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Courses in Litera,rtfre, Science, Art and Music. Industrial 
Department gives free instruction in various industrial arts 
and domestic sciences. Business course prepares girls for 
commercial and business positions. Full Normal course for 
teachers. Advantages in Music, Art and Elocution unsur
passed. Board at actual cost. This school is owned by the 
Georgia Baptist Convention, and is run for the public good, 
and not for mere private gain. Its aim is to bring the ad
vantages of higher education within the reach of all. 

COST OF BOARD, FUEL, LIGHTS AND FULL LITERARY TUITION 

WILL NOT EXCEED S125. FOR WHOLE SCHOLASTIC YEAR. 

. Splendid new Dormitory with all modern improvements. Write % 
| for Catalogue tc Forsyth, Ga. \ 
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Meet Me at CATER'S 
IE COLLEGE GIRL 

is entitled to the best of things. Cater's store is 
the home of all that's stylish and newest in Waist 
Patterns in fancy and white Flannels. Lovely 
line Silks in the newest corded effects. Ladies' 
Walking Skirts, every one correct. Complete line 
of Stationery, Pens, Pencils, Ink, Side-Combs, 
Puff Combs, Hair Pins, Hosiery, Handkerchiefs, 
Perfumes, etc. The prettiest line of Shoes and 
Oxfords in Middle Georgia. Wear the "American 
Beauty" Corset or straight front Girdle, and you 
will be "tickled to death." 

J .  J .  C A T E R  
B. U. RUMBLE 
W. C. HILL 

Mrs. WOODIE McCOWEN J. H. McCOWEN 
U. LEON PORCH 

Forsyth Mercantile Co. 
T H E  U P - T O - D A T E  S T O R E  

We extend to the students and friends of 
Monroe College a cordial invitation to 

visit our store, inspect our goods 
and get our prices. 

We call Special Attention 
to our line of 

IVA IS TINGS, SUITINGS, HOSIERY. F.tr. 

** BcSt Values and Courteous Attention Guaranteed 
Exclusive Agents for 

QUEEN QUALITY SHOES FOR WOMEN 
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JOHN LEE, 

LAUNDRY • 

We Guarantee the Best of Work 
and satisfaction in 

all cases. 
Located in P. H. Greens old stand. 

GEORGE W. GRICE, 

Photographer, 

FORSYTH, - GEORGIA. 

Office open every Monday. Spe
cial visits to suit convenience of 
College girls. 

A. J. McAfee, Jr. W. H. Askin. 
Phone 62. 

A. J. McHrfcl:, Jr, & CO. 
Up-to-date Livery. 

Teams, gentle, stylish and fast. 

College patronage 
especially solicited 

D. C. GREEN, 
.... The Jeweler. 

FORSYTH, GA. 

Watches, Diamonds and Jewelry. 
We make Badges, Medals of all sorts, 

and are glad to submit designs to Col
lege Girls. 

Xrnas Presents a Specialty. 

mS:=M®8M HMMMra 
F . G R A N T , Mgr. MflCOIl, G3. Telephone 2 2 9 5  

(Jhoice (Jut PloWers at all seasons 

for all occasions at reasonable rates 

Roses and Carnations a Specivlty. 

JAMKS B. SHARP. Phone NO. 64. CYRUS SHARP, JR. 

Go to J. B. SHARP & SON, 
Dry Goods, Hats, Shoes, Clothing. 

Ladies and Gents' Furnishing Goods a Specialty. 
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Endorsed by Oldest Music Dealer in Georgia. 
ATLANTA, GA., November 12th, 1902. 

Mr. Geo. IV. IVitkins, Manager, 
The Cable Company, Atlanta, Ga. 

DEAR SIR :—Concerning the grade of CONOVER PIANOS I take pleasure in 
stating that I do not consider that there is any belter piano made than the 
CONOVER. , , „ 

My long experience in the music business, [Freyer & Bradley Music Com
pany, of which you are successors] enables me to judge of a number of the lead
ing makes of pianos, and duriug tne time I was iu business, I sold the CONOVER 
as a leader and regarded same as the equal of the best made, in material and in 
construction, and 1 recommend it specially for its excellent tone quality. 

Knowing the CONOVER as I do. to be a strictly high grade piano, if there is 
anything I can do to further its interests among the lovers of good music, please 
regard me at your service. Yours very truly, 

K. L. FREYER. 
Formerly President Freyer & Bradley Music Co. 

As a strictly high grade piano the CONOVER is unsurpassed for 
its artistic finish and purity, and sweetness of tone. 

MONROE COLLEGE is equipped with CONOVER PIANOS, 
manufactured and sold by 

Tlpe^sible Company 
96-98 Whitehall St., - ATLANTA, GA. 

Factories Chicago and St. Charles, ill. 

The best and most elegant for 
all kinds of correspondence 

are 

Hurd's Papers 

ENGRAVED 
VISITING CARDS, 

including making 
the plate, 

50 - $1.25 
125 - 1.50 

Delivery guaranteed 
in four days 

AT BURKE'S 
508 Cherry St., Macon. 

WEBSTER'S 
International 

DICTIONARY 

The best of all 
at a special 
price for 
Xmas. 

Plain, - - - $9.00 
Indexed, - - - $9.50 

BURKE'S 
Macon. 
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ATLANTA AND NEW ORLEANS SHORT LINE 

Atlanta & West Point 
Railroad Co. m 

The Western Railway of Ala. 

The Short Line between 
Atlanta and New Orleans 

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

latter point close and direct connections 
are made for all 

Texas, Mexico and California Points 
IN AUDITION to this excellent Through Train and Car Service these Railroads offer 
I most favorable accommodations and inducements to their patrons and residents along 
' their line. Any one contemplating a change of home can find no location more 
attractive nor more conducive to prosperity than is to be found on the line of these roads. 

•• the HEART OR THE SOUTH," a beautiful illustrated book giving detailed infor
mation as to the industries and attractions along these lines, ran be had upon applica
tion to the undersigned, who take pleasure in giving all desired information. 

B K WYI/Y, Jr., Gen. Pass. & Ticket Agent, R- E LUTZ. Traffic Mgr , 
Atlanta. Ga. Montgomery, Ala. 

CHAS. G. WICKERSHAM. 
Pres. & Gen. Mgr.. Atlanta. Ga. 

WE CARRY THE LARGEST 
STOCK OF 

Furniture, Carpets and Shades 
in the State, and will furnish 
samples or estimates on application. 

E. J. & P. D. WILLINGHAM, 
MACON, GA. 
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Macon's Loading 
D r y  G o o d s  

Hodsg. 
School and Commencement Dresses a Specialty. 

Samples sent on application. 
Expressag-e paid on cash orders of S5.00 or more. 
Periodical Tickets accepted on cash purchases. 

Established 
1867. 

Incorporated 
1901. M. Rich i BEDS. ED. 

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 Uh Your Mail Orders. 

54 and 56 Whitehall Street, ATLANTA, GA. 

A.C.BRISCOE . Piesideut. 
L. W. ARNOLD. Vice-President. 

Southern Shorthand 
AND 

Business University 
Atlanta, Ga. 

The Leading Business Training 
Institution of the South. 

Book-keeping, Shorthand, Typewriting, 
Telegraphy, Penmanship, Arithmetic. 
Grammar, Spelling, Correspondence, 
Commercial Law, Htc. 

Teachers Taught to Teach 
CHINA PAINTING. 

W I L L i A M  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-

ETWI 
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  

sajsrsr- °-- —*» SSISJT 
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ALEXANDER BROS rorsytlvGa. 

The Up-to Date 

DRUGGISTS. 
They have a full line of pure and fresh drugs. Carry them your pre
scriptions, and they will be properly filled. Call on them for every
thing you want in a first-class Drug Store. 

Sm Hotel Marie, 
Forsyth, Ga. 

Cuisine and Service Unsurpassed. wn. A. I mm, Propr. 

-i 
S U B S C R IB E  
FOR THE 

I  MONROE COLLEGE MONTHLY.  
W 

L, 

THE NEW BARGAIN STORE. 
We guarantee to cut price 
on everything we carry... 

THE PLACE NEXT TO GREEN'S JEWELRY STORE. 

SHOES, HATS, NOTIONS, &c. 
Bargains in Mattings, Rugs, Window 

Shades, Curtains, Poles, etc. 

R. A. Stewart & Co., - Forsyth, Ga. 
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M I D D L E  G E O R G I A  

GEORGIA, the "Empire State of the South," the birth
place of the greatest of America's great men, the scene 
of many fiercely fought battles, and the center of indus

try and learning of this great republic,-furnishes me an 
interesting subject. 

The most important, as well as the most progressive por
tion of Georgia is the middle section of the State, which is 
connected with all other important parts of the United States 
bv a grand system of railways, thus making it a popular 
center of commerce. Middle Georgia is also a great agricul
tural region, for here are grown in great profusion peaches 
of many varieties, grapes and watermelons In Hancock 
county "are found some of the largest peach orchards in 
Georgia, as well as several vineyards of some note. 1 he 
finest watermelons, famous all over the world, are grown in 
Middle Georgia. But by far the most important agricultural 
product and export, the one for which Georgia is most noted, 
is cotton. The cotton growing industry and the manufac
ture of cotton goods employs a majority of the people o 

Middle Georgia. 
Stock raising in this section of the State, though not car

ried on as extensively as in some other portions, is worthy of 
mention. The raising of stock and poultry is almost wholly 
confined to the breeding of fancy varieties for high prices, or 
for county and State fairs. 

The contour of Middle Georgia is for the most part com
paratively even, with a few "red hills and gentle slopes. 

Not onlv is Middle Georgia the center of agricultural and 
industrial resources, but here are located the best institutions 
of learning in the State: among them—Mercer University, 



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

one of the grandest schools for young- men in the United 
States, also the female colleges at Forsyth, Milledgeville, La-
Grange and Macon. Some of Georgia's greatest men were 
identified with these colleges,—Dr. Mercer, Dr. Hillyer, and 
others. Mercer University, which was taken in charge by 
the Baptists of Georgia many years ago has received re
cently, an endowment of sixty thousand dollars. Middle 
Georgia claims the honor of having the oldest female college 
in the world,—Wesleyan. Monroe College at Forsyth, the 
next oldest, bears the same relation to the Convention as 
Mercer, and is one of the most promising colleges in the 
South. 

Middle Georgia is famous for the peculiar sense of humor 
which pervades its authors' writings. Mr. Joel Chandler 
Harris, the author of "Uncle Remus, His Songs and His 
Sayings" and other dialect stories is one of Middle Georgia's 
most gifted writers. 

Intellectually, politically, socially and religiously, our own 
Middle Georgia is "Fairest, fruitfulest, and pleasantest of 
all the world." MABEL BOWEN, "C." 

* 

A  F A T A L  J O K E .  

TH E Y  h a d  b e e n  t a l k i n g  o f  g h o s t s  a n d  a p p a r i t i o n s ,  a n d  
one and all had declared, with great emphasis that they 
were not afraid of anything of the kind. 

"The only ghosts in existence are real flesh and blood," 
said Will Alston, "I keep my gun loaded and I tell you boys now 
you'd better not be playing any tricks on me." "You 
couldn't hit the side of a meeting-house, Will," laughingly 
remarked Tom Evans. "You needn't be too sure of that," 
was the response. Then the crowd separated. 

That night Tom went up to see his "chum," Ben Gray, 
and tell him of a plan he had in mind for scaring Will. The 
two were together a long while, and when Tom left, all the 
details of the plan had been arranged. 
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A few days later, having- learned that Will would be out of 
town all day, they proceeded to carry their plan into execution. 
First, Ben went to the landlady and showing her a note pur
porting to be from Will, he obtained the key to Will's room. 
Then he and Tom smuggled a skeleton up to the room, and 
by means of wires stood it up in the middle of the room. 
They next proceeded to empty the revolver, which they found 
under the pillow, and fill it with blank cartridges. Then they 
went out and locked the door. 

It was nearly two o'clock when Will came in that night,-
and he was very tired. He went directly to his room and 
struck a light but no sooner had he done so than the skeleton 
hand reached forth and shattered the lamp. Will reached 
for his pistol and fired in the direction from which the blow 
came. The report of the pistol seemed to die away and be 
lost in the stillness of the early dawn. The skeleton hand 
lifted and catching the bullet, hurled it back at him. Five 
times he shot; and five times that awful hand caught and 
threw back the bullet. With an awful shriek Will threw his 
revolver from him and dropped upon the floor. 

Next morning Tom and Ben waited in vain for Will to 
come down. Finally they went up to his room. Pushing 
open the door they walked in. There sat Will upon the floor 
holding the hand of the skeleton, a raving, gibbering maniac. 

The trick was soon explained. Tom and Ben had waited 
in the room for Will and when he shot Tom had thrown back 
the bullets, while Ben by means of wire had caused the skele
ton hand to lift. When will screamed they had slipped out, 
laughing to think they had frightened him so thoroughly; 
and never dreaming that anything more serious would result. 
When they saw that they had driven Will crazy their grief 
and remorse knew no bounds. Bitterly they repented of 
their foolish joke, but it was too late, Will was carried to an 
asylumn where he stayed until he died, a raving maniac. 

ANNIE MAY ARNOLD, "K. D." 
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T H E  T W O  E L S I E S .  

BELMONT WILMINGTON sat at his desk dreamily 
smoking a cigar, with eyes barely open, watching the 
thin blue streaks of smoke as they curled upward. 

His low chair was tilted back, his feet were propped against 
the desk, and his surroundings seemed to indicate solid com
fort and wealth. It was the day before Christmas, and all 
without was cold and drear. The coals in the grate glowed 
and sent their blushing color against the strong profile of the 
man at the desk. He was forty years of age, his dark hair 
was streaked here and there with gray, and his eyes looked 
at you (when they were open) with sort of a melancholy 
sadness. 

His only companions were his thoughts—thoughts of the 
past. He became so absorbed in them, that they seemed to 
have become realities as he sat dreaming. He saw the home 
where he spent his childhood days. It was an old-style 
two-story, framed house just at the foot of a steep hill, and 
locatedonaquiet, country road that was not traveled very much. 
The walk that lead up to the house, was bordered with blue, 
wild violets. Just inside this border there were large, white 
stones, which he himself helped gather and place there. Tall 
oak trees stood in the yard, which reminded the smiling 
narcissus that they should be stiff and dignified, instead of 
bowing and nodding to every breeze. Here was where he and 
his adopted sister Elsie spent many happy days. They were 
sun-burned, strong-limbed, little Tennesseans, and were per
fectly devoted to their home. They were always getting 
into " scrapes," and then helping each other to get out. 

In his day dream he saw Elsie, during the days of their 
childhood, running for dear life, and behind her in a cloud of 
dust, a bare-headed little rascal, with a worm on the end of a 
stick crying "little scary, coward, little cry-baby." 

"I am not a cry-baby, either so there," she replied. 
Nevertheless she continued to run all the while. 
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That night his knife was lost, and he hunted diligently for 
it, and Elsie innocently declared that she didn't do nothin 
with it. Happy childhood! 

At the age of eighteen Elsie was cruelly taken away from 
the Wilmington home, (the only one she had ever known.) By 
this time Belmont had become greatly attached to her. He 
was two years her senior, and his father had told him that 
Elsie had been taken from an Orphans' Home, where she 
stayed until she was three years of age. He had also told 
him that her mother was dead, and her father had deserted 
her. 

But one bright day in June (on her eighteenth birthday) 
a tall heavily-built man, called at their home and said that he 
was Elsie's father, that he had gone out West, made money, 
married again and would provide a home for Elsie. Of course 
she did not want to go, and burst into tears saying, "I cannot 
leave the only parents I have ever known." In spite of her 
tears and remonstrances she was hurriedly taken away to her 
Western home. Her absence effected Belmont more than it 
did his parents. They loved her, it was true, but not as he 
did. He no longer cared for her, only as a brother should care 
for his sister, but with the affection of an ardent lover, and 
neither of them in their childhood days, had ever dreamed of 
being thus separated. Everything around the home made 
him think of Elsie. At night he would dream of her, and in 
the darkness he could see her sweet face and laughing blue 
eyes, which were fringed with long curling lashes. Her 
smile would reveal her beautiful shell-like teeth and mis
chievous dimples in either cheek. But these imaginings were 
all a mere fancy. He would never see her again. Morning 
still brought thoughts of her—of her, who was dearer to him 
than life. The sun streamed in at the window. Outside the 
birds sang "Elsie-Elsie." The gentle breezes rustled through 
the trees, the same trees that sheltered him and Elsie in their 
happy childhood games, the same that the moon shone through 
and saw the young Belmont telling Elsie of his love, and asking 
hers in return. But she always answered him in the same 
manner, " My dear Belmont, I shall always love you as a kind 
affectionate sister should, but do not expect more of me. 
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Later on, you shall find some sweet girl whom you can love 
even more than you do me." 

No Elsie that can never be, for I shall never love anyone 
as I doyou. Quit being my little sister and marry me, dearest." 

"Belmont I can love you in no other way except that of a 
sister, it can never be as you wish. Let's be loving brother 
and sister, and no more." How those words haunt him now as 
he thinks of the sweet, noble life that has just been cruelly 
torn from his side. "Oh, can she ever love me as I do her," 
he cries in bitter disappointment and anguish. 

Up in the Mountains of Colorado, in the village of K , 
there is a beautiful home, which has spacious parlors, wide 
halls, magnificent drawing-rooms, and large verandas. It 
has been lately built, and its owner is very wealthy and pros
perous. He owns one of the great silver mines of K . 
There is Elsie's home. Her father, Graydon Manor, has 
grown to be perfectly devoted to his daughter. But this is 
not the case with her stepmother, who has hated her ever 
since her arrival at her new home. She is jealous of Elsie, 
who possesses a keen intellect, is beautiful and highly cul
tivated, and would always say some cutting, sarcastic'thing 
to Elsie or in her presence, to make her feel piqued and cha
grined. 

As we look into the beautifully furnished sitting-room, we 
behold Elsie seated near the fire, her face propped against 
her hand, and as she hears her father's step in the hall, she 
looks up expectantly, "Oh father, have you the mail, and is 
therea letter from Belmont? I am so anxious to hear from 
him I have been living over some of those good old times we 
used to have, today, and I must confess that even while bein°-
here with you, my own father, that I would give anything to 
see them all just once more." 

" Elsie, my dear, do not mention that boy's name to me 
again. I have told you repeatedly that you must not have 
anything to do with Belmont Wilmington. I have higher 
ambitions for you. You must marry a man of wealth. You 
know Howard Mannering loves you, why can't you be sensi
ble and marry him?" 
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"Father, I shall never marry anyone. I love Belmont only 
as a sister should her brother. I do not care for him as a 
sweetheart, father." Even as she said this, she was not so 
sure about loving-him with only a sister's affection. 

"No, daug-hter, you may not love him now, it is true, but 
if I allowed you to hear from him often, there is no telling: 
how the affair might terminate." 

Elsie, knowing that to argue with her father was useless, 
turned away, sad and sick at heart, and went to her room. 
As the sound of her footsteps died away upon the staircase, 
her father drew a letter from his pocket, tore it up and threw 
it into the flames. Alas, for Elsie and Belmont, it seemed as 
if their paths in life were doomed to separate. 

Two years have passed. Belmont has just graduated from 
college with high honors, and is on his way to accept a re
sponsible position with a firm in New \ork. As he reads a 
morning paper, his eyes falls on the startling headlines, 
"Graydon Manor, Shot from Ambush. Full Details of Horri
ble Affair." How his noble heart swelled in pity and sym
pathy for his lost Elsie. If he could only go to her; but that 
could never be, for he was just out of college and did not have 
sufficient means with which to take the long journey. He 
telegraphed her his sympathy, and later wrote her an affec
tionate letter. Both of these fell into the hands of her step
mother, and, as she simply hated Elsie, she tore them up as 
soon as she read them. 

After Manor's death, his wife decided to send Elsie away 
to a convent, as she wanted to get rid of her. Elsie did not 
hate to leave her stepmother, but she was devoted to her 
home, where she had spent so many happy hours with her 
father. The night before her contemplated departure, a well-
dressed young man, of about medium height and command
ing in appearance called at Elsie's home. His name was 
Howard Mannering. He was the man that Manor wished his 
daughter to marry. He loved Elsie devotedly, but she cared 
for him only as a friend. And now he had come to tell her 
good-bye. "Elsie, you know your father's wish ; why can it 
not be realized? You know I have loved you ever since I met 
you. Why will you not marry me? And instead of you going 
away to the convent, we can spend our honeymoon abroad. 
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"Howard," she replied, "you have always been a true, kind 
friend to me, and I love you as a friend. I once imagined I 
loved another, but it seems that he has gone entirely out of 
my life. But if you are willing- that I should marry you, feel
ing- thus, I will, and shall love you as much as possible, under 
the circumstances." So their marriage was arranged, and 
the next day when her stepmother was congratulating herself 
at so easily getting rid of Elsie, Howard and Elsie were 
quietly married. 

Belmont, not receiving an answer to his letter, was solely 
disappointed and said, "Truly Elsie has forgotten me, and 
no longer cares for me." He tried to hide his feelings and 
worked perseveringly, but he could not banish the vision of 
her sweet face, and thoughts of her. In a'few years he became 
very wealthy. He met a sweet girl, Marie Claxton, whom he 
imagined he loved. She did love and almost worshipped him. 
So they were married, but even after his marriage, thoughts 
of Elsie would not leave him. He was always kind to his 
wife, but she soon found out that something seemed to worry 
and prey upon his mind. Nevertheless, she was always pa
tient, and did not give expression to her thoughts concerning 
him. 

In about two years she died and left Belmont a beautiful 
little girl, who was given the name Elsie. She was only one 
year old at her mother's death. Belmont was perfectly 
devoted to his "little Jewel," as he called her, and his life was 
wrapped up in his " wee Elsie." Even then his heart yearned 
for his other Elsie. 

"Father, awake, 'tis time for tea. Why, you've been cry
ing, there is a tea on your cheek," said Elsie, as she touched 
Belmont's arm. 

"Why daughter, have I been asleep? I suspect your 
father is getting lazy in his old age, eh?" 

"Indeed you are not old nor lazy either, I think. Why you 
are young and handsome yet, do not ever say that again. Say, 
father, I have a secret to tell you. Wilmer has been here this 
afternoon. You know we have been engaged for a year, and 
he wants me to marry him tomorrow, as it will be Christmas, 

1 

i 
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and my birthday, too. Now, that is a dear kind father, you 
will let us, won't you? He will be up to see you after tea." 

"I can hardly realize that my little Jewel, my Elsie, wants 
to marry and leave her old father." 

"Papa, I love you dearly, but we will not have to be sepa
rated. We can still live tog-ether." 

"Well, I shall think about it, runaway and leave me for 
awhile." " Yes, thought he, my other Elsie left me on her 
eighteenth birthday, too, how can I give them both up? Elsie, 
do you ever think of me? Where can you be, shall I ever be 
permitted to look upon your dear face again?" 

Wilmer called that night, and Belmont's consent was re
luctantly given to the marriage. "By the way, said Wilmer, 
I am expecting my mother tonight on the ten o'clock train. 
I never did tell you before, but mother has been in Europe 
ever since her marriage. I came over here to see about our 
estates. She had a cross old stepmother, who died, not long 
ago, and I have been here ever since her death, to see that we 
get our property. Won't you go with me to meet her? I shall 
be delighted to have you." 

"Of course, my boy, we shall go. I know Elsie will be 
delighted to see her new mother." 

"I do not even remember my father, he died when I was 
verj' small," said Wilmer. 

At the appointed hour they went to the depot. They did 
not have very long to wait, and in a few moments they heard 
the shrill whistle of the engine, and the train rolled under the 
shed. Wilmer rushed eagerly to the train and met a sweet, 
pale-faced woman, who was becomingly dressed in mourning. 
He kissed her and hurriedly escorted her through the 
crowded waiting-room to meet Elsie and Belmont. Mother, 
this is Elsie, my bride-to-be, and her father, Belmont Wil
mington, my mother, Mrs. Mannering. ' 

Casting all formality aside, Belmont took Elsie into his 
arms and said: "Little sister, sweetheart, oh, how I have 
longed to see you." 

"My dearest Belmont," she murmured. They went 
immediately to the Wilmington mansion, and were no sooner 
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seated than they began to tell each other their experiences, 
since their separation. 

Wilmer and his Elsie did not know what to think of such 
strange behavior on the part of his mother and Elsie's father. 
But as they were so busy talking- of their contemplated hap
piness, they did not notice the others. Presently Wilmer 
said, "Mother, to see you two together, one would think you 
were going to marry tomorrow instead of us." 

"If Elsie shall consent, we will have a double wedding 
tomorrow," said Belmont. 

"I have always loved you, Belmont, and it shall be the 
greatest happiness of my life to marry such a noble man as 
you." 

Christmas day dawned bright and beautiful. Every one 
seemed happy. The air was filled with music and good 
cheer, and in the Wilmington home there were four happy 
creatures. The one that was Elsie Wilmington had just 
been made Elsie Mannering, and the one that was Elsie 
Mannering had just been made Elsie Wilmington. So in
stead of Belmont giving up both his Elsies on this Christmas 
day, he had found his lost Elsie, and was perfectly contented 
in the love of both ot them. 

HATTIE GRACE WINCHESTER, "C." 

J 

M U S I C  A S  A N  A R T .  

""T"" HE entire vitalityofart depends upon its either being full 
of truth or full of use, says Ruskin. Music appeals to us 
in a two-fold relation for itself alone as an art affording 

pleasure and for the practice, we put it to as a business. To 
be an artist one must live the life of an artist the likeness of 
it will not do. The thoughts and hopes, fears and aspirations 
of an artist must enter into his life to give true form and color, 
strength and tendency to it. All of us respect toil, but toil 
alone is not enough, it must have soul. Ruskin says, " You 
think you can get everything by grinding—music, literature 
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and painting. You will find it greviously not so; you can get 
nothing by mere grinding. Even to have the barley meal out 
of the barley we must have the barley first—and that comes 
by growth, not grinding." We must love our labor unless 
we do there will never enter into our life that sweet sunshine 
of pardonable pride which comes from the remembrance of 
tasks well done and lives well lived. A mark showing that we 
love art and deserve its rewards is made in such laborious 
zeal as that which expends itself as long and willingly upon 
the details as upon the whole of the great work. In the music 
life our duty is three-fold, duty to man, duty to art and most 
important duty to God. It is not the profession that gives 
worth and importance but rather what we do in it. It may 
be great or small work that we do, what we want to know is 
how to do it right. In respect of intellectual worth we are like 
nations. Greece is very small in square miles but wonderfully 
large in the history of its doings. The dignity of our office 
reflects discredit upon us if we are insincere in what we allow 
it to draw from us. Wisdom looks not to our fame but to our 
aim in planing the best course. One is surprised to note how 
little attention is given to art as means for moral development. 
Nothing in the world of works can do more for moral man 
than study in the arts and sciences and there is no field of 
labor which is capable of yielding more to us as a child of God 
than the art life which we choose as a companion. If art 
has produced a failure anything else would have done the 
same for the seed of failure is in the man and not in the noble 
thoughts that surround him. 

The value of art to a nation lies in its power to make it bet
ter and more tolerant. It betokens an elevation of thought, 
and a nobility of purpose that are beyond value as exemplars. 
In every age and in every clime there is no art so much loved 
for itself as music. Music is in no sense mere sensual grati
fication, it is an independent thought of highest order. 

FANNIE BEDGOOD, "K.D." 
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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  

A CHRISTMAS ACCIDENT. 

Christmas day, as my friends and I were sitting- on the 
front porch talkingand planningour frolicks for the Christmas 
holidays, I happened to look up the road and saw a boy com
ing- down the road on a bicycle. When he came near the house 
a little black dog came running from behind the house and 
was making for the boy as if he were going to eat him up. The 
bicycle was going so fast that it ran over the dog and gave 
him a twist, and he went to the woods hollowing as if he was 
nearly dead. Now when he sees a bicycle coming "he makes 
his tracks for the back yard" as fast as he can. 

LIZZIE HOWARD, "K. D." 
J. 

LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 

A cold, dreary day in December was nearinga close,'when 
a stranger rode up to the home of Mr. Yarborough, our 
neighbor, and asked permission to spend the night. His 
request was granted. 

Now Mr. Yarborough had a beautiful daughter—a modern 
Evangeline—who was greatly admired by everyone. The 
stranger was a tall handsome man—a widower. The young 
lady treated him with great hospitality, and must have made 
a deep impression on him, for on reaching home he wrote her 
a letter. I know not what it contained, but before the spring 
flowers were in bloom, he paid that family another visit, very 
different from the first, for on his return home, he robbed 
her home of its brightest jewel—the fair young lady that he 
fell in "love with at first sight." 

KATE GEORGE, "C." 
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MAKING BUTTER BALLS. 

One day when mama had finished churning: she took the 
butter up in an earthenware bowl and was going to work it 
into cakes. I begged her to let me do it for her. I did not 
know how, but wanted to play in it, thinking it would be nice 
to have the butter ooze up between my fingers. It happened 
that mama had to leave the butter for something, and I 
thought I could work it until I heard her coming; so I tried 
it, and when I did hear her comi ng, I went to a pan of cold water 
and tried to wash the butter off, but she caught me, of 
course, before I could finish, and you may be sure I never 
did it any more. FANNIE ALICE MOORE, "K. D." 

TWILIGHT PRAYERMEETING. 

It is so sweet to assemble in the devotional room at the 
close of the day and rest our minds from our work and enjoy 
a few moments in a twilight prayermeeting. This is the por
tion of the day that Monroe College girls dedicate to God. It 
is here that we are drawn closer to each other, and tell our 
experiences of the past day, and enjoy a sweet communion 
with our Heavenly Father. KATE GEORGE, "C." 

DREARINESS VERSUS SUNSHINE. 

Tuesday afternoon as I sat gazing out of my window, 
wishing for a subject about which I might write a theme, 
the dark dreary weather suggested the first part of my 
subject to me. It had been drizzling rain all day and the clouds 
were very lowand had a dismal look. One would judge that 
such weather would make everything and everybody gloomy, 
but when I turned my eyes and thoughts to the interior of my 
room I found things quite different. For there I observed 
four bright Christian girls, with lives so full of sunshine and 
happiness that I almost forgot that the sun had ever ceased 
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to shine upon mother earth. Although there may be dark
ness without we can always have sunshine within, so let us 
never speak of the first part of the subject without remem
bering the latter part also. ERIE SMITH, "C." 

J-

VISITING THE SICK. 

Last night after supper before study hall I started out with 
the intention of visiting the sick. I had got to the second rooms 
walked in, and went up to the bed where the sick one was, in as 
sympathetic a manner as I could, and there found two or 
three more girls in the room sympathizing with the sick one. 
The solemnity of the hour was soon broken by Miss Ash, who 
came in and in a very authoritative manner raised her hand 
from her side, straightened out her finger, and began point-
ting to each one of us as she came up with this command 
" One, two, three, every one get out except those that belong-
in here." We at once turned and walked out with a very 
subdued expression on our faces. 

MARY BENNET, "K. D." 

A QUESTION. 

Not many years ago, in thinly settled portions of the state, 
places a great distance from the railroads had the mail dis
tributed by means of a rider on horseback. This was very 
inconvenient for those living a great distances from the post-
office, and to remedy this to some extent small boxes were 
tacked to trees along the route, and into these, mail was drop
ped by the carrier. Of course, a great many people knew 
not what these boxes were for and many who had heard of 
them knew not what they looked like. " My sister who is 
several years younger than I, was somewhat of the latter class 
and one day, as we were passing through a heavily wooded 
portion of the country, she suddenly surprised us by asking. 
'Haven't they got lots of mail boxes papa?" They were 
turpentine boxes. JESSIE BELL COLEMAN, "C." 
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ALONE. 

Not a sound of human voice can be heard. Every inmate 
of the house is surely asleep or has gone out, I know not 
where, as I recline in my easy-chair, I listen for something 
to indicate that there is still life about the place, but I can hear 
nothing- except the buzz of the house-flies flitting- here and 
there and the purring-of "Tabby "in the corner. They seem 
to be conscious that I am alone and to vie with each other in 
trying- to entertain me. I listen for several minutes, and 
the cat seems to say: 

You are only a flv 
Flitting here and there, 

While I upon the carpet lie 
And sing to my mistress there. 

Then the flies reply: 
You are only a cat 

Without pretty wings to fly, 
But we sweet music make that 
Our mistress may not sigh. 

WILLIE HARRIS, "C." 
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H I G H  F A L L S  

HAT is more beautiful than God's own handiwork? 
What work of man can equal in grandeur nature with 
her charms? What songs are like her songs, what 

lessons taught like hers? These were many thoughts as I 
stood gazing upon the foaming water and listening to the mur
mur of the onflowing Towalagia river as it dashed over the 
huge rocks at High Falls. 

The hills covered with beautiful green trees, the deep, 
muddy river, and the stout long bridge were indeed beauti
ful, but a far more lovely sight to me was the dashing and 
splashing of the muddy water over the large black rocks. 
Ah, it was a dreadful leap to take, and yet the water rushed 
on as if eager to show its strength and boldly leaped into the 
whirl-pool below. Nor did it tarry there, but swiftly moved 
on to finally join other waters and form larger rivers. Never 
weary, it sings the same song over and over again, as it glides 
by the small trees on its banks. And when there is no other 
ear to hear, it sings its loud but never harsh melody to the 
fishes, its humble dependents. Yet not alone does it always 
sing for the old mill which stands on the bank a little way 
above the falls begins its hum with the rising sun and holds 
out faithfully until the last rays have faded behind the high 
hills. 

But the beauty of these falls is not their only use to man. 
An electric plant has been put in there which furnishes lights 
for two cities some fifteen miles away from High Falls. 

STELLA GARDNER, "K. D." 
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What are our classmates doing- since they left school/ 
This is a question that is asked frequently by every graduate 
of Monroe College and many know very little of their friends, 
where they are and what they are doing. Through the pages 
of the MONTHLY we hope to be able to keep in touch with all 
the Alumnae, and shall be glad to devote some of our space 
to their cause. If you are an Alumna let us hear from you, 
and also any others whose whereabouts you may be ac
quainted with. 

* * 
* 

We all sympathize very much with Miss Averit 111 the re
cent critical illness of Dr. Strickland, and are glad to learn 
that he is improving. Their marriage has been postponed 
until some future date. 
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How delighted each girl was, when on returning from 
home after the holidays to find that Professor Jackson had 
done so much towards improving the campus. A great deal 
has been done along the line of beautifying it, hedges have 
been planted, flower beds have been made, and trees set out, 
all of which add greatly to the beauty of the campus. 

* * 
* 

Again, the time most dreaded by all schoolgirls has come. 
This much dreaded time is the quarterly examination period, 
which we are just now in the midst of. Why is it that these 
examinations are such a source of dread and worry? Is it 
that proper study is not given to a subject as it is passed 
over? Surely this is not true at Monroe where all the teach
ers do all that they can to make the work thorough as the 
classes pass over it. Then not knowing to what to ascribe 
this dreadful look of despair that we find on the usually 
bright countenances of our girls, we might say that perhaps 
it is on account of custom. 
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T H E  L I B R A R Y  O F  M O N R O E  
C O L L E G E  

ONLY a few years ago Monroe had no reading room and. 
in truth, a very limited number of books. During the 
past two or three years through the persistent effort 

of our noble president and faculty some new books have been 
added, but it is yet inadequate to meet the demand. Dona
tions in money aud books from friends afar, from time to 
time, show very clearly to us that there are always people 
who are ever ready and willing to help those who helps them
selves. 

Since the holidays this important matter of increasing the 
number of volumes in the library has been brought more 
emphatically before the students, and we feel assured that 
their efforts will be successful, because they have begun 
their work so earnestly. All the girls of Monroe feel the 
urgent need of a more extensive library and each girl will 
show the love and interest she has for the college by being 
persistent in her efforts to secure the needed books. 

While many books are needed we have thought it wise to 
put all we have together and arrange a reading room where 
the pupils may have access to them, and thus take anvantage 
of the books which we now have at hand. The outlook is 
very encouraging, and we feel assured that the day is not far 
distant when the library and reading room of Monroe College 
will be something of which we may all justly be proud. 

LILLIAN WALKER, "K. D." 
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Religious Department. 
JENNIE HOGAN, "C." 

Since our last issue we have past another mile stone along 
the journey of life. We have, as it were, crossed the line, and 
the wheels of this great machinery are still moving steadily 
on. But as the end of a year is somewhat like the end of life, 
may we not for a moment stop and take a retrospective view 
of our lives? 

What did the year 1902 mean to us? Can we in speaking of 
the year that has just gone by say, "Iglorified Thee on the 
earth," "I finished the work which Thou gavest me to do," "I 
manifested Thy name," "I gave them the words which Thou 
gavest me," These things are no more than what every Chris
tian, by divine help may do; and if we cannot say that during the 
year 1902 we have in some way glorified our Master, we should 
seriously search our hearts, if we have in any way refused to 
work for Him, we should seek forgiveness, and say: 

I will live in the future for Jesus ray Lord, 
And walk evermore in the light of His word. 
I will use all the talents my Saviour hath given, 
In pointing lost souls to their homes up in heaven. 

During the past year many of our hopes may have been 
blighted, ambitions crushed, and aspirations shattered, but 
through it all God has been good to us. Then let us like Paul 
"forget those things which are behind, reach forth unto those 
things which are before, and press toword the mark for the 
prize of the high calling of God in Christ Jesus." 

The old year with all of its sorrows and joys, defeats and 
success is gone, and let us not linger over its blurred pages, 
but with joyful courage turn our faces toward the new year, 
and endeavor to make it ineansomething definite to us; for these 
days and months are precious gifts from God, and will never 
come this way again. Then as the scroll of this new year is 



M O N R O E  C O L L E G E  M O N T H L Y  123 

just beginning- to unfold, let's try to write on it from day to 
day what we shall wish we had when the end comes, for 

We are building every day, 
Building for eternity. 

It has been said that "A sorrowful ending will never come 
from a serious contemplation at the beginning." Then is 
this not an opportune time to look forward to the end of 1903and 
aim to do the work which God has planned for us, to manifest 
His character, to give to others the messiye of salvation and 
to plan for the battle which is to be waged during the year for 
humanity and rightousnes? Let us so live that each day 
may be as a round in a ladder ever reaching higher and 
higher into the world beyond-so that each day ere may step 
higher and higher raising the plane of Christianity until we 
have fought the battle and finished the course. 

Then the review of 1903 will not cost us so much pain. 
The year will not be simply a number of passing days, but a 
changing from glory to glory; and we, still not satisfied with 
our attainments, shall be able to cry from the depths of oui 
SOUlS! . ^ 

Build the more stately mansions, oh, my soul, 
As the swift seasons roll; 
Let each temple, nobler than the last, 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast, 
Till at length thou art free, 
Leaving thine out-grown shell by life's unresting sea; 

At our last Missionary Day, we were delighted to have 
with us Miss Mina Lou Blount, traveling secretary of the 
Student Volunteer Movement., Her earnest appeal on the 
great need for Foreign Missionaries will be 
by all present, and we trust will yet bring forth much fruit 
in that the Lord of the harvest may see fit to send forth ma y 
laborers into the great non-Christian field which is already 
white unto harvest. havp 

In addition to our regular Missionary meetii „ , 
decided to take one evening in each week from ourr twbght 
prayer meetings and devote it to a special study.ofM» 
This will be instructing in the promotion of miss on study, 
missionary giving, and other missionary ac ivi • 
students. 
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Jokes and Locals. 
EUNICE CHAMBLISS, " K. D." 

The girls, after spending- a very pleasant Christmas at 
home, have returned bring-ing- many new pupils with them. 

Prof. Jackson—Who was it that conquered Napoelon at 
Waterloo? 

Annie G.—Alexander. 

Miss B.—Have you ever seen Hamlet played? 
Mary— I don't know, I have seen so many of those cheap 

plays, I can't remember them. 

Dr. Jones—Who was Reg-ulus? 
Lilian W.—The son of his great-uncle. 

Miss Bessie Pardee, a former pupil of Monroe, visited 
Miss Bell Brinson a few days ago. 

Miss Drake—Have you read any of Shakespear's plays? 
Kate—Yes, I have read " Evangeline." 
Miss Drake—That isn't Shakespear's, 
Kate—Well, I have read "The Sketch Book." 
Annie May—(playing cornet) Prof. Wallace, how can I 

breathe? 
Prof. Wallace—Why, child, through your nose. 

Susie R.—I have a picture of " The Madonna." 
Lillian—Why, I thought that was the Virgin Mary. 

Depot Agent—To what place do you want a ticket ? 
Girl—Home. 

Addie—(reciting History) The prince was killed and 
afterwards died. 

Mrs. Linsey, who brought her daughter to attend school' 
spent a day or two with us. 
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Miss Drake—Pearl, will you sing this song in the evening? 
Pearl—No, I will sing it at night. 
Teacher—For once you had a perfect paper, don't you 

want to preserve it? 
Pupil—No sir, it hasn't enough juice in it. 
Miss Seals, a former pupil of Monroe, visited us a few 

days ago. 
Birdie—What is that large instrument? 
Annie—Trombone. 
Birdie—Why I thought when you played the trombone 

you used some bones. 
Mrs. Graham from Lyons visited Miss Lucy Rogers this 

week. 
" Earnest Willie," or "Brother Willie " as he is known to 

the Monroe girls, paid us one of his hurried visits on January 
the 20th. He gave an interesting talk during chapel exercises, 
advising the girls to keep every page of their new year as 
spotless as when it was presented them. Our only regret 
was he could not stay longer with us. 

Many new girls have arrived since Christmas among whorn 
are: Misses Mollie McKinzie, Nell Floyd, Nannie and Lula 
Smith, Neila Bacon, Maud Davis, Annie Thompson, Hazelle 
Alexander, Verna McLauchlin, Oneal Lindsay, Mattie Lou 
Smith, Ellean Jones, Mary Brewton, Remella Graddock, Bes
sie Orr and Susie Jones. 
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Book Reviews 
MRS. WIGGS OF THE CABBAGE PATCH. 

When you have read Alice Caldwell Hegan's, refreshing 
and amusing-little book, "Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch," 
I think you will agree with Mrs. Wig-g-s, that— 

" In the mud and scum of things, 
Something always, always sings." 

We feel when we have finished reading- it, like asking- God, 
as Mrs. Wig-g-s did, to show us all how to live like he wants us to 
live, and to "Praise God from whom all blessing-s flow," Mrs. 
Wiggs is a philosopher, the principal element of whose phil
osophy lies in seeing things only through rose-colored glasses. 
She follows the example of Paul, and whatever may happen 
she is happy, contented, and hopeful. 

With her five children, whom she loves devotedly and 
blindly, she lives in "the Cabbage Patch," which is not a 
cabbage patch at all, as one would at first suppose, but only 
a droll neighborhood, with tumbled down cottages, facing in 
any and every direction. 

The Wiggs's represented the best society in " the Cab
bage Patch," partly because their house boasted of having 
two doors and the only tin roof, and partly on account of their 
departed wealth (?) 

Jim, the oldest child, at the early age of fifteen, was the 
bread-winner and head of the family. He was a thoughtful, 
obedient, self-sacrificing boy, who too soon began the struggle 
of life. 

Billy Wiggs was his brother's opposite, he was of a care
less, loving and generous disposition. His chief trait of charac
ter was perserverance, as, Mrs. Wiggs said, "When Billy 
Wiggs done set his head to a thing, he's as good as got it." 

The three little girls boasted of having geography names: 
first came Asia, then Australia and Europena, Asia was the 
artist of the family ; Australia was a most enterprising and 
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wonderful young- lady, who declared that she had been killed 
seven times; little Europena, not yet old enough to use the 
talents that she must surely have possessed, was treated as 
babies generally are, petted and perhaps spoiled a little. 

The story is full of the amusing and witty sayings of Mrs. 
Wiggs and her children, yet there are pathetic parts. As 
for instance, when starvation seemed so near, and Jim, poor 
unselfish Jim, despite the protests of his mother, accepted a 
night position, and there being exposed to the cold, a great 
deal he contracted a severe cough, and after a short illness, 
passes quietly away. 

A love story runs like a minor-chord through the whole 
story. It tells how the Wiggs family, almost in a destitute 
condition,is helped by the "Christmas Lady" and "Mr. Bob," 
who were two young people very much in love with each 
other, but had become estranged ; and how at last they met 
at Mrs. Wiggs and how everything comes out all right and 
every one is made happy, makes us understand fully the 
statement of the generous Mrs. Wiggs, that, "Looks like 
everything in the world comes right ef we jes wait long 
enough!" Nell Smith, K. I). 

* 

AUDREY. 

In "Audrey," one of Mary Johnson's popular novels, we 
find the same blending of the beautiful and fantastic which 
constitutes the chief charm of this author's style. 

The heroine, a lovely dark-eyed child, brought up in the 
midst of an unbroken forest with no companions except those 
of her immediate family, is found by "The Knights of the 
Golden Horseshoe" on their journey to climb the mountains 
which heretofore had formed the limit of the child's world. 

By one of these, Mr. Marmaduke Haward, a gentleman 
spending in a lordly way the fortune which fell to his lot, she 
is rescued and adopted after the destruction of her home and 
the murder of her people by the Indians. 

As he is about to depart for England, he leaves her in 
charge of Mistress Deborah Darden with whom she leads a 

». i Wm '/J 
V'// 
WJtf 
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Exchange Department. 
JENNIE HOGAN, "C." 

On our return since the Christmas holidays a beautiful 
sight greets us. A goodly number of the December exchanges 
have already arrived and many of them in their pretty holiday 
dresses suitable for the occasion they celebrate. We take 
them up with pleasant anticipations, for we are sure before 
reading them that they are filled with Xmas stories and poems 
which will cause us almost to live over again the happy days of 
long ago. 

With pleasure we perused the Aurora and found it con
tains a number of interesting articles. 

We always look forward with pleasure to the arrival of the 
Clemson College Chronicle. It is one of the best exchanges 
that comes to us. The editorials are exceptionally good. 
Perhaps a little to much space in the December numbei was 
devoted to foot-ball. 

We are pleased to see The Spring Hill Review once more 
among our exchanges. 

The University Budget from Stone Mountain has a neat 
appearance, but is somewhat scanty as to contents. 

A very attractive magazine is the Baylor Literary. It is 
one of our most excellent papers. In it we find a timely 
article on "Enthusiasm" which should be read by every col
lege student. 

The Mercerian is still among our exchanges. 
Perhaps our best exchange is William and Mary College 

Monthly. The last issue is filled with interesting and instruc
tive articles. It also contains some good poetry, "Recollect
ions," "An Fkho from the Past" and "Memories of Boyhood 
are all suggestive and attractive poems. "By the Sad Se; 
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Waves" and "A Peculiar Fellow" are peculiarly interesting-
love stones. The character of the first is suggested in the 
subject which is very appropriate. The Y. M. C. A. depart
ment is well edited also. 

The Christmas number of The Spectator comes to us 
rfn and fuU °f mterest'n8" material. "The City 
of David Peace " and " The Star of Bethlehem " are each 
worthy of mention. n 

nn+wG T deli8"hted t0 have the Normal Record,, from away out West, visit us. J 

b rom Conformity to Self-development" in The Sibyl 
was read With a great deal of interest. However, we do not 
aw7 W'.l ? Wr,ter in thinkinff it best for colleges to do 
way With rules. Homer has said, " law is so essential to 

civilization that whenever man is found without it, he is a 
savage. 

live? *'aSbeen handed down trom history that the more civi-
-ed, the more virtuous a community becomes, the more laws 

quires. And if this is true of a community, why not of a 
chool or college? We know there are those in every school 
j'." not know what is right, and how can they ever hope to 
do that which is right until they know what is expected of 
them or in other words, unless they have rules and regulations 
ogovern them. Then there are those who know what is right 

but will not do it, and they can be controlled in no other wav 
than by " pains and penalties." 

_ 11 ?s true that "where there is no law there is no trans
gressions " then for the same reason it must be true that 
where there is no law, there can be no obedience. "If there 
is no law there can be no obligation," says Ethics; and where 
there is no obligation, there can neither be merit nor demerit 
neither reward nor punishment. Unless some rule be laid 
< own there is no occasion for developing those faculties which 
produce character. Unless there be some fixed rule it is im
possible to pronounce " justification or condemnation" just so 

X? Stuad?rs WiU is finite and fa,libfe' i-t long must he be guided by a wisdom higher than his own. 
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We gratefully acknowledge receipt of the following : 
St. Mary's Sentinel, The Lilliputian, The University of 

Arizona Monthly, The Oahuan, The Racuet, The Kalends, The 
Wa-na, The Lesbian Herald, The Columbian Library Monthly, 
Crimson and Gold, The Owl, The X Ray, The Howard Col
legian, The Mount Holyoke, The Crimson and The Ottawa 
Campus. 
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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 the Company. 

J. C. HAILE, 
Gtn. Pass. Agt. 

W. A. WIN BURN, 
Traffic Mgr. 

SAVANNAH. 
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T. C. GIBSON, D. D. S. 

P h o n e  N o .  7 8 .  
FORSYTH, GA. 

T. C. GIBSON, D. D. S. 

P h o n e  N o .  7 8 .  
FORSYTH, GA. MACON'S BEST 

CLOTHING STORE. 

1. W. ENSIGN, 

The Old Bookseller, 
Stationer, Newsdealer. 

I am still at the old stand with 
a pood assortment of School and 
Miscellaneous Books, Stnndard 
Mazazines and Stationery. Call 
and examine. 

Subscriptions received for all 
Magazines and Newspapers 

at lowest prices. 

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. 

L. IT. NAPIER, E. D. RUDISILL. 

NAPIER & RUDI5ILL, 
DEALERS IN 

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

Etc. 

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

THE BANK 
OP TIETON 

TIFTON, — GEORGIA. 

W. B. THWERTT & BRO. 
DEALERS IN 

Fiue 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. 

Eletciier Eurniture Co., 
DEALERS IN 

Furniture and 
Household Goods. 

Carpets, Mattings, Rugs, Etc. 

PICTURE FRAMES 
MADE TO ORDER. 


