she earned her own living by teaching. Philip 
kept hoping against hope that Maggie would still love him, 
and he remained faithful to her, even when she ignored him. 
Lucy, whose heart had nearly been broken by her lover's in
constancy, with her usual unselfish love and nobility forgave 
Maggie. 

The brother and sister had not been reconciled to each 
other, when in a flood caused by the overflow of the Floss, 
Maggie rescued Tom from a seemingly inevitable death, and 
then they were drowned together, only becoming reconciled 
at the last moment, so that "in their death they were not di
vided." 

In after years, two men came often to visit a grave where 
lay one who in life had been dear to each of them. By the 
side of one there was a fair form, but the other remained 
alone all through life. 
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J A N E T T E  

JANETTE was the only daughter of a wealthy merchant 
of B . We see her lying on a couch, in a richly fur
nished room, with an unanswered note in her hand. 

"lain tired of this kind of life," she was saying. "It is 
just go, go all the time, and never a moment of rest. I did 
think I could sleep tonight; but, no, there is anything except 
rest here in this large city, where there are so many things 
to take up one's time; and yet, after all, what we do amounts 
to nothing in the long run. Here is one of those detestable 
notes to break into my plans for tonight. I had decided to 
read and eat nuts the earlier part of the evening. Of course, 
I am expected to go; and, besides, I have no excuse for not 
doing so." 

The fact was that Janette Worthington, for such was her 
name, had become completely worn out with continual theater 
going and various other things which help to make up the 
pleasures—if I might thus term them—of a society woman. 

While Janette was thinking of her disturbed plan for the 
evening, and something else she might do which would please 
her better than being a "society girl," Marion Reed, her 
dearest friend, walked into the room. 

"O, Marion, how glad I am to see you today! Say, are 
you invited to that 'swell affair' at Mrs. Hall's this evening?" 

"Yes; and, Janette, I have come over to ask you what you 
are going to wear. Do you think that blue silk of mine will 
do?" 

"Why, of course; but, Marion, do you know what I have 
been thinking about all the morning? I know you haven't the 
least idea. Well, I have been thinking how pleasant it would 
be to leave the city and all its fashions, and experience for 
awhile the life of a 'country school teacher.' " 

They talked the matter over together, and Marion begged 
her not to go to the country. "For," she would say, "it is so 
silly that you should think of such nonsense." But Janette 
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had a head of her own, and was determined to teach school. 
After having- a conference with her father, in which she 

g-ained the victory, Janette applied for a school, and was suc
cessful in obtaining one. 

As the No. 12 train on the Seaboard Air Line was just 
slowing up at a little out-of-the-way station, Janette Worth-
ington was looking anxiously out of the car window. Her 
heart sank as she saw the surrounding country. What a 
desolate-looking place it was! The weather-boarded freight 
house, with a platform on one side serving as a waiting-room 
for the few passengers who might come that way, made her 
wish for a moment that such an idea as teaching school in the 
countrv had never entered her mind. But she felt more en
couraged when, on getting off the train, she was greeted by a 
good-natured old farmer, who was not very handsome in ap
pearance, however. 

"So this is the young lady from the city who is going to 
teach our school?" he said. " Well, Miss Worthington, I hope 
you may succeed in your undertakihg, and may find my home 
an agreeable boarding place." By this time he had lifted her 
into the high, old-fashioned buggy, one of the few remaining 
ones of the kind our grandfathers used. 

As they jogged along, they had come to a bend in the road, 
and Janette, peering around the corner to the left saw in the 
twilight a plain but comfortable looking house situated in a 
large oak grove. On coming nearer, the cleanly swept walks 
bordered with boxwood, showed that her coming had been of 
some importance to the housewife of this thrifty farmer. 

The refined little woman who met her at the door made 
it plain by her pleasant smile and motherly ways that Janette s 
boarding place would be in every respect delightful. But 
Janette was even more pleased with the country and its cus
toms after she came out from the dining-room where she had 
been served a refreshing supper. 

It was only a few days until her school began, and by that 
time she had become acquainied with the matrons of the 
school, and had learned to some extent, what was meant by 
" Life in the country." Her school proved a success and she 
was never happier than when surrounded by a throng of little 
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children, who had soon learned to love her dearly. She put 
whole heart in her work, and ceased to think of the trifles 
connected with society life in a city. 

Several years have passed, and Janette is no longer a 
school teacher, but if the reader should chance to pass through 
that locality where Janette formerly taught school, he would 
see an elegant house whose outward appearance shows that 
happiness is not wanting thereabouts. Here Janette resides, 
no longer a boarder, but the mistress of the pretty home. 

IRENE UPSHAW, "K. D." 
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Jokes  and Locals  
Ella Pate, "K. D." Editor. 

Mr. W. M. Rosser, of Locust Grove, visited his daughter, 
Essie, on last Monday. 

Clionian Girl—"Say, Lillian, are the Kappa Delta's going 
to serve cold cream at their reception?" 

Miss Rogers (in Bible Class)—" For what did Esau sell his 
birthright?" 

Imaginative Pupil—"A can of potted ham." 
Miss Fickett—" Girls when you march out of the dining 

hall, you must turn a straight curve." 
Mr. Chester Castellaw visited his sister, Trella, last week. 

S.—"Prof. Jackson, there's something the matter with our 
gradiator, it's full of water." 

Prof. Jackson—"Child, you mean radiator, do you not?" 
S.—'"Oh!" 
Dessa—" Professor Wallace is the Oratorical Contest a 

contest in art or music?" 
Rev. W. D. Hammock and Mr. A. J. Jones, of Coleman, 

are counted among our visitors. 
Dr. Jones (in Civics)—"Miss Little, each House, with the 

concurrence of two-thirds of its members, may expel a mem
ber or otherwise punish him for a breach of what? 

Miss L.—"Breach of promise 1" 
Our friend Hattie Winchester received a box of Huylers 

last week with this inscription on it, " Glass, handle with 
care." In her note of thanks she said, "I am glad to know 
that you as well as the 'glass' were not 'broke.' " 

S. E. was in Helen's room the other day, and seeing some 
nut picks on the table, said, "Why, Helen, do you crotchet?" 



70 M O N R O E  C O L L E G E  M O N T H L Y  

Miss Fickett (in Virgil class)—" How was Aeneas like an 
angel?" 

"Because he sailed in a cloud." 
"How was he like a man?" 
"Cause he broke a woman's heart," answered one senti

mental young lady. 
Miss Abbot (in Physics)—" Hattie, name a solid." 
"Let's see; oh, yes, water (suppressed laughter by 

the other girls.) 
"Please wait till I finish. I meant watermelon." 

Miss Bid well—"Position, 2—3—4." 
Class excused—"2—3—4." 
Susie Richards—"Glory, 2—3—4." 
First Girl—"What is the rarest thing in a college girl's 

Second Girl—" Beefsteak for breakfast." 
Miss Erie—"What are you going to do at the coming re

ception?" 
"Why, 'receive,' of course." 
Eunice—" Magg, there's a real man downstairs in the 

parlor." 
Maggie—"And just to think we can't even 'peep' at him. 

I haven't seen a man in so long until I'll hardly know how to 
conduct myself the night of the reception." 

We know that she meant her Mercer man. 
Fannye (who has seen Lizzie and Amanda going up and 

down the steps for several times)—"Girls, what are you going 
up and down the steps so much for?" 

Both—" We are following Professor Jackson's advice. We 
are just practicing." 

Fannye—" Practicing for what, the reception?" 
We wonder what Dr. Jones was thinking about the other 

afternoon, while holding a conference with one of the girls, 
when he called her "Virginia?" 

life?" 
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Exchanges 
JENNIE HOGAN, "C." 

It is with great pleasure that we take up the duties of ex
change editor again. Of course, there are trials connected 
with the work; at times it is real discouraging to see the 
huge pile of magazines to be read and criticized, and yet we 
think it a privilege to come in contact with so many colleges, 
as in this way we become more in sympathy with each other. 
So, in some respects, the exchange may be considered one of 
the most interesting as well as profitable departments of col-
lege journalism, for it is through this that we become ac
quainted with each other, and with subjects which are of vital 
importance to every student. 

We trust that this will be a successful year for all deserv
ing magazines, and hope that much benefit may be derived by 
exchanging. 

We extend, in advance, a most cordial welcome to all of 
our old exchanges and to any new ones that may desire to ex
change with us. We shall always be delighted to have visitors 
from institutions whose aim it is to uplift humanity. 

So far only a few exchanges have been received: The Lake 
Breeze, The Baylor Literary, The Spectator, The Crimson, 
The Winthrop Monthly, The Sibbyl, University of Arizona 
Monthly, Barnesville Gazette, High Sohool Sentinel, College 
Chips, 'The Interlude, Parker Purple, The Lesbian Herald, 
Purple and Green and St. Mary's Sentiment which are all 
very good, and displav that spirit of true loyalty so charac
teristic of school, girls and boys. 

In reply to a last year's criticism by THE MONROE MONTHLY 
The Cap and Gown says : "We accept the criticism as just. 
We are young and inexperienced. We have not learned to 
spin out hot air like the old maids of Monroe. Mount Pelee 
has erupted since that write-up of the Monroe Faculty Meet
ing." 
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If the old maid girls of Monroe were assisted by the old 
maid teachers as the Tuscaloosa girls are (Miss Sessions for 
instance) we might be able to 44 spin out" air hot enough to 
44 burn sand " anywhere. 

CLIPPINGS. 
The college men are very slow ; They seem to take their ease, 
For even when they graduate, They do it by degrees.—Ex. 
Dan Cupid is a marksman poor, Despite his love and kisses, 
For while he always hits the mark, He's always making Mrs —Ex. 
Names of seniors all remind us We can give our names renown, 
And departing leave behind us Books for sale, and caps and gown.—Ex. 

'. GRANT, Mgr. MaCOIl, Ga. Telephone 229S 

(Choice (^ut PloWers at all seasons 

for all occasions at reasonable rates 

Roses and Carnations a Specialty. 
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A TRIP 
via the.... 

Central of Georgia 
Railway 

IS ALWAYS A PLEASURE. 

W h y  ?  
Because it is the Best, the Quickest, the 

Most Direct Route between all 
Principal Points in 

Alabama and Georgia. 

For full particulars, call on any agent of tHo Company. 
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T. C. GIBSON, D. D. S. 

P h o n e  N o .  78. 
FORSYTH, GA. 

I. w. ENSIGN, 

The Old Bookseller, 
Stationer, Newsdealer. 

I am still at the old stand with 
a good assortment of School a ml 
Miscellaneous Books, Standard 
Magazines and Stationery. Call 
and examine. 

Subscriptions received for all 
Magazines and Newspapers 

at lowest prices. 

L. N. NAPIER, K. D. RUDISILL. 

NAPIER & RUDISILL, 
DEALERS IN 

Staple and Fancy Groceries 
Tobacco, Cig-ars, 
Confectioneries, 

Etc. 

W. B.THWEATT&BRO. 
DEALERS IN 

Fine Candies, Fruits, 
T a b l e  G o o d s  a n d  

F A N C Y  G R O C E R I E S  
of every description. 

Telephone No. 52. 

MACON'S BEST 

CLOTHING STORE. 

J. H. BATE & CO. 
Jewelers and Opticians 

Watches, Diamonds. Jewelry, 
Scientific Optical Work, Fine 
Watch and Jewelry Repairing 

MAIL ORDERS RECEIVE 
PROMPT ATTENTION.... 

BARNESVILLE, - GEORGIA. 

W. S. WITHAM President. 
H. H. TIFT, . . . Vice-President. 
W. W. BANKS Cashier. 

THE BANK 
or TIPTON 

TIFTON, — GEORGIA. 

Elefcher Eurniture Co., 
DEALERS IN 

Furniture and 
Household Goods. 

Carpets, Mattings, Rugs, Etc. 

PICTURE FRAMES 
MADE TO ORDER. 
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ATLANTA AND NEW ORLEANS SHORT LINE 

Atlanta & West Point 
Railroad Co. m 

The, Western Railway of Ala. 
V 

The Short Line between 
Atlanta and New Orleans 

Operate Magnificent Vestibuled Trains between Atlanta and 
Montgomery, Mobile and New Orleans at wb,ch 

latter point close and direct connect,ons 
are made for all 

Texas. Mexiro and California Points 

"THK HPART ^ THE SOUTH," n beautiful '.O.^an^e had upon applica
nt atactic.us ^vin'glS. de^inforntation. 
tion to the undersigned, who take pleasure g j,UTZ. Traffic Mgr • 

B. F. WYLY, Jr.. Gen. Pass. & Ticket Agent. Montgomery. Ala. 
Atlanta, Gn. 

CHAS. G. WICKHRSHAM, 
pres & Gen. Mgr- Atlanta. Ga. 

WE CARRY THE LARGEST 
STOCK OF 

Furniture, Carpets and Shades 
samples*®^ esfi mates^on appli c at ion. 

E. J. & P. D. WILLINGHAM, 
MACON, GA. 
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Macon's Leading 
Dry Goods 

Hodse« 
School and Commencement Dresses a Specialty. 

Samples sent on application. 
Expressage paid on cash orders of $5.00 or more. 
Periodical Tickets accepted on cash purchases. 

Established 
1867. M. Rich & Bros. Co. Incorporated 

1901. 

DIRECT IMPORTERS. 

The Largest  Dry Goods Store  in the South.  
Everything in all lines of Dry Goods, Men's, Women's and Infant's 

Furnishings, Furniture, Rugs, Carpets. Mattings and Draperies. 
Send Us Your Mail Orders. 

54 and 56 Whitehall Street, ATLANTA, GA. 

A. C. BRISCOE, President. 
L. W. ARNOLD, Vice President. 

Southern Shorthand 
A N D  

Business University 
Atlanta, Ga. 

The Leading Business Training 
Institution of the South. 

Book-keeping, Shorthand, Typewriting, 
Telegraphy, Penmauship, Arithmetic, 
Grammar. Spelling, Correspondence, 
Commercial Law. Etc. 

Teachers Taught to Teach 
CHINA PAINTING. 

W I L L I A J V 1  L Y C E T T ,  
A t l a n t a ,  G a .  

Twenty Years on Whitehall St. 

White China and Art Mate
rials, Kilns, Gold, etc. 

DRINK 
Delicious 
Refreshing-

All Soda 
Fountains 

5c. per glass. 

H I L L Y E R ' S  R E M I N I S C E N C E S .  
"Reminiscences of Georgia Baptists," by the late Rev. S. G Hillyer, D. D., is just 

from the press. It is a neat cloth bound volume of nearly 300 pasres, and contains 
many interesting Tories of the great and useful men and women of the denomination. 
The book may be obtained by sending one dollar to the editor, Miss LulaC. Hill-
y< r, Decatur, Ga., or to the publishers, Messrs Foote & Davies, M East Alabama St., 
Atlanta. Ga. 


