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To a Friend.
F. A L.

EARLE E. WHALEY, 03
ROM zenith down to yonder barren steep
Is stretchéd wide the vasty shade of night,

And o'er the waste there greets my anxious sight
No ray to pale or pierce the darkness deep. ’
I look again, a star doth slowly creep

From out the gloom, and one long shaft of light

Runs far ahead: a path so true and bright
That straying feet can scarce its bounds o’erieap.

And so before I met or knew of thee,
The way was dark and lone, no friend had I
To share my hopes and fears; but now the white,
Clear-burning flame of friendship lets me see
That joys will come and sorrows pass me by;
[hou art indeed the star that lights my night.

About the Spoken and the Written Word.

FRANCIS F. DUKETTE, '02.

ERIODICALLY the distinc-
tion between the truly literary
and the truly dramatic must
come up for discussion. And
that it does is very well; for
the distinction is of more
than a passing account. “Cook Guides” and
tomes on ‘*“How to Write Well’ can not steer
‘ the young writer safely past this difficulty.
The old bugbear must come to the writing-
line about so often, at least whenever the
respective merits of the spoken and the
written word contend. And here this most
- mooted question entirely relies on the judg-
ment of the writer or speaker; the which
quandary is conventionally put in a somewhat
like way: ‘“Where shall the Literary yield
to the Dramatic?” -or, “What punishment

should the successful though ungrammatxcal
Working Oration get?”

An exertion though strenuous is . above
criticism in one way when it is successful.
The very ordinary language of the political
spell-binder has a real political as well-as a
commercial directness. The style of address
slavishly is lowered to the level of the most
ignorant in the audience, and the oration. is
an example of the successful working oration.
The professional lecturer, where the greater’
his popularity corresponds inversely to the
purity of his language, has a mission and that
has to do with correcter methods and more
elevated aims. A man talks to an audience
in order to persuade it to look at things in
the same light he does, and if he puts by the’
niceties of speech that lose him the support
of the asthetic few, his effort may still be
gloriously successful. That a speech must
read well is a doubtful surety that it is one
of those eminently practical and - perfect
working orations.

Moliére’s genius finds its hxghest expression .
in his characterization and conversation. The
French critic Schérer accused Moliére of .
writing bad French because some of the great -
humorist’s ‘plays did not read with grammati-
cal smoothness. Moliére appreciated correctly
how much the gesture and the tone:of voice

~add to a passage. And when a certain- speech

was praised to Fox, the Englishman, he asked:
“Poes it read wellP—because, be sure, if 1t
does, it is-a very bad' speech.” )
This contention respecting the merits..of
the spoken and the written word was clearly

.appreciated and defined by the Greeks and

Romans.. In fact, their system of oratorical
morals and- manners are the foundation of
to-day’s oratory. Quintilian would insist that
a -man feign nervousness-at the "commence-
ment of his oration, though he were fortunate
enough to feel. no nervousness. After some
of his. dehghtful penods have withstood - a
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vigorous translation at the hands of the strug-
gling young Latinist this young man is very
likely to remark on their substantial resem-
blance to the .many pages on *“Purity and
Slmp11c1ty of Diction” found in that not-to-be-

despised Freshman Rhetoric. The author of

“The Institutions” pertinently asks if Demos-
thenes would have spoken badly had he
spoken exactly as he wrote; or whether Cicero
would not have spoken the worse where he
wrote the better. Quite evidently Quintilian
was disposed to think that they spoke better
than they wrote because they did not say
their orations so perfectly as they eventually
wrote them.

Cicero takes the proper concern of the
orator to be a language of power and
eloquence accommodated to the feelings and
understandings of mankind [ De Oratore, B. 1.
chap. xiii. ]. Yet those wonderful Latin periods
that make up Cicero’s great orations could
not have been conceived and delivered in the
excitement and hurry of trial, but were rather
rewritten and polished at a later day. M.
Goumy held that the circumstances of the
political situation in Rome made it physically
impossible that Cicero could have delivered
the orations against Catiline as they are
preserved to-day.

In a like connection, Mr. Matthews cites Mr.
Morley's remarks concerning Burke’s speech
on the Conciliation with America,—“The
wisest in its temper, the most closely logical
in its reasoning, the amplest in appropriate
topics, the most generous and conciliatory in
" the substance of its appeals. Yet Erskine, who

was in the -house when this was delivered, said

that it drove everybody away, including per-
sons, who, when they came to read it, read it
- over and over again, and could hardly think
of :anything else.” Thus it may be seen how
-orations -endowed with - remarkable literary
merit. have slight effectiveness when spoken.
The orator and the audience are brothers
for the time being, and, if they are born on the
same day, they die on the same day. The
orations.of Patrick Henry, Webster, and Lin-
coln do read like inspired words even at this
after-time, yet it is not because those men
wrought. for immortality. What they said was
spoken from the heart for that one hour, and
the sincerity of heart and expression has made
-their .speeches lasting. Webster appreciated
that clearness, force and earnestness. are the
qualities which produce - conviction, and that
true eloquence does.not consist ‘in artificially
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arranged phrases, but must exist in the man,

in the subject, and in the occasion.

If an oration is composed alone that it may
read well, why not print it and leave its
success or failure to the world of readers?
Why should a man inflict a literary master-
piece on the market-place assembly? Such
material will not hold the attention of an
audience, it will not persuade them; and if it
fail in those two requisites, what excuse can
there be for its imposition on any audience?

An example of a real blaze of genius, and,
at the same time, one of the greatest exertions
in all Parliamentary history, was the last effort
of the Elder Pitt. His indignation at the
conduct of.the British soldiers in America
quite overcame him; and his oration, if read,
might affect some to be but a bombastic
string of exclamations, while it deservedly

" ranks high as an example of real eloquence.

In like manner, all such selectiouns, the
bare -skeletons of the speeches of oratorical
giants, give an inadequate notion of what
these must have been at the occasion of their
original delivery. They have been filed and
softened to read well,—the rough, inevitable
harshness of the conflict is artfully hidden,
and highly respectable rhetoric survives where
burning eloquence once held forth.

Thus it is that the old discussion is ever
coming up for consideration. The province of
the spoken and the province of the written
word are widely separate. Where the two are
artistically combined, there are real dramatic
results; where the real distinction is under-
stood, there may be spoken eloquence and
rhetorical eloquence; and when you have a
working combinration of the two, the argumen-
tative essay and the written oration result.

The Old Girl.

YE'RE parted now, that girl'and I,
Through circumstances I'll not try
To tell. -'Twas she that made me feel
The flame. of love, and nimbly steal
To grounds forbidden, rules defy.

She’d’ greet me then: with dancing eye,
And to. my side in rapture fly. .
- Can I still think all this was real?
'We re parted now..

) One grand ideal ne’er will dle,
As I through busy. life.shall hie;
’ ThlS heart to her w111 e’er be leal
And to nore other-half reveal )
;The love that there for her doth lie;
* - " . Though parted- now. P. P. McE.
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‘Who Wouldn’t Own a Dog?

GEORGE BURKITT, 1g02.

The old Henderson plantation was fifteen
miles from Arlington, my land agent had
said. Four large white pillars distinguished
the house from the other mansions along the
road, and 1 should have no difficulty in finding
it. Since early morning I had been riding,
and I began to realize that the length of a
mile varies as the activity of the people in
the surrounding country. -

My dog that had been running ahead sud-
denly turned into a narrow road that led
seemingly into the forest. Presently I could
hear dogs barking, and the voice of an old
negro calling: -

“Hyah! ain’ yo’ got no mo’ sense dan t’
bahk dat way at a strangah? Down dyah,
Majah, down, I tell yo’!—Mo’nin’, mostah;” he
continued, as he came out to welcome me.

At the same time, the cheery face of an old
negro woman appeared‘in the cabin door, and
with a “shoo!” at the chickens that gathered
round, she hurried back to *fix some’n’ t’ eat
fuh de strangah.”

“How long have you lived here, uncle?” I
asked my host, as he drew from his pocket a
can of snuff and emptied some of its contents
on the inside of his lower lip.

“Law! boss, I's libbed right hyah in dis
bery same house ebbah sence de wah.”

“Do you know where James Henderson’s
old place is?”

His eyes sparkled.

“Does I know wha’ Mostah Hendahson’s
place is?” W’y don’ yo’ ax me ef I knows mah
name? We’s on a paht o’ his lan’ dis minute,
an’ dat big w'ite house jes’ at de tu'nin’ o’ de
road yondah is wha’' ole mostah use’ t’ lib.
Down de road dis way wuz ole Cun’l Chahl-
ton’s ‘place. One o’ dem dyah gate-pos'es is
on whut use’ t’ be de Cun’l’'s lan’, an’ t'uddah
one is on ole mostah’s. So yo’ see dis shanty
is jes’ on de bound’ry. An’ dat bound'ry wuz
‘whut caused all de trouble. Lucy won’ hab’
de dinnah ready fuh a 1i'l’ w'ile; an’ ef yo’
don’ min’ lis’nin’, I'll tell yo’ how come de
bound’ry caused so much trouble.

“Yo’ see, I use’ t’ b’'long t' Marse Will whut
wuz ole Mostah Hendahson’s son. I don’
'zac’ly 'membah w'en Marse Will wuz bahn;
'kase den I wuz jes’ a li'l’ crittah mahse’f.
But I does rec’lec’ w'en ole mostah sed he

*
~
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wuz gwine t’ gib’ one ob us chil’ens t’ de 1i’V’
mostah. Dat mo’nin’, mah mammy cotch me
an’ she scrubbed an’ scrubbed me ’til yo’d ’a’
t'ought she wuz_ gwine tek’ all -de brack off
me an’ mek’ me w’ite jes’ like de 1i’’ mostah.

“Law, w'en ole mostah come ’roun’, I sho’
wuz feelin’ uncomfortably in mah Sunday
clo’es, an’ wid mah han’s an’ face all a sma’tin’
from de scrubbin’. Us piccaninnies hed t’ all
stan’ in a line, an’ ole mostah. jes’ run’is eye
‘long from one en’ t’ de uddah; an’ I could
feel de san’ a-crawlin’ up obah mah feet.. Mah
knees wuz a hittin’ tgeddah an’ I felt jes’ like
I wuz a sinkin’ right in de earf, 'til ole. rnostah
look right at me an’ sed:

“*Whut’s yo’ name?’

“‘Tom Johnson,’ I sez, so skeered dat I
fuhgot t’ tip mah cap,—an’ whut a- whoppin’
mammy did gi’ me fuh it!

“*Does yo’ wan’ t’ b’long t’ de 1i'l’ mostah?’

““Yas, suh,’ sez I; an’ mah teef wuz a hittin’
t'geddah loudah’n a bunch o’ fiah-crackahs.
'splodin’ undah a tin pan. ‘

“So from dat day I wuz Marse Will’s niggah.
But T didn’ hab’ nuffin’ " do hahdly, 'cep’n’
t’ stay wid Marse Will w'en he wanted me.
Huh! he sho’ did treat me good! -Yo'd ’a’
nebbah knowed I wuz a slabe, ef 1 hadn’
be’'n brack an’ him w’'ite. He nebbah went
anywhuz ’thout me an’ ole Majah, whut wuz
de dawg dat Miss Mollie gib’ t’ him. Yo’ see,
Miss Mollie wuz de Cun’l’s daughtah, an’ she
an’ Marse Will hed be’n jes’ like bruddah an’
sistah sence dey wuzn’ hahdly ez tall ez a good-
sized t'baccah plant. Sometimes dey’d hab’a
big fuss; an’ Miss Mollie she’d say she nebbah
wanted t’ sot eyes on 'im ag’in, an” Marse Will -

he’d say she didn’ need t’ worry, ’kase he'd

nebbah come t' her house no mo’. But dat
wouldn’ las’ mo’n a day. Law! w’en dey wuz
still 1i’’ chil’ens, Marse Will 'ud tell ’er how
dey’s gwine t' marry an’ build a new house
right ’'tween de plantations,
mostah an’ ole missis an’ Miss Mollie’s' ma
an’ pa wuz gwine t' come obah -an’ spen’ .
Sunday wid ’em, an’ all de niggahs ’ud be
dyah, an’ dey’d hab’ music an’ dancin’, an’ how _
Lucy— whut wuz mah gal den—wuz gwine t’
hab’ chahge o’ de house, an' I wuz gwine t’
boss - de plantation. La.wl all de plans he
did figgah! : .

“Boss, I wish yo’ could’a’seen dem chil’ens. -
All de folks fuh-miles 'roun’ sed dey wuz de
purties’ couple ‘dey ebbah sot eyes on—Marse -

Will wid ’is brack. haih. an’:brack eyes, a gre’t -

big boy fuh' his age; an’ Miss - Mollie, jes’ a

2

an’ how. ole -
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1’1" bit smallah, wid yallah haih an’ eyes jes’
like dem bluebells whut yo’ see- on_ t'uddah
side o’ de road. Dey sho’ly wuz-a pufty sight,

’kase “"mah pa use’ t’ say it 'uz bettah’n eatin’
watahmillions t’ see dem two chil’ens,—an’ he
sho’ wuz fond o’ watahmillions.

**Huh! wuz ole mostah an’ de Cun’l proud
ob ’em? W’y,-dey use’ t’ sit an’ watch dem
chi’lens by de hour! Eb’rybody on de planta-
tions—de ole folks, niggabs an’ all—knowed
dem chil’ens wuz in lub’. W’en dey growed up

it wuz-jes’ de same; only Marse Will didn’
talk no.-mo’ ’bout ‘marryin’, ’kase dat 'uz jes’ ez
suttin ez po’ weddah is w’en de groun’ hawg
sees 'is shaddah an’ runs back in ’is hole. But
it wuz diffrent wid de ole folks. De biggah
de chil’en got, de mo’ ole mostah an’ de Cun’l
‘talked 'bout de marriage an’ how dey’s gwine t’
- gib’ ’em half de niggahs on de two plantations
an’ a big piece o’ lan’ w’ich 'ud run from dis
hyah road clean back t’-de ribbah. But de
fuss sp’iled it all.

“Yo' see, de plantations jined one nuddah;
an-one day de Cun'l sont wu'd t’ ole mostah
dat his paht o’ de fence wuz down. But'ole
- mostah sed it wuz-de Cun’l’s, an’ de Cun’l he
'sed-it wuz old ‘mostah’s. So dyah dey wuz,
“bofe on ’em immotionable, jes’ like ole Majah
is-w’en he. p’ints a- quail.

“*] don’ care nuffin’ ’bout de ’spenses- 0’
fixin’ de fence,’ sed ole mostah, ‘but yo’re
wrong.’ . '

“But de Cun’l he sed oIe mostah wuz wrong;
an’_ef. it- hedn’ be’n " fuh me an’ Marse Will,
dey’d ’'a’-fit one day w'en dey wuz disputin’,
“Nex’ day’ dey come a note from Miss Mollie

" Marse Will.: I seed ’im tu'n nght red, an’ -

’den jes’ ez w1te ez de cotton w’en it’s ready

fuh pickin’.

-#¢It’s from ‘Mollie, he said.

‘me.no mo’, an’. nebbah wan's t' sot eyes on me
" ag’in’ - e ‘

**De wu’ds come odt one. aftah nuddah jes’
‘ez slow like w'en yo draps a rock:off a bndge
-*into de.watah-an’ waits.t’ heah ‘it- hit ’fo’ yo’
_-draps ‘anuddah.” He .didn’ ’peah-t’ git mad,
- but he jes’ changed :de ndmes .in ‘de.note, an’
‘sont -it right-back:t’ ‘Miss Mollie. - -~
- ““Arftah- dat he. nebbah’ wuz -de "same. I
clahe t’. goodness, ef I dldn .use- t’feel powah-
~ ful sorry” fuh™ ’im. He dldn’ ’peah t tek’ no
mt rest.-in-nuffin’. . :

“Ole _mostah. tought it wuz:de: Cunls fault”
dat ‘Miss". Mollie- writ*.: de* lettah) an’ he. med’

\X"‘*

'Marse Will' promlse nebbah t sot 'is foot onﬂ" :

de Cun’l’s lan ag m RS

‘She don lub’
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“‘Yo’ don’ hab’ t’ go on yo’ knees t’ no gal,
he sed.

“At fust, he wuzn’ eben gwine t’ let 'is nig-
gahs go obah’t de Cun'l’'s any mo’, an’ ez
fuh me, — I wuz Marse Will's niggah, an''l
couldn’-go obah dyah no mo’n he could. 1
sho’ did. wan’ t’ see Lucy, ’kase dat 'uz 'bout
de time dat I. wuz gwine t’ ax ’cr ef she
wouldn’ marry me.

“Purty soon, one o’ de Cun’ s niggahs come

a -dribin’ obah in a wagon wid a gre't big_

sack full' o’ all de presents Marse Will ebbah
gib’ Miss Mollie. Marse Will looked at de
sack jes’ like he did at de note, an’ sed t’ me
right sorfly:-

‘“Pitch it in de ribbah.”

“But I didn’t; ’kase I t'ought dey’s gwine

"t’ be. frien’s .ag’in, jes’ . like arftah de fusses

dey use’ t’ hab’ w'en dey wuz chil’ens.

“Den -Marse Will sont . back all o’ Miss
Mollie’s presents, 'cep’n’-ole Majah; an’ I see
‘im kindah pettin’’im, an’ a saymn’:.

Yo' wuz jes’ a Ii’l’_puppy w’en Mollie gib’
yo' t' me, an’ 1 can’t gib’ yo' up, ole fellah’

“Dat dawg- wuz alwuz wid ’'im, jes’ like 1
wuz, an’ Marse \Will sho' did t'ink a heab ob
him. -Ole Majah- liked Miss Mollie 'bout ez
well ez he did Marse Will, 'kase she wuz alwuz
a pettin’ 'im_an’ a feedin’ ’im.

“Mah goodness, -how Marse Will did lub’ .

dat gal! he necbbah went t' a dance uh a
pahty arftah he got de note; an’’fo’ dat, ’'im
an’ Miss Mollie use’ t' go t’ all ob’em, jes’
like w’en -dey wuz Ii’l’ chil’en. Law, boss, I
nebbah will fuhgit dem days! We'd dribe
obah t’ de Cun’l’s, an’ ole Missis Chahlton ’ud
“come -out an’ put Miss Mollie in de ker’idge
wid Marse Will. .Den ‘she'd kiss ’em bofe an’
tell ’em t" come-back at sich an’sich a time,
an’ we'd -dribe dut de:big gate an’ down de
-road,—me an’ de ker’idge-dribah in.front, an’
_‘de two- chil’ ens on de back:seat. I don’ t'ink
Marse Will cared. pa‘tic’la’ly fuh pahties, an’
he nebbah went t’ none arftah-Miss Mollie writ’
’im de note. :In -fac’, he didn’ 'peah t’ care fuh
nufﬁn cepn huntm; ;an’--he alwuz. took ole
MaJah 'long wid - us, ’kase he wuz a powahful

‘fine -huntin® dawg, an’: I-kindah ’spec’ it. wuz"

“-kase he wuz de firs’ prebent Miss Mollie-ebbah
~sont- 'im. Sometnmes w’en we’d stop t’ res’,

Marse Wlll ud cotch ole Majah’s head ’'tween -

’is- two: han s—-so, an’:jes’ :look in'‘is eyes an’

talk t ’mi ’boutr sts Mollle ]es like ’e- ‘wuz -

.‘a.pusson. .

_/’ B e Ead -
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t’" yo’, does it, ole.fellah? Mollie. she don’
wan’' t' se¢ me ag'in, but yo’ an’ me.’ull al'uz
be frien's, won’t we?” ,
“Ole Majah 'ud blink
an’ I’'clahe t' yoodness ef he didn’
know whut Marse Will wuz a sayin’ t* ’im.
“I don’ t'ink Marse Will 'ud *a’ worried
so ‘-much, ef Miss Mollie hedn’ writ’ an’ say
she didn’ lub’ 'im; ’kase ole mostah hed don’

'is eyes right slow,

sed he wuz willin’ t" be frien’s wid de Cun'l.,

But ez long*ez Miss Mollie didn’:wan’ t’ see
im no mo’, dey wuzn' nuffin’ hahdly dat ’ud
int’rest 'im cep 'n’ huntin’.

“*One mo’nin” we wuz gwine out.huntin’, an’
ole. Majah stahted up de ribbah whut runned
'long back o' de plantations. On each side o’
de ribbah wuz a middlin’ high hill,
quail in dyah wuz mo’ numbahsome dan: nig-
gahs at a camp-meetin’. All on a sudden ole
Majah went a runnin’ t’ de top o’ de hill like a
niggah gwine by a ha'nted house. Wen me
an’ Marse Will got-dyah, whut yo’ 'spec’ we
see? Wal,suh! dyah stood Miss Mollie a pettin’
ole Majah an’ lookin’ in ’is eyes, jes’ like
Marse Will did, w'en he use’ t’ talk t'’im an’
say how Miss Mollie done fuhgot him, but dat
him an’ ole Majah ’ud al'uz be frien’s.. An’
Lucy wuz a stan’in’ dyah*. too, holdin’ de
flowahs whut dey’d be'n a:-pickin’. Law, I
bet dat Marse- Will wuzn’*no’ mo’ gladdah t’
see Miss Mollie dan 1 wuz t’ see Lucy!

“W’en Miss Mollie seed us, she quit pettin’
ole. Majah, 'an 1 seed’er tu’n right red; an’
Marse Will he seed 'er too. I nebbah heahed
tell ob anyone gittin’ ez excited ez he-did; an’

‘he-sed kindah like he wuz afeahed t’.b’lieve.it:

“*Mollie, yo’ lub’s me?’
“She nebbah sed a wu'd, but ’er face .got

reddah.an’ reddah, an’ she stahted t' pettin’

ole Majah ag’in. Marse Will knowed whut dat

meant, jes’ ez well ez I knows- it’s .rainin’ .w’en

I feels de draps a-failin’ on mah hat..
“*But whut’ll-de. Cun’l say " he.axed. bery

anxiouslike.: . )
“‘He'll be glad,” she sed. right quick.

‘He's be’n-willin’ t’” mek’ frien’s- wid Mostah

Hendahson, but. wuz too. proud t’ say.-so.’
“An, boss, dyah -wuz Lucy an’ me, an’. dyah -

wuz Miss Mollie an’ Marse Will,—all ob us
whut hedn’ seen one ‘nuddah .fuh mo’n fo’

monfs.

-

OUR deeds hurry before us- to open or. to

bar the way —-szzldmgr i o

:peah t’-

an’ de

In all mah bahn-days'I ain’. nebbah -
be’'n so happy; ‘cep’n’ w'en Lucy sed she'd
tek™ me fuh bettah uh fuh -wuss.’ -
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Varsity Verse.

TIME.
ILL pride had root, no ways of rose nor thorn,—
" Then God, rebelled against, did hellward straxght
Rebellious angels cast, and closed was Heaven's gate;
And then-to hold their fate, O Time, wast born.
Within thy tides-the air, seas, night and morn,
The planets, beast, man last, did God create;
Man knew Thee not till Eve forbidden ate,
And thus of heavenly innocence was shorn.
While seeds to flowers that scent the air do grow, .
And rivulets to streams that musically flow,
Nestlings.to birds that fill the earth with'song,

And babes to men that form the world’s great throng, |

Thy wonders work to make our. hearts sublime,
Thou ever watching, waiting, Father Time. -
) ) R.E. L.
HAD I BUT KNOWN. )
Had I but known when first I met . :

LI
T

-

The unassuming, shy coquette, PTI

. With sparkling eyes and.features fair,
With ruby lips and golden; hair, -
I should not now have deep regret.

" But all on her my heart was Set:
I lived ' hope her grace to get:
That she for me had little care,
"Had 1 but known.

-

She caught-me, in her cruel; net,
- With what device I'll ne’er forget;
: Nor heeded I my friends’ “Beware,

”

Till when she list not- to my prayer;- . -

Too late her art I saw, and yet
- Had I buf known.

TRIOLET.

A castle 1 reared’to-day
Afar in sunny lands; .
For .thee in fancy's play
A castle 1 reared to- -day.
While hands _most 1dle lay
And quxckly ran ‘the sands,
A’ castle I reared to-day-
* Afar in sunny. lands. o e
: S - E.E.W..
e ©T NAY! ~Nay! o ‘
“When you:strike to' go to town™ ° - -
- And:the answer echoes, “not”—
' Theres the old famlllar Arown, "
* When you strike to*go:to town, \
v +:*And: he- gently ‘turns ‘you down. L

~beeidt’s a d—— ah; well!. you know~. - &

.
13t
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His Fraternity.

HAROLD H. DAVITT, 1g903.

Morgan looked at his ticket. Yes, it was
seat nine, but nine was taken; that is if he
_could judge by the wraps and dressing case
piled around it. Well, ten is just as good,
and placing his grip beside his chair, he sat
down. He was soon lost in the depths of a
newspaper, when he heard the rustle of a
dress and looked up in time to see a girl, in
a blue gown, settle. into seat nine,—his seat.

For the next half hour -Morgan tried to
interest himself in his paper, but found that
it was impossible, for in spite of his efforts,
a vision in blue persisted in getting between
him "and the words. Laying the paper aside
he leaned back and through his half-closed
eyes fell to studying the girl.

1f she was conscious of the car having
another occupant than herself she gave no
sign. She was reading, and every now and then
was forced to-stop and cut the pages of the
magazine. Morgan could not help noticing
how pretty- her hands were, as she deftly
separated the pages. He noticed too, that
she wore no. rings except a little seal ring
on her right hand. A feeling of relief came
over him as he saw she was not engaged;
why, he could not tell——maybe it was just a
fancy. '

Her hat. was removed, and he could not
help envying the breeze that played with the
unruly curls that-hung about her temples.
saw too that her eyelashes were like a heavy
fringe, and he wondered what her eyves were
like. Wholly unconscious of the interest she
had aroused she laid down "her book and
took off-her jacket. How cool and graceful
‘she looked, the white waist making a pretty
contrast with the dark skirt. She stood up and
tried to hang the jacket on one of the hooks,
but it was 'beyond her reach. Like a flash,
Morgan was out of his chair, and after he had
hung it up, was rewarded with a most grateful
look from a pair.of blue eyes, and the sweetest
“thank you” he had ever heard.
"Morgan bowed and sat .down again, and as
her back was now toward. him, for the next

~ few minutes -he -studied the landscape as it

flew-by him. Once,when he glanced 'down he

saw. the: letters.on: her.dressing case, M. L. G.,
#Seneca-—Seneca”—that:name -

fSeneca N Y
_\had as famxllar sound ‘but: hlS efforts ‘to” recall

-He .

DAME SCHCOLASTIC.

the circumstance connected with it were vain.

. The conductor came in at this point and

Morgan heard him say: *“No; you do not
change. This car goes right on to Washing-
ton.” Morgan wished that she was going on
to Baltimore as he was. The train was not
due in Washington till nine o’clock. He
looked at his watch, it was nearly six now.
Three hours. ““I wish it were longer,” he said
half aloud.

Once he looked up at her jacket'as it swung
back and forth with the motion of the car,
and as he did so, his-eye caught sight of a
pin. He half arose from his chair, “sure
enough” it was a Sigma Upsilon pin: his
fraternity. The feeling that came over him

"as he saw it was one of mixed joy and regret.

He felt that it gave him what he wanted: an
opportunity of meeting her, and yet—*“I
wonder what fellow’s pin it is.” He turned
to the girl:

Pardon me, but I see that you wear a
Si.-U. pin, and as I am a Si.-U. I claim a right
to meet you.”

The girl gave a little start and looked up
at him with wondering eyes.
“Why, I—I don’t know.
me to meet you this way?”

“Of course,” came the reply full of assur-
ance. “We always claim as sisters, giris who
wear our pins. So you see it is perfectly
proper. My name is Morgan—Harry Morgan—
and yours ‘is? |

“Miss Grout.”

The name Seneca flashed to his mind.
Seneca—why that’s where Ned Grout lived.
Aloud:

“] saw on your 'case that you are from
Seneca. You must be related to Ned Grout.”

“Do you know Ned? He is my brother,”
came the surprised .voice.

“Indeed I do. He and I were the best of
friends at college. I have heard of you before,”
Morgan continued. “Not one of us but knew
of Ned Grout’s pretty sister, but he always
spoke as- though you were quite a child.”

The dimples-deepened on her face.

“Perhaps 1 am, and, anyway, that was a
long. time: ago.’

“True,” he answered and for a moment his
mind turned back ‘to ‘a picture of a crowd of
fellows all telling of the. happenings at home,

Is it proper for

‘and ‘how interested he was in the -merry

pranks of Ned’s- little sxster Could he be

-as old as that?

The call for supper came and Morgan arose,
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NOTRE DAME SCHOLASTIC.

“You must come to supper with me and
we’ll discuss the little sister,” he said.

“ And why not the big brother?” demurely.

The train was nearing Washington and both
of them were quiet and thoughtful.

“Will . you be in Washington long?” asked
Morgan.

“No,” was the reply. “We leave to-morrow
for Old Point Comfort.” ~

The shadow of a loss seemed to come over
him. He had leaned his head on his hand and

she could not help seeing how manly he

looked. The suit of dark grey was cut in the
newest fashion and there was a sense of good
taste in his whole appearance. Streaks of grey
were beginning to appear in his dark hair,
but this only added to his appearance. His
eyes glancing from under the black eyebrows
were grey and strong. The train had entered
Washington.

“I will always look with pleasure on my.pin
now,” said Morgan, “because it will remind
me of a pleasant ride.” ‘

“And I, too,” was the answer, “but Ned
says I must give it back, and then I won’t
have any.” :

Morgan’s heart gave a bound.

“Would you accept mine? It has never
been worn by -anyone but myself, and now—
I wish you would.” ’

She did not answer. He unclasped the pin
and held it out to her.

The car was running into the station and
the breaks began to grind on the wheels. It
stopped. A hand closed over the pin and
he heard a low voice from an averted head:

“I-—I" will wear it always.”

The next instant a man strode into the car,
and she sprang up with a cry of joy—* Ned.”

“Well, Sis, I have—" He stopped as his
eye caught sight of the tall fellow standing
behind his_ sister.

“Harry Morgan! by all .that’s good,” he
shouted, and- the .next instant they were
grasping each other by the hand.

“Ned, I am glad to see you,” was the reply.

By this time the porter had taken out the
wraps and dressing case. Morgan went out
on the platform with .them.

_ When the train started again, Morgan was
alone; but. a week. was not. long, and—and
they would expect him at Old Point Comfort.

——— e ) ———————

THE statesman renders service to his coun-
try, the. man of genius, to the race.—Spalding.
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The Revenge of Mrs. Binger

JOHN L. CORLEY, IgO02.

“Well, now Clar’, Lent’s come, an’ I do hope
you won't be wantin’ to go- to any more of
them parties 'fore summer comes!” Mrs.
Binger said as she set a basket of carpet strings-
beside the hearth, and settled down to do her
hundredth day’s work on the material that .
was to grace the front room in the form of a
hit and miss carpet after house cIeamn”’ in
the spring. : o

Clara Binger did not answer her mothers
remark, but came over to the basket and
began tacking the narrow strips with interest.

“Sakes, Clar’!” the woman- exclaimed,
“you’re gettin’ more anxious ’bout this carpet
than your ma! and goodness knows you ought
to, it’s all for you anyway' ’

“Yes, ma, I know it ’tis,” said Clara.

“I work an’ fret around tryin’ to keep’things
nice,” Mrs. Binger went on, “an’-it’s nothin’ .
to me, I could do'on mighty little.” But Clara
was not in a talkative mood and she sewed on
in silence. At length the mother spoke again.

“Ef you go to many more of them parties
you’ll be dead,—goodness knows! they never
thought of such doin’s when I was ybung""

“\/Vell ma, I guess we won’t have any more
till after Easter the girl said.

**Goodness knows! I hope not,”. the mother
exclaimed, *“ but you young folks would be at
it all the time; ef it weren’t for the old uns,
you'd be dancin’ in Lent, too!” )

“ Now, ma, I never wanted to dance in Lent,”
the girl said with a tone &f injured feeling in
her, voice. The mother noticed ‘it and was
silent for a moment, then she asked: “ Who
was at the dance?” referring to the party" that"
Clara had ridden two mlles the afternoon -
before in order to attend with her cousin.-

“Ma,” the girl said, disregarding the question -
as she laid a lapful of the tacked stripgs ‘over
at her mother’s feet, “Jim Davie—” and then
she stopped. She caught up the string and
then began to fasten it onto the ball that lay in
the edge of the basket, but her hand trex‘nvbléd
and "the needle pricked her finger tip. -

“There you're géttin’ excited now! What's
the matter?. What about Jim Davie? He was

there of course; he’s always runnin’ around! ™

Well, what about him?” Mrss. Binger blurted i

_out, more excited. than her daughter A
”Oh' it’s no