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R. G. BARTON, JR. 

By H. F. Parker 

‘Don’t you ever let me see you again. Not, at least, until 

you have shown a little of the Burton manhood,” roared R. C. 

Barton. 

This broadside seemed to have raked the individual at 

whom it was delivered, forward and aft. For Mr. R. C. Bar- 

ton, Jr. walked dejectedly from the room, with not a trace 

of anger showing in his face. If Mr. Barton, Sr. had looked 

carefully, though, he might have detected the Barton deter- 

mination around his son’s square chin. 

As Barton, Jr. went down the wide flagstone walk of his 

father’s yard, to the street, he summarized mentally: 

**Senior in college—drank too much—called up by faculty— 

tried to lie out of it—fired. Came home—called rake and 

weakling by your own old dad—fired again. Oh, you’ve done 

well, R. C. Barton, Jr.”’
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Barton Jr. walked down the street. He jammed his hands 

into his pockets. A slight jingle in one of them called to 

his mind the commercial phase of his situation. He felt 

just three silver dollars and some change — here indeed was 

a new phase. 

‘*T guess a job will suit me—pretty well. Yes,ajob. Do 

you hear, R. C. Barton, Jr.? <A job.”’ 
* * * * * * * * * 

A sharp ‘‘toot-toot’’ from the engine-room sounded out 

over the little northern lumbering town, and a moment later 

the belts, gear-wheels and chains of the saw-mill got in mo- 

tion. It was one o’clock A. M. and the night shift of the 

mill was starting on its ‘‘ afternoon’s’’ work. 

The filer came out of the filing-room and walked over to 

where the foreman stood. 

*‘What time will we begin to saw that Mississippi brail?’’ 

he asked with a note of anxiety in his voice. 

*‘Here comes the first log now,’’ replied the foreman, shad- 

ing his eyes from the glare of the arc-light. ‘“‘It’s a nasty 
outfit—spikes in nearly half of ’em. Don’t see what in h-ll 

the company took the contract for. Got plenty of saws on 

hand?”’ 

‘*Yes. Got six in there. I’d hate to be in Peterson’s 

boots tonight. He’s in a bad place if they strike a spike 

and the bandsaw should break. Mind what happened when 

we sawed that last boom of ‘spikey’ logs?”’ 
‘‘Yes, it’s bad business,’ shouted back the foreman as he 

walked over to the edger. 

As each log was brought up from the ‘‘pond’’ the sealer 
and the men on the platform carefully looked it over before 
allowing it to be taken by the carriage. In several logs 
they found big, iron spikes and removed them. The uncer- 
tain light of the incandescents, however, made it very easy 
for them to overlook a spike driven in deeply. In fact the 
iron head could easily have been mistaken for a small knot. 

Presently a long, tamarack log came up on the platform.
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The men had to strain at their ‘‘cant-hooks”’ to roll it over. 

The scaler inspected it closely and signalled the sawyer to 

go ahead. The huge log was jostled by the powerful iron 

‘‘nigger,’’ against the upright grips of the waiting carriage. 

In a flash the carriage rolled away to the singing band-saw. 

Slowly the thin steel saw ate its way into the advancing log. 

The shiny, outside slab was nearly cut when there was a 

snap. The eerie sing of the saw stopped and the next in- 

stant one of the broken ends of the saw lashed the air. It 

had struck a spike. The sawyer shot the car back—just a 

minute too late, for one of the carriage-men had fallen on 

the car platform, his body cut nearly in two. 

Instantly the sawyer jerked the emergency whistle cord 

and the machinery hummed itself to a stop. The foreman 

came running up, closely followed by the superintendent. 

The body of the unfortunate Peterson was picked up and 

carried to the filing room. 

A minute later the superintendent hastened to the tele- 

phone. The man he talked to was Mr. R. C. Barton, chief 

stockholder of the company, who happenned to be in the 

town on a tour of inspection. 

Up in the mill the foreman was trying to secure another 

man to replace poor Peterson. It was a hard task, for the 

mill hands, unstrung by the horrible accident, were loth to 

take the dangerous post. 

Finally the foreman stopped before a square-jawed young 

fellow who was “‘picking edgings’’ from the edger. He had 

worked in the mill only a short time. 

**Will you go on the carriage?”’ curtly asked the foreman. 

The entire mill crew was watching the pair. The young 

fellow paled a bit, but the jaw set firmly. 

‘Yes, sir,’? he answered, 

Fifteen minutes later a very corpulent ‘‘captain of indus- 

try,’’ white-vested and collarless, laboured up the stairs to 

the mill. The superintendent took him in to see the muti- 

lated body of Peterson. Then he brought him out into the
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mill and pointed to the carriage on which the accident had 

occurred. 

Then it was that Mr. R. C. Barton, Sr. saw Mr. R. C. Bar- 

ton, Jr., in jumper and overalls, standing on the fateful car- 

riage, swaying from side to side as the car flew back and 

forth. R. CO. Barton, Sr. turned to the superintendent. 

‘‘Are they still sawing that spiked brail?’’ 
‘Yes, we are—’’ 

‘‘Stop the mill,’’ bellowed Mr. R. C. Barton, and the mill 

stopped as soon as the superintendent could stop it. 

Mr. R. C. Barton, Sr. marched up to the carriage, grabbed 

Mr. R. C. Barton, Jr. by the shoulder and roared: 

**Get down off here, we’ll go home in the morning.”
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IN A GARRET 

By Walter Underwood 

Not long ago, while visiting an aunt in New England, I 

had occasion to be up in the old garret, in search of a little 

leather-bound volume of proverbs. Rummaging through a 

queer old trunk which had belonged to my great-grandmother, 

I thrust my hand into one corner and felt something I thought. 

might be my book, and drew it out. It proved, however, to 

be the case of an old daguereotype, and I opened it, expect- 

ing to see the dim features of some long-dead relative. 

To my surprise there was no picture, but instead, a num- 

ber of sheets of thin discolored paper, which fell out upon 

the floor. I was sitting in front of the trunk, with a lighted 

candle on a low stool beside me; and as I picked the papers 

up, I carelessly passed them too near the flame. In an in- 

stant, the tinder-like pieces were blazing in my hand. 

Quickly as I could I dropped them, and stamped out the fire, 

but not until some mischief had been done. Gently laying 

the scorched leaves on the stool, I examined them closely, 

and saw that they were covered with a faint handwriting. 

The first page and part of the second were destroyed, but 

from the rest I could see that I had brought to hght an old 

letter. 

Curious to learn what it was, to be hidden away in a case, 

I began where the flame had left off, and there in the dusty 

garret, by the light of my candle, I read through to the end. 

I give it to you, word for word. 

* * * * * and yet I believe I have 

been merciful. If I have been weak, I pray God to grant me 

future strength for the trials which I shall no doubt have to 

encounter, and if I have shown a grain of pity I trust that it 

has not fallen utterly on barren soil.
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When you have read this, dear, you shall see why it is I 

have kept silent so long—may it not be too long. So you 

remember—it is a foolish question, I know you do—the night 

I could keep counsel no longer and told you I loved you, and 

how much I loved you, and you replied that you loved me 

even more? That was four years ago this last spring; I was 

still in my divinity college, and visiting at your father’s 

house. We were both young, and unsensible of what lay 

before us. 

But that night, after we had parted, my conscience took 

hold on me, and I felt that I had no right to declare my love 

to you. I was full of surety that I should soon save enough 

of my salary to ask you to be my wife (I knew not then what 

the salary of a young minister was), and I resolved that until 

that time no further word of more than ordinary friendship 

should pass from me to you. 

I left the next morning. I saw in your eyes, as I said 

goodbye, the expectant wishing for a word of affection, but 

I was a poor young man who knew only the rules of principle 

laid out in the study-books, wherefore I stifled my real na- 

ture and simply commended you to the care of God. Then 

I turned away, for fear you should read in my face what I 

was fain to tell you, 

A month later you came to my graduation and I showed 

you and father our worn old buildings, and told you a little 

of my prospects, but spoke no word of what was in my heart, 

and what I knew was in yours. 

I have not seen you since then, Alice. I was called to this 

little parish, and these four years have I labored here, sav- 

ing souls, and preaching the gospel. But you wonder still, I 

doubt not, at the stopping of my letters, two years back, and 

at the trouble whereof I spoke in the beginning. I know 

scarcely if I ought to tell you, and yet I must. 

I have said I hoped soon to save enough of wordly goods 

that I might ask you to marry me. In three months, I 

thought, with the sanguine hope of inexperience, I should



In a GARRET. 127 

have sufficient, but long before three months were past, 1 

saw it would be six, and then at length I came to know that 

all I could put by for two years were scantly enough that I 

might ask you to come to me. 

For two years I denied myself in every way—I was think- 

ing only of you. The time drew near when I should have 

saved the sum I had fixed upon as needful. Then one night 

came the thing that changed my plans, and perchance 

changed both our lives (for I know not what may have come 

to pass with you). 

I was sitting in my room in the home of a poor widow of 

my church, holding in my hand a little sketch I had made of 

you, the first time ever I saw you. Someone knocked at the 

door, and I called for whomever it might be, to enter. So 

the door opened and I saw standing there the son of the dear 

sister with whom I lived. I told him kindly to be seated. 

and asked him how he had fared in New York, for he had 

just that day returned. At that, he looked at me a moment, 

- then shut the door and came and sat beside me. 

What is it, lad??? I said, but he could not speak, and on 

a sudden he put his head on my arm and burst into tears. 

Then I knew he was in some sorry trouble, and waited till 

he should confide it to me. Soon he began, and a sad story 

it was, jn truth. 
Employed to aecount the books of a’ merchant he had evilly 

taken a part'of the funds of his master, and spent it in a 

brief term of ridtous living. Too late he had repented; he 
had nothing wherewith. to replace what money he had used, 

and now, in company with, an officer of the law, he had come 

home, to see if he might obtain it,—this much the merchant 

had allowed him. In the morning, if he had failed in his 
mission, he would be convicted of crime and sent, a ruined 

lad, to prison. 

His mother had no money, he feared to tell her, lest the 

shock of such a disgrace should end her life. He had no 

credit; did I not help him, he had no other resource.
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But to help him would take all the money I had saved for 

you. 
Then, as never before, there began in me a struggle to 

determine whither led my duty. On one side there lay the 

intense longing of two weary years, about to be realized— 

that union with you, without which life seemed scarcely to 

be worth the having. Ranged against that was the saving 

of a misled fellow being, the making of a man, the averting 

of the disgrace—perhaps the death, of his christian mother. 

For hours J sat there, turning the matter over in my mind, 

dreading to make a decision. One moment came a vision of 

you, awaiting the long delayed word that should bring us 

together for eternity, and my inmost consciousness cried : 

‘*You have no right to touch what you have set aside.’’ Then 

I would see the poor lad at my side, a degraded convict, 

hiding from the sight of his fellow-men, and the thought 

would surge through me: ‘‘You can save him from this 

moral death,’? and I would answer to myself, “I know I 

must.”’ 

- All this while the boy sat by me, saying no word, looking 

sadly at the little fire on my hearth. At last I too looked at 

the fire, and as I watched the flames now brighten up and 

burn fiercely for a moment, only to die down again to a faint 

flicker, the idea took hold on me that he must be comparing 

the changing fire to the varying thoughts of my brain—that 

as the fire rose and fell, so did his hopes; so I knew did his 

chances of my help. 

Finally I could bear it no longer. I was no stern judge of 

. men, nor made for one. Pity, linked with sense of duty, 

overcame love, and the burning hope of its immediate ful- 

fillment. 

‘“‘Lad,’’ I said, ““I will give you the money.”’ 

God grant that I did no wrong. Can you see, sweetheart, 

as I saw? Can you forgive me if I grieviously harmed you? 

After I had wrought that which my duty commanded I 

could not write you. My heart was too heavy. My task of
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saving must begin again. In sorrow I began, and in sorrow 
I have toiled these two more years. Day after day I put off 
writing you till I should have finished anew. I wished to 
write what I am about to write—that is why you had no let- 
ter from me all this long space. 

Now, with the help of the Almighty, I have accomplished 

again. Iam a minister of God, situate in this congregation 
of two hundred souls and more. I have set by enough wordly 
gear to keep me a wife. With a clean heart and an honest 
conscience, I ask you at this time, my dear love, to be my 
bride, and share with me the joys as well as the reverses 
which may come to us during this life. 

The Lord will that you answer me soon. 

Now farewell. 

The name signed to the old letter was not that of my great- 
grandfather.



130 Tye Wisconsin LiteRARY MAGAZINE. 

A GLIMPSE INTO HOBOLAND 

By John Collins 

Of all the curiosities in human form, the individual known 

as the “hobo” is without doubt one of the most striking, as 

well as the least satisfactory to encounter. He is a being 

with no particular occupation, and without the slightest pre- 

tense of having property, relatives, dignity or honor. Like 

other mortals, he is cheerful after a full meal and depressed 

when he is hungry. He is profuse in his thanks when you 

feed him, and does not hesitate to express his opinion of 

you when you refuse. He glories in the clothes of bygone 

ages and in the grime accumulated in periods scarcely less 

remote. The name to which he answers in his own society 

is frequently derived from certain personal characteristics 

or articles of wearing apparel, such as the lack of an eye or 

the wearing of a gunnysack for a sweater. 

He is always looking for work, but if, unfortunately it is 

offered to him he is sure to have a job at the next town, pro- 

vided he can only raise the means of transporting himself 

thither. When every other recouse fails, and then only, he 

may be prevailed upon to work. By this possibility he is 

distinguished from the tramp, who under no circumstance 

will so forget himself as to resort to gainful occupation be- 

yond knocking at backdoors for a ‘‘handout.”’ 

The West is the home of the hobo. Here he is met at 

every turn, at all hours, day and night, singly and in droves. 

He is recognized, among other marks, by the question he 

puts to the passer-by. “Say, have yuh got an ole rusty dime 

about yer jeans dat yer not workin?’? When a band get to- 

gether their relations are decidedly communistic; they raid 

every part of the town for scraps of meat, bread, potatoes 

and every other eatable that can be imagined. This frag-
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mentary collection is thrown promiscuously into a pot and 

boiled, the resulting mixture being known as a “Mulligan 

Stew.’”’ 

On the outskirts of a little Montana town might be seen, 

one morning, a group of these individuals, among whom was 

no less distinguished a personage than Hobo Kelly, known and 

respected as a hobo throughout the middle west, from Can- 

ada to Mexico. There too, were Gunnysack Riley, almost 

as famous, and Crummy Higgins, who might stand out in 

less prominent circles, but who was here outshone and ata 

disadvantage by being brought into contact with these social 

lights, yet hopefully persevering. 

They were preparing breakfast, Crummy seemed to have 

been less successful than his comrades in his efforts to pro- 

cure supplies, returning with nothing but an empty tomato 

can from which he was painfully trying to wrench the hang- 

ing lid. He had on a pair of trousers front side behind. It 

was later developed that he had on inside another pair, or 

their remains, and that the knees and certain other parts 

were correspondingly out of both pairs, so the ingenious Mr. 

Higgins had hit upon this plan of facing them in contrary 

directions, whereby his person might be said to be covered. 

‘“Wots de matter? couldn’t you make a raise at de King 

snipe’s?’’ asked Gunnysack, meaning the house of the sec- 

tion foreman. 

‘“Naw?? was the disgusted answer. “‘Might just as well 

try to set on yer own lap. De Queen stuck her head out an 

pointed to the worst looking ax you ever see, an’ a woodpile 

big enough to keep you splittin fer a week, an’ says, ‘Me 

poor man,’ she says, ‘if youll split up that bit of a wood- 

pile,’ she says, ‘an’ put it in de shed, I think that mebby I 

can feed yu,’ she says, an wit dat she hauls out some sink- 

ers an’ half a loaf of punk dat kem outa de ark, wot she was 

goin to fill me up on, but I says, ‘me health, mam,’ I says, 

‘is awful bad,’ I says, ‘All me folks for four generations back 

died of dyspepsia,’ I says, tan’ ’m afraid of so much high
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livin,’ I says. She slammed de door an’ I went down de 

road talking to meself.”’ 

‘‘Didn’t yer tailor make a mistake when he fitted dem 

pants onto yu?’’ asked Hobo Kelly. “Looks to me like dey 

wus on wrong side foremost.”’ 
‘‘Naw, me tailor never makes mistakes, done dat to break 

joints, see?’’ , 
At this juncture another member arrived, carrying a can 

of coffee so hot, that he was obliged from time to time to 

set it down and blow his fingers. With this contribution 

they fell to, each one dipping into the Mulligan stew with a 

a piece of shingle or a splinter from the fence. A rancher 

from some distance up the canyon rode by, and seeing the 

congregation, asked ‘‘Any of you fellows want to work?”’ 

‘Sure thing,’’ said Gunnysack Riley, the self-appointed 

spokesman, ‘‘what yu got?”’ 

‘Pitching alfalfa.’ 

*‘Where?”’ 
**About twenty miles up the canyon.”’ 

‘Well, you might bring us down a load to look at, an’ if 

we like it, mebby we’ll go.”’ 

The rancher rode away and the meal went on. In fact it 

had never been discontinued. 

‘Ever work on a ranch?’’ asked Hobo Kelly, addressing 
Crummy Higgins. 

““Sh’d t’ink I did*’ was the answer. ‘‘Got a cousin what 

owns one over in de Big Hole Basin. Kem from back east, 

bee troo all kinds of colleges. He savvies four kinds of 

languages an got his head full of figures. Pour some Javvy 

in me glass,’’ and he passed his tomato can over to Gunny- 

sack Riley who was doing the honors. 

““Yes,’’ he continued, ‘‘that cube root is a great game. 

He can swing it like a commissary clerk. Worked for him 

a week, onct, an he had me up at three in the mornin trowin 

de clothes on four mules.’ 

‘IT never could stan to skin a mule team since de summer
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I worked on Jim Hill’s pike, when dey was buildin troo 

Dakota in °91’? said a member who had not spoken before. 

“Got de rollers put under me de firstday. De boss give me 

crooked arm fur to get a move on but it was no good, so I 

tuk a sap an commenced to tailbone dem. Den he bawled 

me out right. Yu betcher dear life I'll stay away frum 

works where dere’s a mule, de rest of me days.”’ 

‘‘Me too,’ said Higgins. 

‘*An where dere aint,’’ suggested Riley, scraping the pot 

and licking his shingle. 

‘Not on yer daytime,’’ was the answer with the air of one 

who had been deeply wronged, “‘but gentlemen here’s me 

train an I’ll have to leave yu,’’ as a freight train began to 

move, ‘‘de seats in the Pullman will all be tuk up. Han 

me dat Prince Albert an don’t lose de roll of bills outa de 

pocket,’’ and he pointed to a rag that had once been a coat. 

‘Don’t forget yer portmanteau’’ said Riley, picking upa | 

bundle tied in a dirty, red handkerchief and tossing toward 

him. 

‘Sure thing, wit me change of linen an all me joolery,”’ 

as he swung himself into an empty stock car and waved his 

hand, ‘‘Ta ta, I’ll see you up at de President’s reception.”’



134 Tue Wisconsin Literary MAGAZINE. 

JEAN BERTHEROY 

By Thomas Dickinson 

No artist should care to be hailed as a reissue in pocket 

edition of a dead master. If he feels complimented by the 

joining of his name with that of an immortal his work will 

lose distinction. And if his message is unique he will de- 

sire it to be accepted through its own power and not through 

aid of the past. Madame Jean Bertheroy is the latest “‘sec- 
ond George Sand ”’ that France has offered to the world. To 

this yonng woman of 85, who has already been sixteen years 

in the public eye, who has been thrice decorated by the 

French Academy, and who in one year received two hundred 

pages of review in four of the most critical journals of the 

republic, the tendency to couple her with George Sand, if it 

is not too flattering, will be unwelcome. For George Sand 

is not yet understood; in fact she is broadly misunderstood. 

Jean Bertheroy cares not so much to express passion as to 

interpret it. Her appeal is always to an intellectual sym- 

pathy. 

In her hermitage at Montmorancy Madame Bertheroy has 

lived a quiet life.. Except at such times as her archeologi- 

cal studies carry her into Spain or Italy or Greece she is en- 

gaged in her garden and at her desk. The old hermitage 

remains externally what it was when she bought it, a ram- 

bling, romantic old house with nothing new about it but the 

ivy which every summer renews its green, and the roses in 

the garden which blossom from spring until snow. Within 

her “‘ home ’’—Madame Bertheroy has borrowed the English 

word—are the riches of an aesthetic taste. Rare curios of 

travel and exploration, sculpture of Falguiere and Rodin, 

paintings signed by Gervex, Laurens, Bourgereau lend to 

her surroundings a sense of artistic harmony.
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Born at Bordeaux and inspired by Italy and Spain Madame 

Bertheroy combines the fervor of the south with the con- 

templation of the north. As a student she found the study 

of medicine repugnant to her. She would have thrown her- 

self with all enthusiasm into her work if at the same time 

she could have stood above the field and dreamed it into an 

artistic whole. It is in what the French call the gift of 

‘“Iointaine ”’ that Jean Bertheroy differs from George Sand. 

Lelia, and Mauprat, and Leonie Leoni are human documents. 

George Sand is in them. Their greatness consists in their 

thrilling self revelation. But Jean Bertheroy stands in a 

cold zone above the tropics of feeling. No critic has ever 

agreed with another critic in saying ‘‘This is she—and this— 

and this.’’ 

Les Vibratéons published when she was nineteen years old 

was Jean Bertheroy’s first essay in verse. This was followed 

a year later by Memmes antiques. Although she has since 

discarded the muse her first work gives evidence of the 

vigorous yet delicate feeling and marvelous power of vital 

representation which has made her name famous. The sec- 

ond work of the young authoress was crowned by the French 

Academy under glowing words of Francois Coppee. 

The mileau of Jean Bertheroy’s romances is the realm of 

the social soul. For fifteen years romance has followed 

romance from her pen. With surprising erudition and in- 

sight she has ventured into all ages and conditions of men. 

So carefully has she studied the archeology and history and 

psychology of the classic world that she seems more at home 

in antiquity than in the present. It was a daring venture 

for a young woman to place herself in competition with 

Shakspere and Heine and Pushkin and write a drama on 

Cleopatra. Yet studious application brought ancient Egypt 

to her finger tips, and artistic discernment and expressive 

power gave the enchantress of the N ile a new birth. 

Perhaps it is because the ancient world is for us at the 

best merely a symbol that Jean Bertheroy is able to throw
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over it such an etherial light. The fountains of Arethusa, 

the temples of Apollo, the palace of Bruchium in the garden 

of Alexandria all existed without doubt, but to us they are 

dreams. When Jean Bertheroy constructs them she does it 

for the sake of the men and women who lived in the light 

and shadow of their days. Syracuse is better than Paris as 

a background of emotional analysis, because emotion may 

be studied more rationally from a distance and viewed more 

fearlessly. 

Before writing Za Danseuse de Pompei the author wandered 

for months among the ruins of the entombed city. Itisa 

simple story in which the symbolism of two worlds come in 

conflict. Representing the old order is the native fervor of 

little Nonnia the dancing girl. Sheis the child of the Pom- 

peian goddess of Venus, a creature of earth and sea and air. 

Hyacinth is a priest of Apollo, a melancholy idealist. Never 

once does he dare to take a deep full breath of the joy of 

loving. Nonnia breathes nothing but her love. It is the 

struggle of Hellenism against Mediaevalism. In the strug- 

gle between the fullness of life and the denial of life denial 

always wins because it has death on its side. Like a bird to 

the nest he steals to the temple to die. Nonnia coming to 

him at last hears him say *‘God—he alone—he alone is pure.”’ 

More mystical still is the love in le Vierges des Syracuse. 

The city lies before us as if it were just across the sea and 

could be reached in a day’s jouney. It is the city of Arche- 

medes, the city of the Acropolis with the golden Pegasus, 

the Ortygian Isle, the theatres, temples, fetes and proces- 

sions. Outside the city near the source of the Arethusa are 

the Virgins of Persephone. Their lives are consecrated to 

the service of the goddess. Upon their sanctity depends the 

safety of Syracuse. 

It is that critical moment in the history of Syracuse when 

the reign of the good King Hieron gives place to the reign 

of the ferocious Hieronyme. Marcellus legions from Rome 

besiege the city and Syracuse is about to fall. Meanwhile
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Praxilla the hierophantide of Persephone has been rescued 

from death by Dorcas the Engineer. As he holds her in his 

arms her veil falls back and he sees her face. Then love 

springs unbidden to the heart of each. But before the shrine 

of Persephone they consecrate their love in its sacrifice and 

Syracuse is saved. A victory over love must be fought each 

second anew. One day walking by the lake the lovers meet. 

Instantly he demands that she lift her veil if for but one 

glimpse. Trembling she shows him her face. There isa 

hallo of victory, the march of an army, the trumpets of tri- 

umphant Marcellus sound over the walls. While a kiss is © 

exchanged the city falls. 

The love of these stories is filmy and impalpable, but like 

a cloud at sunset it reflects a thousand hues. In Ze Jardin 

aes Tolosati we are in a world of art. Each one in the gar- 

den celebrates some one aspect of the polymorphic culte of 

beauty. There are verse makers, musicians, sculptors, and 

those poets of real things who rhyme in deeds. Of them all 

Arnaud is the true spirit and real poet. To him there comes 

in incorporeal form the spirit of the garden. She is the es- 

sence of all harmony, the reward of pure living and right 

thinking. With her as inspiration he writes such poetry as 

wins men’s souls. But another spirit contends for his soul. 

‘‘La divin Junon”’ is a creature of flesh who enthralls the 

senses of her victims. Arnaud writes no more poetry; the 

spifit of the garden comes to him no more. Finally drawn 

into a duel for Junon’s affections he is mortally wounded. 

His celestial muse returns, he is reconciled with the lady of 

the garden, and all those at his beside wonder that he should 

die so happy. 

In the romance of mystic love Jean Bertheroy is most ten- 

der and most powerful. In her expository romances she has 

dealt with the divine passion in a harder way. In them she 

has missed the delicacy of sentiment, the lyrical conception 

that is found in her treatment of l’amour incomprise. One 

feels that her mind has pondered too long and too deeply.
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That men should debase the most beautiful thing in the 

world by sensuality and deceit is intolerable to her. The 

recognition makes her hard and cruel. And so she loses 

from her diagram sketches of the modern heart that mystical 

tenderness which has made her antique water colors so poetic 

and so true. 

Indeed it seems clear that Jean Bertheroy connects herself 

more nearly with Flaubert than with George Sand. But she 

is not another Flaubert. The pessimism of the author of 

Madame Bovary was a temperamental and not a rational 

pessimism. He was himself born with a wound; he used 

reasoning to fortify his pessimism. But the clear eyed and 

healthy author of le Vierges des Syracuse is no pessimist. 

The tendency in those problem novels of hers which end in 

doubt seems far from inevitable. 

Le Roman @une Ame is the study of a married woman’s 

disillusionment. There is brought into conflict the woman’s 

nature, intellectual aspiration and passionate love.. Both 

are disappointed, not by a husband’s unkindness, but by the 

monotony of a useless existence. How her natures struggle 

with each other for a free and expansive life, and how each 

is finally conquered by a frenzied pursuit of self activity in 

art, the author tells with powerful feeling and fearless can- 

dor. But she does not deny that her heroine is in parta 

dead soul after her struggle. Ze Mirage treats of the ad- 

justment of a butterfly to a domestic menage. The story is 

realistic and cynical. The author ends the book with white- 

wash and appends the sign ‘‘This is whitewash.”’ 

Two of the storngest of Madame Bertheroy’s creations rep- 

resent masculine types. Herille and le Mime Bathylle in 

romances bearing these names are characters totally diverg- 

ent. The first is laborious, sincere, and energetic. He has 

a nature that loves and yearns for love. Yet he lacks mag- 

netism to make women love him. He lacks heart perspect- 

ive. So from the schemer, the adventuress, the peasant girl, 

to each of whom he turns for companionship, he receives the
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empty chalice of disillusionment. Only once is he loved. 

Then a concert girl who has sinned wraps her broken ideals 

about him and worships him. Pursuing what he conceives 

to be his serious destiny he casts her off. The tragedy is 

profound. Power without love is a shorn Samson. 

The story of Bathylle is set in Augustan Rome. It isa 

world of form worship, of dilletante art, of intrigue. Bathylle 

represent what the author calls the type of man courtesan. 

He is an actor who lives by popular acclaim. Soul he cannot 

be said to possess. His heart is histrionic. The maiden 

Tuccia who loves him with the devotion of a dog he receives 

listlessly. ‘‘The women, by Serapis”’ he tells her, *‘I weigh 

them allin the same scales. °’Tis my art that is my passion.”’ 

In order to obtain the good will of Caesar Augustus he casts 

Tuccia from him and engages in an intrigue with Dionysia. 

Received by Caesar his joy is supreme. On the day of his 

success the way is littered with flowers. *‘Glory to Bathylle, 

glory to the Divine, the Immortal,’’ the people shout. Some 

boatmen draw from the Tiber the body of a girl and lay 

Tuccia at his feet. With a smile of disdain he turns away 

and bows to the crowd. 

In these two types we have powerful studies of human in- 

completeness. The one is mentally great enough to recog- 

nize his need but he lacks spiritual beauty. He can buy 

associates but he cannot command love. The nature of the 

other is high strung, sensuous, egotistic. To him expression 

of form is reality. He is self sufficient in the dry bones of 

hisart. Itis the part of woman’s love to cling to that which 

has least to give. 

Granted that the heart has whirlwinds as well as zephers 

of feeling itis clear that romance may not neglect the one 

for its strength any more than it ignores the other for its 

delicacy. But so to present these major currents of feeling 

as not to run foul of forbidden reefs requires a nice helms- 

man. By her apparent detachment and healthy view Jean 

Bertheroy has succeeded where others have failed. From
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Vabbe Prevost to Zola the French eye has been open to the 

artistic possibilities of passion. Jean Bertheroy has inherited 

the problems of the old vivisectionist school. But her treat- 

ment arises from a secure belief in the power of pure love. 

Though she follows George Sand in a plea for womanhood 

understood she does not ask for passion liberated. She would 

make the mind free that feeling may borrow from it self 

poise and control. In le Roman d’une Ame and le Mirage 

the woman’s unhappiness does not come through chafing 

bonds, but from natures poorly trained for the bearing of 

common burdens. 

There is something to forgive in Jean Bertheroy. Often 

she is florid in emotion and exaggerated in the use of ma- 

terial. But her style is music itself, and with the burning 

fervor of feeling there is a cooling reserve of contemplation. 

In characterization, erudition, marvellous power of recon- 

struction of the dead world, and poetic imagination Jean 

Bertheroy is a master. Her social idealism is highly signifi- 

cant. Jules Claretie has said, ‘Indeed since George Sand 

we have not had a feminine pen which has been so product- 

ive with dropping into banality, a gift marked by such a 

personsal authority, and a temperament of which we may 

say it is the reflection of no single school.’’ Leopold Lacour 

has prophesied that from this writer we shall have in con- 

temporary romance the equal of Madame Bavary, and in the 

romans antique the equal of Salammbo.
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THE GONG FROM NIPPON 

By George Norton Northrop 

What sound is that which gently takes its way 

Slow through the incensed air that twilight makes 

Here, where the filigrees of amber ray 

Stream prayerfully, and soft filtration breaks 

The shadowed dusk? 

It is the call to prayer; 

E’er narrowing rounds of mellowness that rise 

With farewells vibrant on the evening air, 

Journeying to their home-shrines, pilgrimwise. 

But still we stay, nor reverent, follow where 

That deep note promise of Nepenthe gives ; 

Rest from the harvesting of mildewed care, 

Rest from the garnering of hope 

That lives to grim sterility. 

For deep desire, 

Born of reflection whence our actions spring 

Is prayer, and kindles a diviner fire 

Than words that upward mount while censors swing. 

That is thy message, Buddha, silent one, 

For which thou sitt’st in bronze among the isles 

That cluster in the West beneath the reddening sun ; 

Nirvana found, the silent speech that smiles 

_ Across these leagues of undulating grey 

No ocean’s mist, nor incense rising pale, 

Nor shower of cherry bloom the winds of May 

Shake down, can hide or ever distance veil. 

(Part of the loot of a Japanese temple.)
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MR. SMITH’S BIG CATCH 

By Marion Ryan 

**Quick, Mac, row hard. I’ve got ’im, I’ve got ’im!”’ 

Mac sat, open mouthed, his oars balanced in air for an in- 

stant, and then with an excited, 

‘Don’t let him git away, Papa,’’ he got the tip of his 

tongue tightly between his teeth in one corner of his mouth, 

splashed the oars down into the water, sunk them deep, and 

began describing with them a series of large circles, half in 

water, half in air, according to the usual amateur style of 

rowing. Between strokes, he let go of his tongue long 

enough to enquire, 

*‘Muskie?”’ 

‘“Yep.”’ 

‘Big un?”’ 

“Yes, siree; must be a twenty pounder!”’ 

“‘Oh-h, Gee!”’ 

Mac drew a long breath of joy after his last exclamation, 

and, under this new stimulus, rowed harder than ever. 

It was a windy day, and rowing was hard. Moreover, 

Mac’s father was a portly person, and Mac’s hundred and ten 

pounds was by no means sufficient to keep the bow of the 

boat from standing out of the water in a most annoying 

fashion and veering around to every point excepting the 

right one. 

‘‘Ain’t he ’most tired out? Can’t you haul ’im in yet!”’ 

he inquired anxiously, after a few minutes, dropping one 

oar to blow on his reddened palm and then rub it tenderly 

on his trouser leg. 

‘““No,’’ retorted his father. 

“Don’t you stop rowing, Mac Smith,’’ he added, as the 
line slackened a bit and the fish gave an energetic flop on
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the end of the line, ‘‘Don’t you stop rowing or he’ll get off, 

sure. My! How he pulls! We’ll have to row down to Mr. 

Brown’s camp and get him to shoot it.’’ 

‘‘Way down there??? Mac’s voice had a despairing wail 

in it. He was hot and tired, and when he looked over his 

shoulder Mr. Brown’s camp seemed very small in the per- 

spective down the lake. 

‘T ca-an’t row all that way;’’—his complaint was broken 

off by another flop of the fish. 

Now, as it happened, Mr. Smith, to prevent any such un- 

toward mischance as the Muskie’s running off with the line 

had wound the line tightly several times around his hand. 

When the fish jumped, Mr. Smith jumped, too, for the line 

cut into his plump palm. 

‘Damn!’ said Mr. Smith. 

There followed an immediate and oppressive silence, broken 

’ only by a smothered snicker from Mac. His hand stinging 

with the cut of the line, his conscience smiting him sorely, 

and his pride in the dust, Mr. Smith sat, still clinging to 

the line but not heeding it, for Mr. Smith was a deacon in 

the church, looked up to by all the neighborhood, and Mr. 

Smith had not said such a word since, sixteen years before, 

he had become the father of a youngster who was destined 

to make ‘‘that Smith kid’’ a synonym for terror and destruc- 
tion throughout the town. His cogitations were interrupted 

by another jerk on the line and Mac’s exclamation, 

‘‘He’s gittin’ tired out, sure, Papa! He didn’t flop near 

so high this time.”’ 

After that they discussed the probable size of the muskie, 

and Mr. Smith’s spirits gradually rose again as he pictured 

himself returning to their camp with one of the biggest 

catches of the season. He couldn’t decide whether he would 

have the fish mounted, or whether he would have it roasted 

and invite half the town to dine on it. It really must be 

an immensely large muskie, it pulled so hard. He was 

tempted to draw it in closer and get a good look at it, but
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he dared not. It was certainly much more prudent to leave 

it just where it was until Mr. Brown had averted every pos- 

sibility of mischance by putting a bullet through its head 

before any attempt was made to land it. 

Almost before they were within shouting distance of Mr. 

Brown’s camp they began to call for him. 

‘‘Hey there, Brown? Got a big muskie. Bring your gun. 

Rowed clear down the lake Can’t tire ’im out!”’ 

‘‘Oh, he’s a whopper, Mr. Brown. Hurry up! Clear down 

the lake,’’ Mac was weary but still enthusiastic. 

Mr. Brown emerged from his tentand leisurely contemplated 

the boat from the top of a stump. 

‘‘Hey? What’s that?’’ he yelled through the hollow of his 

hands. 

*“Muskie!”? 

**Rowed three miles!”’ 

‘‘No gun; come shoot ’im.’’ 

‘Hey?’ again from the stump. 

‘‘Muskie! Muscallonge! Big un! Shoot ’im, shoot ’im!”’ 

At length Mr. Brown understood, seized his gun, took 

three bounds down the bank, shoved off his boat and pulled 

toward the excited Smiths with long, even strokes that shot 

his light skiff through the water at a lively rate. 

‘‘Where’s your fish?’’ he shouted as he neared the other 

boat. 

“Back there. Dassn’t pull it in closer. Layin’ low now, 

pullin’ like a log,’’ panted the elder Smith, breathlessly, 

while the younger ejaculated, 

‘It’s a whopper, Mr. Brown!”’ 

But Mr. Brown, instead of rising to the high pitch of ex- 

citement that the Smiths had reached, was resting on his 

oars, and scanning the water critically while he muttered 

something under his breath. Then, slowly, leisurely, pull- 

ing his boat a few strokes back of the Smith boat, he leaned 

over the side, sank his hand a little into the water, and then 

silently held aloft Mr. Smith’s big catch. It was a muskie,
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sure enough; a muskie that might have weighed three 

pounds ona fisherman’s scales. Its mouth was full of weeds, 

and it was limp and dead. Mr. Smith sat open-mouthed, 

Mac was doubled up and gasping, but Mr. Brown gave ex- 

pression to his great disgust when he tossed the poor little 

muskie into the other boat. 

“So y’ dragged that—minnie—three miles for me to shoot, 

did y’?”’
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THE PRINCESS AND THE POET 

By Berton Braley 

‘* Life’? said the Princess, morosely ‘‘is a wearisome af- 
fair.”’ 

The Poet raised his eyes and lovingly studied the Prin- 

cess’ face, with its perfectly chiseled, patrician nose, its full 

red lips, the chins dimpled defiance and the resolute yet 

womanly curve of the throat :— he could not see her eyes. 

‘Life’? said the Princess again, impatiently, ‘‘is a” 

‘* wearisome affair ’’ finished the Poet half regretfully, for he 

was just noting the almost imperceptible blending of the car- 

nation and the lily in the Princess’ cheeks, ‘* That, I take it, 

is a statement which you expect me either to support or dis- 

prove, and although at present disinclined to philosophic 

discussion, having something far more interesting with which 
to occupy myself ’’—and he stopped for a moment as he dis- 
covered a hitherto unnoticed dimple in the Princess’ chin — 
‘“yet I may say I agreed with you. Life is a tiresome round 
and consists mostly in eating that we may live, living that 
we may work and working that we may eat. Now I forone ’’— 
‘Never worked in your life,’ interrupted the Princess, 
‘*and besidesI am not speaking of life from the gastronomic 
standpoint,—I mean the soul, the mind, the heart, You 
men ?’?— 

** Are a sorid and prosaic herd and unworthy of the soul 
companionship of etherial and high-minded womanhood. 
True we are such — but — Let us then discuss Life from the 
Heart basis; Imprimis; Love is a wearisome affair, for every- 
thing that does not change is wearisome, and love is the same 
as when Cheops invested in Pyramids and Solomon wrote love 
songs which the church has been ever since trying to recon- 
cile with the catechism. A man loves a woman and he says
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to her, ‘‘I love you,” and she looks surprised and says ‘‘ Are 

you sure,’’ and then he kisses her upon the lips and after- 

wards comes ennui or the divorce courts.’’ 

‘*But love is not ever the same ”’ said the Princess, and 

the poet watched appreciatively as the color flamed in her 

cheeks and the fire glowed in her eyes, °** for think how all 

the glorious poets of all time have sung its wonder and its 

peace, its pain and its joy, its sweet folly and stern wisdom, 

and all have said something newer, something truer than 

those who came before. So love is ever different in this 

way, and —and— oh in ever so many others,’’ she ended a 

trifle lamely, but with the tone of finality in her voice. 

‘All the same! All the same!’’ answered the Poet, 

airly,” clothe it in what glamour you will, read what new 

beauty into it you please, a love poem is nothing but the 

lover’s I love you, I love you, I love you, reiterated end- 

lessly through interminable years. 

Lovers may cry Never love like mine before, Poets 

write their Sonnets and Madrigals, suffused with all the 

grandeur and splendor of language, artists paint their pic- 

tures in colors that are poems in hue and with skill that 

transcends belief, but it all means nothing, only I love 

you, I love you ————.._ Love is a wearisome affair!’ 

Now as to the soul —”’ 

The Princess had been looking dreamily out over the sea 

as it tumbled and heaved and crashed in a chaos of spray 

nearly at her feet; now her lip trembled a bit and she 

turned quickly toward the Poet, who lounged on the grass 

by her side, and interrupted him — 

**Oh,’’ said the Princess, ‘‘ you are always so trivial.’’ 

The Poet winced, and the smile left his mouth, so that 

for the first time the Princess noticed that his face was sad 

and she could guess at the unutterable sorrow that lay in his 

eyes. 

Slowly the Poet rose and stood looking down at her. 
*“Yes’’ said the Poet, and the earnest tremor in his deep
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voice thrilled the Princess with a strange, happy fear— ‘I 

am always trivial because I have never dared be otherwise. 

Do you think these airy nothings and cynical epigrams of 

mine are any true expression of whatI believe—do you 

think that when I jest with Life and Love that my heart is 

in the words? No, my Princess, there is something else 

for which all this is but a cloak. Since I first heard your 

voice I have loved you with the old, old love that I jestingly 

decried a moment ago, the love that is ever the same and 

therefore ever the sweetest and best, and because I loved 

you, because I have longed for you and because you are the 

Princess Margaret and I only the Poet, I have striven to 

hide my passion under this cloak of triviality, for I knew 

you were not for me. Have I not fought well, my Princess? 

but I have fallen at last and I am glad, for the battle was 

too cruel. 

‘* Before we met, Margaret,’’ the name fell like a caress 
on the Princess’ ear, for she had been “‘ Your Royal High- 

ness’’ to all men overlong, ‘I had written a book of love 

songs, a little volume, but I had put my best work in it and 

{ felt that it was good. The world praised it, talked of its 

‘insight,’ the fidelity of the songs to the human heart, and 

even the faintest praise said the book was full of ‘true 

feeling.’ 

‘Margaret, they were all wrong, there is but one true 
poem in all the world, but one, and that is simple and holy 

as the name of God, ‘I love you, Margaret, I love you.’ 

It has sung itself into my soul, my Princess, who will 

never be mine, and I pray God that it may sing there through 

all the eternal years. 

I have tried to keep silent, I have tried so hard, but I 

could not. Forgive me, my Princess, —I—I, oh it is too much 

for man to bear-—-I love you so, Margaret, I love you so.”’ 

The Princess rose to her feet and stood there in all her 

slender beauty, and in her eyes was that which sent the blood 

whirling through the Poet’s veins in a surging rush of joy.
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‘¢T do not know why it has pleased God or man to make 

me a Princess and you a Poet” said she, and her voice had 

an indefinable melody and sweetness which the Poet had 

never heard before, ‘* but I do know that he has made me a 

woman that I might love the man most worthy of such love. 

Dearest, because of barriers man has made we may never 

belong to each other, for I must be ready to sacrifice myself 

to the peace and happiness of two great nations. No walls or 

ranks that man has made can keep back the words that. lay 

bare my heart, *‘my lover and my Poet, I love you, I love 

you.” 

The Poet made a step forward with his arms out-stretched 

but. a foot sounded on the turf behind him and the old court 

messenger bowed to the Princess. 

‘Your Royal Highness is bidden to the Palace to choose 

her wedding jewels.” 

The Poet started and looked drearily at the Princess; she 

nodded stately but her eyes were full of tears — 

‘* Mortimer,” said the Princess, *‘ will you look a little way 

up the path, I think I have lost my chatelaine.” 

The messenger retired and the Princess turned again to 

the Poet — 

‘You see itis as I said, I am the sacrifice.”” The Poet 

looked into her eyes in wonder and awe, “‘ Margaret,’’ he 

whispered huskily, you are the sweetest lady and truest 

gentlewoman in all the world, and God has been very good 

to have you love me. I shall perhaps never see you again, 

for Il am going away, but always, I know your name will be 

on my lips and, ‘I love you, Margaret, I love you’ in my 

heart.”’ 

The Poet turned and walked rapidly away — But the Prin- 

cess stood as if stunned for a second and then she called 

** Paul, Paul.” 

The Poet came back slowly —‘*'Oh my love, I cannot let 

you go this way”’ said the Princess, and with a little laugh 

she ran to him and threw her arms around his neck.
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The Poet drew her to him fiercely and kissed her lips for 

which he had so long thirsted. 

**Good by my love,” breathed he, holding her closely to 

him and kissing her hair, ‘Sit has been given me to taste 

Heaven for an instant in this life and my sorrow can be lit- 

tle compared to that, my Princess, for you are my Princess 

and my queen, and so—” 

*‘ Ahem.” The old court messenger had returned and stood 

behind the Poet—his lips were smiling but his keen old 

eyes were strangely moist — 

And as the Poet kissed the Princess once more and went 

down the path and out into the world the aged messenger 

brushed his eyes with his wrinkled old hand. 

The Princess timidly touched his arm, ‘* You will not be- 

tray me, Mortimer?’”’ 

The old man straightened his bent shoulders and put his 

hand gently on her arm, 
‘‘ My dear,” he said, ‘‘ even I was young once.”
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A DINNER PARTY 

By Frank Vosbergh 

The cook talking to Mike the Policeman. 

‘Sure! and Mike come tomorrow night about tin and bring 

Jim. The Missus is going to have a dinner and there will 

be some royal vituals left for you boys. Tell Jim, Kitty 

wants him. The feed is going to be fine—aysters, and tur- 

key, and lots of other things. Don’t you forgit now, and if 

ye don’t bring Jim, Kitty “ll box your ears. No, go on 

with you, you can’t have anthing to eat tonight. Git out 

now and hurry up, here comes the old boy himself. Behave 

yourself, I didnt say you could have ¢hat.”’ 
* * * * 

Mrs. Jones over the telephone. 

‘Of course, dear, I am just awfully sorry you can’t come.”’ 

‘‘Why the Browns are coming and the Smiths.”’ 

‘No! You don’t know them, for they are new.”’ 

‘*Yes, the Millers are coming. I couldn’t get out of it as 

they have entertained me so much.”’ 

‘They are kind of stupid and I thought you would help 

cheer the party up.”’ 

““Are you well?”’ 

‘The baby sick?” 

‘That is too bad.” 

‘‘T think dinners an awful bore, but one must give them.”’ 
‘I’m sorry too.”’ 

‘“*Good bye.”’ 

‘‘Well Iam glad she can’t come, spiteful thing. Dinners 
never bore her for she never gives one to try if they do, 

Old Cat!’’ 
* * * * 

One guest to her husband as they leave their house.
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‘‘Oh, Well! Have you got my gloves. I know we are late. 
I want to get there just as much as you do for Mrs. Jones 

entertains so nicely. They are such fine people too. Well, 

dear! Be careful to use the forks right. You will, won’t 

you? Make yourself agreeable to Mrs. Jones so we can come 

again. Well here we are. I am so glad we could come. 

Ten thirty, Biglow.”’ 
* * * * 

The child talking to her doll. 

‘‘Well I don’t care. I just wanted to see them and watch 

them. I don’t see why mamma had to be so mean. I 

wouldn’t be in the way. Its just mean, it is, and they are 

having such nice things to eat. 

Any how Mamma says we can have the ice cream tomor- 

row, and then we ’ll have a party and mamma can’t come to 

it and she °l] be sorry. Mamma is the prettiest woman there 

’cause I peeked and saw. I don’t care, it’s mean.’’ 
* * * * 

A letter from the uninvited guest. 

Dear Minnie: 
I wrote you Mrs. Jones had mzssed me in inviting her 

guests for dinner—Well I am just glad now for I judge from | 

Mrs. Brown’s remarks it was terrible—She said that the 

soup was stone cold and the oysters small—And what do you 

think all they had to drink was water—Not a bit of wine— 

You saw the paper accounts of the affair—Well Mrs. Brown 

said the flowers were scandalous—Old ferns and not pretty— 

We had a game of cards and a fine time—Glad I didn’t go 

aren’t you—Say Minnie did you—
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THE UNREWARDED CHAMPION 

By Cora Hinkley 

A number of the Alpha Delt girls had gathered in Marcia 

Lee’s room to talk over the dance. They were all huddled 

together on Marcia’s bed, spreading crackers with cheese, 

and gossiping unmercifully between each bite. 

‘Did you notice how often Verna danced with that odious 

Tom Grant? Something must be done to break that case up 

immediately. Just fancy an Alpha Delt girl devoting her 

whole time to a barb like him!”’ 

‘*Well, I should say so,’’ echoed the other girls. ‘‘What 

under the sun can Verna be thinking of? I suppose that next 

thing she 711 do, will be to have him at our parties. Doesn’t 

she consider the good of the fraternity at all? What would 

the other men think if they should see him at our house?”’ 

‘*And the worst of it is,’? continued Marcia, ‘‘that no one 
will ask Verna any where, or even look at her, while she’s 

so devoted to Tom. Why, Jack Leslie even intimated to me 

that people thought that Verna and Tom were engaged. Just 

fancy, my dear girls, being engaged to that great, big, over- 

grown, bow-legged thing! Why, I wouldn’t marry him if 

he were the last man on earth! Ugh! the mere thought of 

it sickens me!”’ 

Marcia’s invective was interrupted by a knock at the door, 

and Verna Trent, all smiles and blushes, came slowly into 

the room. 

‘Did you have a good time?’’ someone asked. 

“‘Oh, yes girls—the very nicest time I’ve ever had. It 

was such a glorious night that Tom and I walked home sort 

of slowly,’? said Verna, innocently. ‘‘He’s such a good 
dancer, and wasn’t the floor and music splendid?”’ 

**Yes,’’ said some one over in the corner, “‘the music was
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good—especially the waltzes. I could have died perfectly 

content during ‘‘Amoreuse.’”’ I always have the most wild 

and desperate crush on the person I dance that waltz with. 

By the way, how many times did you dance with Mr. Grant?” 

*“Why—why quite a few,’’ Verna stammered. “I gave 
up counting after the sixth.”’ 

“I wish you wouldn’t go with him so much, Verna,” said 
Marcia, “‘it’s queering you and besides he’s such a limit. 

Don’t you know that people judge you by the friends you 

go with? None of the fellows like him,’’ continued the 

young aristocrat relentlessly, ‘‘and I think all the girls are 

greatly disappointed in you.”’ 

‘“Why, Marcia Lee,’’ Verna answered, ‘‘how can you talk 

to me like this? I have hardly a good friend here in college, 

and Mr. Grant has done everything to make me have a good 

time. If it weren’t for him I think I’d go right back home. 

I don’t see why you dislike him so, just because he doesn’t 

belong to a fraternity. Half the finest men in college don’t 

belong.’’ 

“Well, goosey, go with him if you want to—only don’t 

expect me to be nice to him,’’ Marcia called back as she 

stalked out of the room. 

A month later the same girls were again gossiping about 

‘‘the inseparables’’ as Tom and Verna had come to be known. 

Verna recited joyously the tale of the attentions shown 

Tom by the Zeta Psis and the Delts at the football game, 

and the fact that half the dances on her next program were 
taken by Zeta Pais. 

‘‘And Tom seems so happy,” said Verna. ‘‘We had such 
a long talk on fraternities tonight. Tom thinks I would like 
him better if he were a frat man; and, girls, it took me a 
whole hour to convince him of his mistake. I don’t care if 
he never joins anything, and I’ll be loyal to him for ever.”’ 

*“Whew!”’ said Marcia, ‘‘if only he were worthy of such 
devotion. Of course he’ll never be a fraternity man. ‘Barb’ 
sticks out all over him. I wonder what modiste made his
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cordeuroy trousers. If I were his mother I’d make him wear 

ear-laps continually. And his walk, girls!’’ said Marcia as 

she made several grotesque turns across the room, whereat 

there was shrieking applause. 

“Well, laugh at him all you want, I don’t care. Anyway 

I’m going to the Zeta Psi informal] with him on Friday; and 

I’m going to make him do all his stunts and let the other 

fellows see how nice he is. If he wants to be a Zeta Psi, 

I’m going to help him all I can; and if he isn’t asked, I’m 

going to keep on being just as nice to him as I know how.”’ 

‘‘Oh, girls,’’ replied Marcia, ‘‘just to imagine! Tom Grant 

a fraternity brother of Jack Leslie is quite too much for 

me!’’ 

But two weeks later, Verna alone in her room, with a lit- 

tle kodad picture of Tom in her hand, heard Marcia’s care- 
less voice at the ’phone. 

“Yes, this is Miss Lee. Oh! how do you do, Mr. Grant. 

Very well, thank you. You wante >» tell me what? Oh, 

that you were pledged Zeta Psi? Wuy, I’m so delighted— 
do let me congratulate you. How proud Zeta Psi must be! 

Why of course I mean it, and yet I’m not a bit surprised— 

Zeta Psi has pretty good judgment you know. The twenty- 

seventh? No, I haven’t. Why yes, of course I should love 

to go with you. At Keeley’s? Formal? Thank you so 

much, Mr. Grant. Good bye.’’ 

And Verna “‘had her dark hour alone.”’’
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THE “SHARK” 

By Osmore Smith 

It lacked but five minutes of the close of the hour and the 

students were growing perceptibly restless. The girls (there 

were but few in the class) had squeezed into their snugly 

fitting jackets, and now sat, some gazing idly out of the win- 

dows, others communicating in undertones. In the back of 

the room lounged a row of fellows, chairs tilted against the 

wall, feet aimlessly thumping the rounds. Even the little 

fraternity bull-dog, who had followed one of his brothers to 

recitation, had imbibed the spirit of unrest, and expressed 

his impatience by grating his teeth across a varnished chair- 

leg, and by an occasional disgusted whine. 

There was but one exception to the general inattentive- 

ness. Near a forward window, and somewhat apart from 

the rest, sat a young man, who followed closely Professor 

Duane’s lecture. He was uncouth in appearance, small, 

wizened, with narrow, stooping shoulders, and shrunken 

chest. His head was a peculiar one, much too large for pro- 

portion, and had the shape of an inverted pear. From each 

side protuded an ear like the calyx of a calla; ‘and his 

mouth, with its irregular teeth, resembled nothing so much 

as the huge slit in a grinning, yellow jack o’lantern. Crown- 

ing the whole was a shock of dirty-white hair, glistening 

with oil, and as coarse as a horse’s mane. 

Suddenly the professor, becoming aware of the universal 

ennui, stopped his lecture and said abruptly: 

**Mr. Fierlaw, will you explain what it is that determines 

monopoly prices.’’ Mr. Fierlaw, one of the occupants of the 

back row, brought the front legs of his chair to the floor, 

cleared his throat, and, ‘didn’t know.”’ 

**Miss Heath.’? Miss Heath did not understand the ques- 

tion.
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The professor smiled queerly. 

“Mr. Acton, will you kindly answer my question.’’? The 

young man beside the window responded unhesitatingly 

with a clear, concise statement. When he had finished 

Duane said, ‘‘Very good,’’ whereupon the entire class 

groaned. The professor looked ‘‘volumes,’’ but dismissed 

the class without a word. Acton waited till all had gone 

and then silently followed. 

On his way down the ‘‘Hill’’ no one spoke to him. His 

homely face, blotched with sores, his drooping shoulders 

from which his rusty, black coat hung as about an Ichabod, 

his bandy legs in their frayed trousers, which no amount of 

urging could have coaxed further than his shoe-tops; these 

made him a figure to attract attention, but, as he knew only 

too well, they also created a wall between him and his fel- 

lows, over which eight long weeks had not enabled him to 

climb. The young men either passed him without notice, 

or eyed him superciliously. The girls went by with unbend- 

ing faces, and then (some of them) looked back and laughed. 
* * * * * * * * * 

Acton understood. He looked at the six big fellows who 

filled his tiny garret room; then he glanced at his own thin 

arm and laughed, bitterly. 

‘*There’s no use of my trying to put up a fight,’’ he said, 

and followed them’ The mob outside the house set up a 

howl of delight when he appeared, and quickly swallowed 

him in their midst. Then, shouting and yelling, they started 

down the street in the direction of the girls’ dormitory. 

From every house along the march swarmed students, by 

twos, by fours, by dozens, until, when they reached their 

destination, they numbered fully one thousand. Amid 

cheers, Acton was tossed to the long verandah. Then, while 

quick footsteps scurried down the stairs within, and curious 

faces peered out at the windows, the crowd clamored vocif- 

ously for a song. Acton, cooler than any of his persecutors, 

stepped to the edge of the porch and said:
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‘You fellows seem to have the idea that, because I’m 

boorish, because I’m so ‘hideous,’ because I wear clothes 

you wouldn’t give away, I haven’t any pride, you think that 

because I’ve caused you so much laughter I’ll deliberately 

play circus here. I tell you, you are badly ‘off.’ I never 

sang a song in my life, and I don’t propose to make a damned 
fool of myself trying it now.’’ He stopped, closed his mouth 

with a decided snap, and eyed the mob in calm defiance. 

For a moment they stood aghast. Who could have im- 

agined that the ‘‘shark’’ would display so much spunk. 

Then a low muttering ran through the crowd. Voices here 

and there called, ‘‘Let him go;’’ others, and they were by 

far the most numerous, yelled, ‘‘Duck him.’’ Immediately 

the entire body, elbowing aside the reluctant few, surged 

forward, and a thousand mad throats, with a noise as of 

great, white-tipped waves thundering angrily against the 

rocks, shrieked, 

‘To the lake! To the lake! To the lake!” 
* * * * * * * 

Dear Mother:—It’s no use. I’ve tried my best for two 

months, and failed. I’m coming home. Tonight— 

A tear stole sneakingly down the cheek, hovered a mo- 

ment—dropped—blurred the ‘‘t.”’ Acton buried his head 

in his arms and sobbed like a baby.
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THE WEDDIN’ 

By Berton Braley 

Swate, ain’t she swate as the rose wid a blush to it. 

Swate as the garden is after the rain. 

Wid her deep eyes aglow and her cheek wid a flush to it. 

And, her gown like the heart of her, guiltless of stain. 

Ah, tis a beautiful quane of a girl she is. 

Wid her veil like a light that illumines her head. 

Fit for the bride of a prince or an earl she is. 

And a prince among men is the bhoy she’s to wed. 

Was iver a bhoy wid the princely like ways of him. 

Wid a royaler heart or a loyaler soul. 

Go ask where ye will and ye’ll hear only praise av him. 

Ye won’t find a finer lad south of the Pole. 

Look, ain’t it good just to look at the face of him. 

Readin’ the honor and manliness there. 

Fit for the girl, by the strength and the grace of him. 

Glory—and ain’t they an iligant pair! 

Well, here is joy and a life-time of bliss to them,— 

May clouds niver darken the way they must go. 

We’ll speed our two frinds and blow many a kiss to thim. 

Throwing thim luck wid the rice that we throw. 

Good fortune is hid in the shoe that is tossed to thim. 

No omen is lacking to favor or bless— 

But the girls they will weep for the gir] that is lost to thim. 

And the bhoys will be sad for one bachelor less.
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SHOP TALK 

Beginning with the new Semester the ‘‘Lit’’ will be run 
on a somewhat more systematic basis than heretofore. All 

Manuscript submitted must be accompanied by the name 

and address of the author; if the author does not wish his 

article signed it must be so specified. Our reason for requir- 

ing the name and address is simply to make ‘‘copy hunts”? 

more easy. If the return of a manuscript by mail is desired, 

postage should be enclosed; otherwise no Mss. will be re- 

turned, unless the author specifies that return is desired, in 

which case Mss. will be held until called for. 
* * * * 

At present an effort to obtain permanent quarters is being 

made, and if the faculty lapses for a little from its opposi- 

tion, the “‘Lit’’ will have an office where the Editor may be 

found and Mss. can be left. 
* * * * 

There is an impression abroad that the ‘‘Lit’’ staff can 

easily turn out enough ‘“‘stuff’’ to fill its pages and that con- 

tributions from without are not desired. Nothing could be 

further astray. The ‘Lit’? is anxious to get hold of every 

bit of good writing which the students are doing, and a 

deluge of contributions which would swamp the editor for a 

time, would nevertheless be joyously weleomed. If you have 

a theme you think is “pretty fine,’’ or a story you want to 

tell—send it in, it will be carefully read. 

And we don’t care who writes our stories, so long as they 

are good. We want the stories, not the reputations.



l, a A 

‘ 3 io a 

ge mavison. Wis. 

The Man With The Goods 

Our Custom-made Suits 

from $16.50 to $22.00 

are without apeer - - 

Full Peg-top Corduroy 

trousers with leather rolls 

or plain, at prices corre- 

spondingly as reasonable 

as our Suits - - - - 

You can rest, assured its 

the best. for the least, 

money atQI - - - = 

THE TOGGERY SHOP 

Archibald



Lecture notes can be satisfactorily made only when a pen that never skips and never 

floods. The new spoon feed makes 

N 5 jeal 

FounttainPen 
ABSOLUTELY RELIABLE 

Purchase through yeur home dealer, writing 

ns when you are not served satisfactorily 

LL. E. WATERMAN COMPANY 

173 Broadway, New York 

If it Isa’t an “Ideal ’ it isn’t a Waterman 

CHICAGO BOSTON SAN FRANCISCO MONTREAL 

Why Don’t ADVERTISING 
The new profession is in pressing need of men and women of brains 

and ability. If you have the brains, the determination to make some- 

thing of yourself, and the ability to apply yourself, we can give you 

practical advertising knowledge at minimum cost. 

Our methods are endorsed by the soundest men all over the country. 

Our students are given problems involving large appropriations, which 

have been developed in the establishment of the Mahin Advertising 

Company in the actual preparation of advertisement, the mapping out 

of campaigns, etc., which cover the advertising needs of every conceiv- 

able line of business. 

You will be trained in practice, not theory. You will be studying 

successful advertising problems which have actually been worked out. 

Good men are in constant demand. 

Good salaries are waiting. 

Write immediately for our Third Annual Announcement. It’s free. 

CHICAGO COLLEGE OF ADVERTISING 
1108 Williams Bldg., CHICAGO



LIVERY 

MADISON, WISCONSIN 

Keep the ‘‘ Best Equipped Livery’’ in the State (no exception) and 

meet all the requirements of Fashionable Driving, and to this fact is 

due their wide-spread popularity. A fine stock of vehicles and well- 

bred horses constantly on hand for your pleasure. 

BOTH PHONES 85 

a 3 e 

Collyer’s Laxative 

| Cold Tablets 

! Cure a Cold. We 

| Guarantee it. 

| TRY THE M. 

COLLYER’S PHARMACY 

Cor. State and Carroll Sts. MADISON, WIS. 

| ce



A Complete Encyclopedia of Amateur Sport 

ra SPALDING’S 
a Official 

TAT ATHLETIC ALMANAC 
For 1905 

Edited by J. E. SULLIVAN 
(Chief of Department of Physical Culture, Louisiana Purchase Exposition.) 

Should be read by every College student, as it contains the records of all College athletes 
and all amateur events in this country and abroad. 

It also contains a complete review of the Olympic Games from the official report of Di- 
rector Sullivan and a resume of the two days devoted to sports in which savages were the 
only contestants, in which it is proved conclusively that savages are not the natural born 
athletes we have heretofore supposed them to be. This is the first time in which the 
athletic performances of savages have ever been systematically recorded. 
This is the largest Athletic Almanac ever published, containing 320 pages. Numerous 

illustrations of prominent athletes and track teams. 

PRICE 10 CENTS 

For sale by all newsdealers and 

/ New York Boston Chicago Baltimore St. Louis Pittsburg 
Philadelphia Minneapolis San Francisco New Orleans Kansas City Cincinnati 
Buffalo Syracuse Denver Montreal,Can. Washington London, Eng. 

Send for a copy of Spalding’s Athletic Goods Catalogue. It’s free. 

QY 
oo OS 

We appreciate the fact that after the “‘Prom’’ you will be short of 

. money, and for that reason we will have a larger number of second-hand 

text books than usual. We also buy books, if in good condition, that 

will be used the second semester. 

Nearly all students have been here long enough now to appreciate 

the fact that we sell books cheaper than any other store, and if 

there are any who are not aware of the fact we trust that they will inves- 

tigate next semester. 

412 State Street



GCheE ing Wi J 
THE GOLDEN DOZEN 

There are just thirteen newspapers in the United States to which 

the American Newspaper Directory accords a quantity of circulation 

of over 20,000 with the gold medal for quality denoted by the mystic 

symbol © 0, the meaning of which is explained in this note: 

“ Advertisers value this paper more for the class and quality of 
its circulation than for the mere number of copies printed. 
Among the old chemists gold was symbolically represented by 
the sign 0.” 

The bakers’ dozen of famous newspapers comprises the following: 

Milwaukee Evening Wisconsin, New York Herald, Chicago Tribune, New 
York Times, Buffalo Express, Brooklyn Eagle, New York Tribune, 

Cincinnati Enquirer, Washington Star, New York Post, 

: Philadelphia Public Ledger, Baltimore 

Sun, Boston Transcript 

Wi a i} E, E, 

-& LA  £ SS a ie WO 

——— Ses a A ren Re ose 

° 
Take-Down Repeating Shotguns 
The notion that one must pay from fifty dollars upwards in order to get 

a good shotgun has been pretty effectively dispelled since the advent of 

the Winchester Repeating Shotgun, These guns are sold within reach 

of almost everybody’s purse. They are safe, strong, reliable and handy, 

When it comes to shooting qualities no gun made beats them. They 
are made in 12 and 16 gauge. Step into a gun store and examine one. 

FREE: Send name and address on a postal card for our large illustrated catalogue. 
WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO., NEW HAVEN, GONN.



‘If we made it, it’s Right” 

Official Jewelers of the Leading Colleges 

Schools and Associations :::::2.-20000 

Class Pins, Fraternity Pins wy 25 J OHN STREET 

Medals, Cups, etc. 3 

Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry OSs NEW YORK 

MADISON lll Hing Street 

Phone 815 

STE AM L AUNDRY Satisfaction Guaranteed 
Work called for and delivered 

W. J. GAMM 

Optician 

Jeweler 

S Wet Main treet Madison, Wis. 
a 

JOS. M. GRUBER 
Mounting Maps and Drawing Material 

Blue Printing, Black Printing 

Copying Done by Five Processes 

Architects’, Engineers’ and Draughtsmen’s Designs copied in all colors 

Alhambra Bidg., 7th Floor, Milwaukee 

432 A. K. JENSEN 432 

432 FINE FOOTWEAR 432 

432 STATE STREET 432 

Insoles, Shoe Polish, Polishing Brushes, Heel Protectors, Shoe Trees, 

Silk Laces, ete. Repairing promptly attended to. Special attention to 

Repairing of Ladies’ Fine Shoes.



e 

No Other Typewriter Has 
e 

Made Such Progress in 
eo 

so Short a Time as the 
e 

Fox Typewriter 

The Fox is used to-day to the exclusion of all others by a large 

number of firms having a national reputation. They use it because 

Som yom , their stenographers do more and 

Rie cece better work, and do it with less 
ae a I awe ay oe ie effort. 

as re Se It is a proven fact that an op- 

; NY Niele a erator on a Fox Typewriter can 

: a 4d IN minty th as fia (0 2 larger amount of work and 

rae 2 ae Na 5 : Zi May with less fatigue than any other 

i. sf ef hts el Fs typewriter made. Try it and see. 

“ Ci eco 7) Fox Typewriters are placed on 

aaa) trial with anyone, anywhere, free. 

Send for Catalog 

FOX TYPEWRITER CO., LTD 

608 Front, Street, 

GRAND RAPIDS, - - - MICH. 

Branch Offices and Agencies in Principal Cities



ree - 
Good 

Things 

to 

Fat, 

KEELEY’S



R. B. SMITH A. T. ROGERS: oe H. CUNNINGHAM 

SMITH @ ROGERS ieee 
Attorneys and Counsellors re 

| Marston Block, MADISON, WIS. Hours: 9 to 12. and 2 to5 
| Long Dist. Phone 4532 Stand. Phone 702 SR ERS OSS) SNES ESE Es ET TE) 

W. B. NOE, D. D. S. The Best oo Tailor : 

24 W. Mifflin St. 
Over Hub Clothing Store sus, ies MS ges equate 

ST Ottice 72 Residence 908 VINCENT ZACH, 404 State st. 

STATE STREET ART STORE COB BOELSING 
F. H. NOBLE, Prop. Miscvag acura a ude 

UE as Mea eMear SMOKERS’ SUPPLIES ictures, Camera Supplies, Ams 
ateur Developing and Finishe USA ERO Ree PERRET ioe 

ing, Picture Framing MRS. D. C. TIRRILL 

WISCONSIN HOUSE 303 Park Street 
WM. P. BLANKENHEIM, Prop. $3.25 PER WEEK 

227 STATE STREET One O'Clock Dinner 
Meals Served at all Hours a 

MRS. M. E. DAVENPORT 
Barber Shop and Bath Rooms dos Wha Pradente Blacs 913 University Avenue 

414 STATE STREET Se 
HENRY PECHER, Prop. $3.00 and $3.25 
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IN THE PUBLIC EYE 

MARSH & COMPANY’S 

Variety Store 

26 West Mifflin Street 

Where you'll find the 

the things you need 

at the lowest prices 

Pure Candies at 10 and 20c a pound 

‘If my work pleases you, tell others. If not, tell me.’’ 

DR. A. B. OREN 

will be located after Novem- 

ber lst in his new offices 

13 andl14 BADGER ANNEX 

Over VAN DEUSEN’S FURNITURE STORE 

—————— ~ SOUTH CarrOll Street
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Columbia Graphophones 
The Best Talking Machines Made 

Cylinder Machines, $5 to $100 Disc Machines, $12 to $65 

25c COLUMBIA Gold Moulded Cylinder Records 25c 
COLUMBIA DISC RECORDS.—7-inch, 50 cents each; $5 per dozen, 10-inch, $1 each; 

$10 per dozen. Grand Opera Records (10-inch discs only), $2 each 
The Graphophone pleases old and young alike 

ENTERTAINS EVERYBODY EVERYWHERE 
Write for Catalogues 

COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH COMPANY 
Chicago, 88 Wabash Avenue. Milwaukee, 391 E. Water St. Minneapolis, 13 Fourth St. 

Detroit, 272 Woodward Ave. 

Ads Zz Ald, wagon, Student V hddd Vice! sal ucents pres =e 2:8 Oa i s 
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! vestment. 

| We make the finest line of PENNANTS, CAPS, GOWNS, PINS 

| and COLLEGE NOVELTIES in the United States, barring none. 

For sale by student agents and leading stores. 

Have you our new U! Rah! Rah! Wisconsin poster? 

Student Agent



Embraces the following Colleges and Schools 

COLLEGE OF LETTERS AND SCIENCE 
COLLEGE OF MECHANICS AND ENGINEERING 

COLLEGE OF LAW 
COLLEGE OF AGRICULTURE 

GRADUATE SCHOOL 

THE COLLEGE OF LETTERS AND SCIENCE offers a General Course in 
Liberal Arts, of four years, which leads to the degree of Bachelor of 
Arts; a Course in Commerce of four years, which leads to the degree 
of Bachelor of Arts; a Course in Pharmacy of four years, which leads 
to the degree of Bachelor of Science in Pharmacy; a Course in Pharmacy 
of two ear which leads to the degree of Graduate in Pharmacy; a 
Pre-Medical Course of four years, which leads to the degree of Bachelor 

of Arts; a Course in Education of two years, which leads to the degree 
of Bachelor of Philosophy in Pedagogy (a course especially adapted for 
graduates of Normal Schools who desire to pursue advanced work in 
philosophy, pedagogy and similar branches); a Course in Home Econom- 
ics of four years, adapted for young women who expect to teach this 
branch or to pursue other professional work; a Course in Music of four 
years, which leads to the degree of Graduate of Music. 

THE COLLEGE OF MECHANICS AND ENGINEERING offers courses of four 
years in Mechanical Engineering, Electrical Engineering, Civil Engineer- 
ing, Sanitary Engineering, Applied Electrochemistry and General En- 
gineering, including the Mining Engineering group of elective studies, 
each of which leads to the degree of Bachelor of Science in Engineering; 
and upon the completion of an additional year’s study in the College of 
Engineering, or of three years’ study in connection with approved field 
work, to the degree of Engineer. 

THE COLLEGE OF LAW offers a course extending over three years, 
which leads to the degree of Bachelor of Laws, and which entitles grad- 
uates to admission to the Supreme Court of the State without examina- 
tion. 

THE COLLEGE OF AGRICULTURE offers (1) a course of four years in 
Agriculture, which leads to the degree of Bachelor of Science in Agri- 
culture; (2) a short course of one or two years in agriculture, in which 
exclusive attention is given to studies in theoretical and practical agri- 
culture; (3) a Dairy Course of two terms of four months each, in which 
the student is taught the most successful method in the manufacture of 
butter and cheese; (4) a Farmers’ Course of two weeks designed for busy 
farmers, and providing only the most practical instruction. 

THE GRADUATE SCHOOL offers courses of advanced instruction in all 
departments of the University. The degree of Master of Arts, Master 
of Science, or Master of Pedagogy is conferred upon graduates of the 
University, or of other institutions of equal rank, who have previously 
received the degree of Bachelor of Arts, Bachelor of Science, or Bachelor 
of Pedagogy, and who pursue successfully at least one year of graduate 
study. The degrees of Civil Engineer, Mechanical Engineer, or Elec- 
trical Engineer, are conferred on graduates of the engineering courses of 
the University, or other institutions of equal rank, who have received 
the degree of Bachelor of Science in Civil, Mechanical, or Electrical 
Engineering, and who pursue either one year of advanced professional 
study in the University, or three years of such study in connection with 
professiona’ work of an approved character. The degree of Doctor of 

hilosophy is conferred upon successful candidates after not less three 
years of study, of which the first two years, or the last year, must be 
spent in attendance at the University.



SPECIAL COURSES IN THE COLLEGE OF LETTERS 

AND SCIENCE. 

THE COURSE IN COMMERCE, which extends over four years, is designed 
for the training of young men who desire to enter upon business careers, 
especially in such fields as domestic and foreign commerce and banking; 
or branches of public service, such as the consular service, in which a 
knowledge of business is essential. 

THE COURSES IN PHARMACY are two in number; one extending over 
two years, and one over four years, and are designed to furnish a thor- 
ough y scientific foundation for the pursuit of the profession of pharmacy. 
The four year course, which is open to graduates of accredited high 
schools, gives a feneral scientific education in addition to the pharmaceu- 
tical studies. The two year course is confined to distinetly technical 
studies in pharmacy. 

THE PRE-MEDI COURSE provides for work in biology, chemistry, 
bacteriology, anatomy, and similar subjects prerequisite for the study of 
medicine. Credit is given by the leading medical colleges for the suc- 
cessful completion of this course. 

THE COURSE IN EDUCATION consists in work of philosophy and peda- 
gogy, and is especially designed for graduates of normal schools, A four- 
year course is also provide for those desiring to pursue special studies 
in educational problems. 

THE COURSE IN HOME ECONOMICS has two purposes: First, to offer 
general elective courses which shall be available as a part of the general 
education of young women in the College of Letters and Science; second, 
to offer to those young women who are preparing to teach the subject, 
or to pursue other professional work connected with it, the opportunity 
to take a four year’s course in Home Economics. 

THE SCHOOL OF MUSIC gives courses of one, two, three and four years, 
and also offers an opportunity for instruction in music to all students in 
the University. 

THE SUMMER SESSION extends over a period of six weeks, from the 
last week in June through the first week in August, and is designed to 
meet the wants of teachers and undergraduates who desire to broaden 
and deepen their knowledge; of regular undergraduates who desire to 
shorten their University course; and of graduates who wish to devote 
part of their vacation to advanced courses. 

THE SUMMER SCHOOL FOR ARTISANS AND APPRENTICES extends over 
a period of six weeks, from the first week in July to through the second 
week in August, and provides for practice shop work and scientific in- 
struction. 

THE LIBRARIES to which the students have access include the Library 
of the University of Wisconsin, the Library of the State Historical So- 
ciety, the Library of the Wisconsin Academy of Sciences, Arts and Let- 
ters, the State Law Library and the Madison Free Public Library, which 
together contain about 276,000 bound books and over 150,000 pamphlets. 
The State Historical Library with some 128,000 volumes and 120,000 
pamphlets offers exceptional opportunities for students in history. 
MUSEUMS, LABORATORIES, and seminary rooms for the various depart- 

ments, with all the necessary equipment for special study, furnish ex- 
cellent facilities to advanced students in various fields. 

THE GYMNASIUM, ATHLETIC FIELD, boating facilities and Athletic 
Teams give opportunity for indoor and outdoor athletic training, and for 
courses in physical training under the guidance of the athletic director. 

Detailed information on any subject connected with the University may 
be obtained by addressing W. D. HIESTAND, Registrar, Madison, Wis- 
consin.
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The Leading Music House of the City and State 

NAU @ SCHMIDT MUSIC CO. 

90 Wisconsin Street 

One Door East of First National Bank 

MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN 

Sheet Music and Music Books. 

We can supply you with any piece of music and music book 

in the world. 

Our prices are the lowest.



THE BEST STRING IN THE WORLD 

The Celebrated PAGANINI STRING, 

E, A, and D, 25 cents each i i 

A Trial will convince you of the su- 

periority of the PAGANINI STRING 

Sole Agents for the U. S. ¥ i 

WM. A. KAUN MUSIC CO. 
209 Grand Avenue MILWAURBEE, WIS. 
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SMART CLOTHES FOR COLLEGE MEN 
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Bell and Standard Phone No. 33 329 to 333 STATE STREET 

il B i G alismann brewing v0. 

Lager, Kulmbacher Beer and Ale in Kegs 
TBR ea CMAN CASE ZV NS NCA 

Export, Kulmbacher and Pilsner in Bottles 
ee 

IT IS REFRESHING, NUTRITIOUS AND BENEFICIAL 

Prompt attention to all orders MADISON, WIS. 
j ma 

j a A 

IT WILL NOT MAKE A BIT OF DIFFERENCE 

WHERE You USE YOUR 

PERFECTED CON-QUEROR CORNET 

In Band or Orchestra: Concert or Solo work, it will meet 

any possible requirement as no other CORNET CAN. It’san 

“<allround’’ instrument with perfect adaption to general use. 

NS2=CeCTED (2% y-QUEROR p Tone 

CECE pee eg OMScomet dl Tune 
hg ell IE Ke Model 
rT : uy! Hy N ~ | Mechanism 

Fa a ye Proclaims it a 

A ey te 5 Ke | Cornet for the 
ee) Musician, 

heal ae Amateur or 
: FEM EM svorven wrenwrona 8} = Professional. 

; For full particulars concerning the Perfected Conqueror and 
complete catalogue of the Celebrated Wonder Instruments — 

j Trombones, Saxaphones, Clarinets, Flutes, Piccolos, Violins, etc., 
Address 

Cc. G. CONN, ElKhart, Ind.



394 East Water Street 

MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN 

Winter Waits on the Threshold 
AND FALL IS HERE 

Now is your opportunity to invest in one of our 

HANDSOME 3-BUTTON 

SINGLE OR DOUBLE BREASTED SACK SUITS 
These exceptionally FINE GARMENTS are serge 
lined, thoroughly worked, button holes hand worked, 
collars hand felled, and every detail of good tailoring 
is observed in their manufacture. 
These suitsare in our popular SCOTCH MIXTURES, 
BLACK THIBETS, BLUE SERGES, FANCY 
CASSIMERES, and WORSTED CHEVIOTS. 

PEG TROUSERS WITH ALL SUITS 

““SELLERS OF GOOD CLOTHES?” 

Students Welcomed at 

we F mee enner $ 
SW 

Billiard 
X 
S€' a 

v 
MAIN STREET 

ALWAYS OPEN



9 ALBANY TEACHERS’ AGENCY 
Provides Schools of all Grades with competent Teachers. 
Assists Teachers to obtaining positions. . é 

HARLAN P. FRENCH, 81 Chapel Street, Albany, New York 
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Includes in the New Edition 

25,000 NEW WORDS, Etc. 
New Gazetteer of the World 
New Biographical Dictionary 

Edited by W. T, HARRIS, Ph.D., LL.D., 
United States Commissioner of Education. 

2380 Quarto Pages. 5000 Illustrations, 
New Plates. Rich Bindings, 

GET THE BEST 
FREE ‘A Test in Pronunciation,’ instruc- 
tive and entertaining. Also illustrated pamphlet. 

G. & C. MERRIAM CoO., 
Publishers, Springfield, Mass., U. 8. A. 

The Parsons Printery 
“‘The Handiest Place in the City”’



Standard Phone 658 Bell Phone 5831 
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Strictly Pure Goods at the same price you are in the habit of paying 

for inferior goods. We can save you freight and 

drayage from Chicago. 

18 Dinner Patterns .. Hance-Chine. Lamps, Rugs, Ete: 

26 EAST MIFFLIN STREET 

e 3 e 

Grimm’s.. Book .. Bindery 

FLAT-OPENING BLANK BOOKS 

MAGAZINES AND LIBRARY 

WORK A SPECIALTY 

119 and 121 East Washington Avenue 

Telephone 469 Third Floor 

ARRIVING 

SPRING STYLES 1903 

“STEIN-BLOCH” SUITS 

STACY-ADAMS SHOES 

NEW HATS and NEW SHIRTS
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THE BEER MANUFACTURED BY THE 

FAUERBAGH BREWING GOMPANY 

IS ALWAYS PURE 

—— Put up in the following brands ——_—--_— 

IN WOOD IN BOTTLE 

LAGER EXPORT 

SALVATOR MENSAPALE 

SALVATOR 

TONIC 

NECTARINE 

BOTH PHONES No. 17 

Call for FAUERBACH’S
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Columbia Graphophones 
The Best Talking Machines Made 

Cylinder Machines, $5 to $100 Disc Machines, $12 to $65 
25c COLUMBIA Gold Moulded Cylinder Records 25c 

COLUMBIA DISC RECORDS.—7-inch, 50 cents each; $5 per dozen, 10-inch, $1 each; 
$10 per dozen. Grand Opera Records (10-inch discs only), $2 each 

The Graphophone pleases old and young alike 
ENTERTAINS EVERYBODY EVERYWHERE 

Write for Catalogues 
COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH COMPANY 

Chicago, 88 Wabash Avenue. Milwaukee, 391 E. Water St. Minneapolis, 13 Fourth St. 
Detroit, 272 Woodward Ave. 

Do you know all the Sizes 
ws and Styles of type you ever 

Jf RK IN Signr. Ly saw are combined in 

Wigan fate enh 

se ieee One Hammond 
: se Typewriter 
L ern LD RRS iH 

BS Sepa i ; ee > We can write on a postage 
uh fish sae: sev 1" 7g stamp or the widest report or 
Pree we i F ‘ 6 FS CIN 9 , insurance policy. We write 
Cee eg ee 26 different languages. 
Se, A All this is contained in one 
Sa eee ordinary Hammond. Its past 

nti reputation as durability and 
beautiful work is sufficient evidence along this line. Itis convenient 
to carry, and best for card work. 

A card from you, a catalogue from us and we’re both happy. 

Te HAMMOND TYPEWRITER CoO. 
303 Security Bldg., cor. 5th and Madison, CHICAGO, ILL. 

Long Distance Telephone 
Note.—See large cut on back of map in your Y. M. C. A. Hand-book 

Madison Salesman, PARK K. KELLEY, 201 Park Street
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 —. 99 “ThePenThatFillsltself” 

Dip pen in any ink well or any ink, press lever and operation is 
over. Asa matter of cleanliness, comfort and convenience, don’t 
you owe it to yourself to learn more about this perfect pen? 

If you will let us send you our beautiful new illustrated 
catalogue, it will make you a CONKLIN enthusiast. 

The Conklin Pen Co. 560 Mattes 50. OHIO. 
Represented in Great Britain by American Agencies, Ltd. ,38 Shoe Lane, Farringdon St,, 
London, E. C.; in Australia by Rae, Munn & Gilbert, 47 Market Street, Melbourne. 
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Ore of our departments in which we take considerable 

pride, is that devoted to the making of Class and 

Fraternity Pins, Badges and Medals. In these we 

claim an originality~ and an excellence of execution not sur- 

passed anywhere. There is no necessity whatever for 

Wisconsinites to send out of their own state to have this 

kind of work done, while our facilities for doing it are so 

great and our prices so moderate. We shall be pleased 

to prepare, free of charge, special designs in colors for any- 

body interested. 
Our line of Society Stationery is second to none. 

Samples upon application. 

Manufacturing Jewelers 

MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN 
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