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Vale Atque Salve ®

E stand on the threshold of graduation with mingled feelings of elation ani

regret. It is the goal that has lain before us throughout the three and 3

half years of our high school course, and its attainment is marked wli

pride. The great, broad world lies alluringly before us—and yei W(

linger on the threshold. There is a sadness of farewell.

The farewell to school and its associations is fraught with sentiment

peculiarly its own. It is "Farewell" in the sense of breaking intimate ties, and yet

there can never be an entire separation. The influence of the school will follow us

into the world beyond and unconsciously will shape our actions there. ..̂

The unfolding and upbuilding of character is linked inseparably with the pursuil

of study. It is the charm that marks the bond between teacher and student, and its

full significance is appreciated only by the graduate who looks back through vistz

of years of experience to the mentor and his influence over the forming character-

There are many ennobling influences in school life, but none is more potent

that of friendship. It is a silent help that flows from the intercourse of the class Won

toward higher ideals and a nobler standard, -Each classmate has in some way/beet

thus of service to his fellow student, and by devotion to the ideals gained at school %\

may continue to brighten and strengthen the lives with which we come hi contactM

the greater school beyond this threshold.

In this spirit of friendship—with determination to fulfill the standard set before

us and with gratitude for the ;nstruction and association of Lowell High SchobJ^ttrt

class of nineteen hundred and four bids a reluctant farewed to faculty and to

Clas

The glory of the Class
I sing. Great Muse, wj
Draw nigh; through th;
My soul, and'gently wH
Enlighten me, that I
The time draws nigh;
Ere this, no class went]
As strong and bright at
Will any class go fortl
In strength or valor t<
Loved class and Lowel
In Heaven's clear bluel
Outshines her lesser si
To every weary travel!
So thou, in truth/excel
That was, and is to cd]
In Lowell's history as
And may thou too, foi
For other classes.past
Of learning; may^the;
Who triumphed o'er
Thy path, so.ofteivchol
Is clear and smooth at|
This graduation issue
The solemn death-knel
Yet some willjstudy m]
Of battle; some Will
Rememb'ring still the!
And others, in their hi
Life's sea> so fair and
The time has come wl
Their daily meetings
Come sad regrets and
So seldom gladness
So new once more
Of pleasant memories]
Is doubly: dear when
And turning yet once
Of happiness and dut:
'Tis finished—now, del
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The glory of the Class of Naughty Four
I sing. Great Muse, whom bards and poets adore,

Draw nigh; through thy divinity inspire

My soul, and gently with thy sacred fire

Enlighten me, that I may sing her praise.
The time draws nigh; now end our High School days;

Ere this, no class went forth from Lowell's door

As strong and bright as this, and nevermore

Will any class go forth on life's broad sea
In strength or valor to compare with thee,
Loved class and Lowell's pride! As one bright star

In Heaven's clear blue with steady fire by far

Outshines her lesser sisters, and gives light

To every weary traveler through the night,

So thou, in truth, excel'st the strongest class

That was, and is to come, and thou wilt pass

In Lowell's history as a cause for pride;
And may thou too, forever be a guide

For other classes passing through the sea

Of learning; may they trusting follow thee,

Who triumphed o'er each secret lurking foe.

Thy path, so often choked with pain and woe

Is clear and smooth at last; at hand the coa!-

This graduation issue new doth toll
The solemn death-knell of thy Hion School life.

Yet some will study more before the strife
Of battle; some will walk through college halls,
Rememb'ring-still their life in Lowell's walls;

And others, in their bsrks will soon explore
Life's sea, so fair and smooth viewed from the shore.
The time has come when friend from friend must part.

Their daily meetings o'er; from out the heart
Come sad regrets and grief 'midst all the joy—

So seldom gladness comes without alloy!

So now once more we look upon the place
Of pleasant memories; each familiar face
Is doubly dear when thoughts of partinn come;

And turning yet once more, we leave the heme

Of happiness and duty. Hark! the knell!
•Tis finished—now, dear Lowell High, farewell!
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I kindness in rendering*
i ir being Riven ) §>

Kind, frank, buoyant spirit,
honesty.

cui
Conventional, kindness, affec-
tion, simplicity, modesty.

Ambitious, assertive, tact, ardor. N
U
A
L

(President), W$

I*.-,; <5irY*-\i

6.

Assertive, generous, affectionate,
wit.

p
a Conventional, sanguine, want of

originality, affectionate.

(Matlt.)•"%_
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Conventional, kind, spiritual,
pride, affection.
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Frankness/orderly, artistic,
sensitive, original.

Sensitive, sanguine, kindness.

^ economy, culture,
concentration.

6
Honest^', ambition, constancy',
pride.
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Book-worm, brief, artistic,
eccentric, diplomacy, elegance.

irtistic. Energ\-, firmness, frankness.

bindness.
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Conventional, artistic, pride,
energy.
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onstancv,
Forceful, obstinate, original.
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Aspiration, firmness, simplicity. ;jj

Siniplicity, gentleness, progress-
ive, frankness.
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Simplicity, honesty,
sensitiveness.

Affection, sincerity, kindness,
conventionality.

Eccentric, assertive, artistic,
rapid in action, literary.
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simplicity.
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Artistic, pride, order.

progress-
Determination, sensitiveness,
ambition, sincerity', economy.

Combativcness, <letcrmination,
stubbornness.
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tistic, Sinij>licitv, frankness, affection,
sensitiveness, modesty.
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Ostentatious, vanity, aspiration^ !f
progressive, boldness. /•

Active mind, egotism,
decorative.
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Simplicity, sensitiveness,
vivacity.

Ardor, stubborn, carelessness,
generous, active mind.

Generosity, pride, sincere.
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ssness.
Practical, sincere, assertive,
pride.

Ardor, forceful, aggressive,
studious, analytical, diplomacy.
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Sensitive, artistic, spiritual,
generosity, frankness.

Eccentric, economy,
extreme sensitiveness, vanity,
analytical character.

Decorative, sensitive, econoniy,.Jg
pride, analytical mind.

Forceful, obstinate deliberate, ;|
frank.
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Eccentric, stubbornness,
vivacity, carelessness.

Artistic, frank, pride, tact t

orderly, sensitiveness.

Not supersensitive, boldness^
carelessness, kind.
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Firm, stubborn, forceful, none
too sensitive.

iberate,
Honesty, decorative, kind-
hearted, ambitious.
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Caution, extravagance,
willfulness, haughtiness.

Ability, sensitive, affectionate.^

Phlegmatic temperament, quic|
in action, easily influenced, |
tenderness.

Sensitive, simple, sincere.
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Boldness, f̂irmness, originality.

Active temperament, ardor,
assertive, stubborn, frank.

re , Decorative, very eccentric,
vanitv, combative.

Stubbornness, combativeness,
egotism, boldness, assertive,
ambitious.

%

Simplicity, assertive, lucid
mind, progressive.

'04

A
N
N
U
A
L



THE LOWELL

CLASS OF '04.

Decorative, obstinate,
exaggeration, forceful.

Frankness, pride, progressive, jj

Simplicity, sincere, modesty
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By Felix T. Smith, '04

HE class of '04 is a peculiar class. It has the honor to be the only class
to have gone through Lowell in three years and a half. We belong
partly to the new regime and partly to the old. Some one said we were
the "missing link," but he was wrong—we are not missing in the least;
we are all there and in at the finish. We are nothing if not original.

Every other class had its dance in December, so we had ours in January. We are
the only class with a girl President. In fact you may as well assume that the
class of L. H. S. '04 is "it," and there never was and never will be another like it.

The history of the class begins in December of the year 1900. Then several
hundred grammar school boys were assembled in the halls of old Lowell. After
they had gone through the process known as "examinations," which is warranted
to take every ounce of sense out of one, they listened to an address by the silver-
tongued orator of the faculty, telling of all the advantages of Lowell, the new
school building, and recounting all the well-known arguments in favor of a
classical education.

In a few weeks those who had been most favorably impressed returned and
began their perilous journey up the steep and stony path that leads to learning
and university recommendations. It was a veritable case of the survival of the
fittest. Battered about by Latin, stumbling over algebra, slipping around on
science, and finally knocked on the head by examinations, many dropped out
of the struggle entirely or reverted to a lower grade. •";~~'••:'

As a result of this s t ruggle several fine species have *>en developed.- F i r s t
comes the track species. Th i s variety (unde r the special c :•: of the faculty for
this last y e a r ) , has been very well cultivated. T h e y say o;u* hundred-yard man
runs so fast that, by the wind rubbing pas t him in a race, enough hot air is gen-
erated to carry h im th rough a dozen Engl ish recitations, a n d our "ant ique rniler"
has to wear a special kind of glasses so that he can see far enough behind t o find
his competitors.

Then there is the Deba t ing species, fine examples of which are the Presidents
of the society for the last two terms. When our "California Debater" gets up
to "spiel" the seniors forget to sneer, the juniors drop their erasers, the scrubbies
cease to giggle, and even the birds of the air perch on the window sill to listen.
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Another well marked species is that known as Lowell office fiends,
friend, the Editor, is the worst of these. Although he has not yet written^
editorial on the "['residential Campaign/' it is rumored that he has opinions?,
in all probability we shall hear them before long. The Business Manager
deserves mention; although not the giant of the school he has succeeded?
getting the "money, money, money" we have heard so much about for the
six months.
> Then there are the financiers. Whenever a member of the senior class

"P. K." coming he puts his hands deep down in his pockets and has to go horr
in a hurry. All the little scrubbies, on the other hand, dodge "Georgius"-^"
seniors have already given up paying athletic dues.

And is it necessary to sing the praises of our manager? H:s success in
ning football, dances, minstrel shows, has been acknowledged by the whole schodl

Besides the Smiths and the Joneses,.--and the many yet unclassified there|j
mains that wonderful pair, which has baffled the study of all the naturalists^
the school, Harry J. and D. Christopher. We would need a Macaulay
Milton to do justice to them. No one who has not attended the same recitation^!
them can have any idea of their abilities. Their names will be spoken with whi|
pered awe by the faculty as long as the principal's office is inhabited.

»A ,f And then the girls! Besides being the prettiest that have ever graced tit
desks of rooms S HIT! 9, they have shown their superiority in other direction)
What other class can boast of a Girls' Edition of the LOWELL,, with girl editor^
manager, girl artists, girl contributors? What other class has been presided qye
by a girl? None; our girls are "all right/' It is no wonder that, with, such <
ceptional members, our class has been a model in every way. All the teachtt
love us so, that they can't bear to part with us; and want to keep us in Lo
another year. .

All the way, our scientific genius has been repressed. When we enter r<
14, we gaze with wonder at the relief maps, globes and other apparatus/iy
wonder what the world is coming to. Times certainly have changed. ThenAjij
biology, when Mr. Snyder wanted to grow his water plants in the sun, he h |
to appoint a guard over them, to keep the other teachers from throwing themjgl
the window; and then the fighting and plotting to get possession of the | | j
microscopes. Those were stirring times indeed.

And we must not forget the sturdy little band of Greeks, which'small enduj
at the first, has now dwindled down to four. Under the careful guidance^
Mr. Nourse, they have fought their way through the Iliad, and conquered that w|]
genenn. Xcnophon. They now stand* as the champions of the Greek lanj
and civilization against the rest of the school.

The class of '04 has made a reputation in a social line as well as other!
I<or two years some of the more enthusiastic members have carried on a 'serf;
of dances, and thi- U a thing to boast of, for it shows that we must be .y
fine, if the company of each other for five days of the week is not enough,7!?;
we must meet some evening as well.

.But, seriously, it has always struck me that every collection of people tia|
certain genius or governing spirit, that is characteristic, and shows itself inl!
its activities. Now the genius of the class of '04 is organization. Take."
Athletic Association as an example. Since it has come under '04 managem^

N
U

the membership has been ih<
more wisely. This is due to tht
heartily for their success. Bui
say that there have always
success; that the success is pi
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letics, in the work on the Low]
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That reminds me I wanted]
February issue the Editor nee<
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the code, and one day they got
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When about to say good-1
him., to think what effect the f<
was ever as short and had as I11I
growing younger, while the bui|
talk,, what tales could they not

We are sorry to leave. Vv
a sigh, and a soft phce inoui
head erect, eyes to the front,
life, better and braver and sti
old school • .- .- , •.:.-.n\.
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the membership has been increased, the dues better collected, the money expended
more wisely. This is due to the efforts of a few workers, and we must thank them
hvartily for their success. But we hope we do not detract from them when we
say that there have always been workers, and yet they have not always had this
success; that the success is owing to the fact that the work has been properly
divided among the workers, with the right man in the right place. And this
is thc 04 spirit of organization again. This spirit can ever be seen in the ath-
letics, in the work on the LOWELL, in the debating, and in all the class business
of the past year.

"Well, look here/* I hear some one say, "if you've jjot such a genius for organi-
zation, what was the matter with the way you organized your class the first time?
Something went wrong and you had to do it all over again."

liut that's just it. Most classes are content with organizing once: but when
we got into the organizing spirit we did it twice, just to show we knew how,
and then we were so in the habit that we tried to organize the class of '05.
That has been our only failure. Here is how it happened.

You see they had called the meeting. We had six of our men in to see that
everything went right. There were about sixty of them, and they got foolish—
accidents will happen, you know—and began to vote for their own officers.
Our fellows outvoted them all right, but when the votes were counted there were
found to be over a hundred and forty cast. That looked bad, so the election was
declared off: we learn, however, that at another meeting they had better sense.

We have been particular about giving all these details, because some of the
Middlers weren't in the least grateful to us, and we want the world to know the
truth. It's funny how ungrateful people can be. Sometimes when we stay out
:<; a recitation in order not to bother the tcarhcr, he gets indignant; and in such
cases teachers have told pupils not to come back for a week. You give them an
inch and they take an ell-

Thai reminds me I wanted to tell you about the telegraph. In getting out the
February issue the Editor needed news from the front. So he set up his line
from the office to the laboratory and learned the Morse code, and was getting
along famously. But when the girls were getting out their edition they learned
the code, and one day they got the poor fellow at the other end, pretending they
wore the manager. Of course he poured out his heart, and told his opinion of
every girl on the staff. When he found out about it. later, he took the instrument
down. The Editor has just said that this is all one great big prevarication, and
threatened to roast me in his editorials. But don't mind him. The editorials are
only writen to nil up space, and no one reads them till he is through with the "ads."

When about to say good-by to Lowell, one is apt to stop to look around
him. to think what effect the four years have had upon him. One wonders if he
was ever as short and had as high a voice as the scrubbies. Indeed the pupils are
growing younger, while the building grows older every year. If the walls could
talk, what tales could they not tell?

We are sorry to leave. We linger in parting. At last we turn away with
a sigh, and a soft place in our hearts for whatever comes from Lowell. With
head erect, eyes to the front, we march away to do our part in the battle of
life, better and braver and stronger for the training we have received at the
old school.
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Office of the Preskient

You

LELAND STANFORD JUNIOR UNIVERSITY

Stanford University\ Cal.% May 1 3 ,

will go to college, for better or for worsi
Wnere shall you go? The answer to this is simple.!
Get the best you can- You have but one chance fo;
a college education, and you cannot afford to
waste that chance on a third-rate or fourth-rate
school.

There is but one thing that can make a college!
strong and useful, and that is a strong and earnel
faculty. All other matters without this are of
less than no importance. Buildings, departmentei'
museums, courses > libraries, catalogues, names *
numbers, rules, and regulations do not make a
university. It is the men who teach- Go where t]
masters are, in whatever department you wish to
study*

Look over this matter carefully; for it is
important. Go for your education to that school,
in whatever State or country, under whatever name:
control, which will serve your purposes beef,
which will give> you the best returns for the roone;
you are able to spend. Do not stop with the middt
men. Go to the men who know; the men who can lead]
you beyond the primary details to tha thoughts
and researches which are the work of the scholar-]

Far more important than the question of what ;
you shall study is the question of who shall be
your teachers. The teacher should not be a eelf-
registering phonograph to put black marks after 11
names of lazy boys. He should be a source of *
inspiration, leading the student in his departmerj
to the farthest limits of what is already known,
inciting him to make excursions in the greater
realms of the unknown. A great teacher never fa£
to leave a great mark on every youth with whom he
comes in contact.

Let the school do for you what it can; and whei
you have entered upon the serious duties of life,
let your own work and your own influence in tha ;
community be ever the strongest plea that can be
urged in behalf of higher education.
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As Told on the Mesas
By Antoinette Crawford, *05

X a tiny island far off over the Eastern sea lived a maiden who had
grown up with no companion but the wind. Yet he was a good
companion, for all his loneliness, though given to Song journeys
over the sea, now to the East, now to the West, now to the South.
It was in the West that he stayed longest, in the land of the evening,.

where the sea was always gentle, its glassy bosom heaving in long, deep swells that
relieded the golden g-ory of sunset and its crimson after-glow, that mirrored the
moon and the great throbbing stars, and broke into a seething mass of pearl and
emerald on the shimmering sand.

After each journey the Wind had something new to tell the Maiden, until her
heart burned with a desire to see this strange land of the sunset, whose shores
were lapped by the same waters that lapped her own island and cast upon it—
perhaps, for who knows—some shell or bit of moss that may have rested for
a brief space on one of those Western shores.

There were no trees on the island, so there was no wood to make a boat
in which the Maiden might sail away with the Wind. She tried to be content
with listening to the Wind's tales, picturing to herself the joys of a land where the
sea was always gentle, with a glassy bosom heaving in long, deep swells that
mirrored the stars—where the sun set behind purple, tree-clad mountains, send-
ing his parting rays in a shower of gold down over hills green as the sea in
spring time, brown as kelp in the autumn.

Hut it was no use trying to be content alone on a tiny island with no roof over-
head but the dull, staring sky, no bed but the tough salty grass, and nothing
in sight but the desert of gray water that cast itself with a du!l thud on the little
stretch of i>each.

On one occasion the Wind was gone so long that the Maiden began to
fear lest he never return, and she be left without even the stories of the coveted
land. In his absence she lived as usual, rising with sun and swimming with
strong, even strokes far out beyond the surf line. Here she would rest, floating
<|uietly about until some unwary fish, should come within diving distance. Then
with her prize, she would turn landward, partly drifting, partly swimming; and
when land was reached, she breakfasted, eating her fish as other wild tilings eat.
During the day. she braided mats or garments for herself of the salt grass.

< >nc evening while sporting in the moonlight among the breakers she felt
tin- Wind's kiss upon her brow. Ouickly she reached the shore and throwing
herself upon the sand, cried:

"What have you seen, O Wind?"
"More than evor before. [ have lived among the people of the Western

land. 1 have seen their houses, their children. I know their life."
"O. tell me of it!"
And when the Wind had finished his tale of this latest journey, tears stood

in the Maiden's eyes.
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-If I had onlv a boat!" she sighed, "or the strength to swim. If you told

the Wind, a trifle sadly; "no, little one! All who go to the
WesteVn'land must go alone, each in his own boat. Listen! I met one who
could speak with me. There are few who hear the Winds voice, and fewer
still who can understand it, but he knows it and loves it, and we are friends.
Perhaps—"

"Perhaps?" faltered the Maiden. But the Wind had gone.
After this, che Maiden neither rose with the sun, nor dove after fishes, noi

wove mats of grass. AH day she sat on the beach, her eyes fixed on the horizon,
her hands idle in her lap. The splashing sea crept higher, higher, and she
stirred not; the stretch of sand between her and the water grew wider, wider, and
still she gazed -westward. Silent and motionless as a stone she sat, lost in her
dream of the far-off land and the sea with glassy bosom reflecting the stars.

One night she fell asleep. The moon rose and passed the zenith; the stars
brightened and paled; in the east a narrow rift of pearl forced apart the gray
clouds. The rift widened; here and there the clouds were stained with
crimson; in the west the last white star winked itself out. As the rising sun
shot his first glad ray glinting over the waters, the Maiden awoke. Her eyes ,i
opened sleepily and swept the horizon from under heavy lashes.

The next moment she was all alert. The Wind was coming back. In the dis- ^
tance she could see the ripples twinkling where his light feet trod. The Wind did
not conic alone this time. At the moment when he reached the island a'boat's
keel grated OH the pebbles. It was a beautiful boat—shell-like in outline, with
sails of purple and gold that its master carefully furled while the Wind led the
waiting Mauku down to the water's edge.

He oi-tfc* boat was tall and strong, and beautiful with the vigorous beauty
of youth. In the calm eyes the girl saw naught but kindness anda joy in life
that she had not yet known. She ceased to tremble. Her hand went out in
friendly greeting. Then she spread a grass mat for him and brought him beiries
and fish. Patiently she waited until he had finished/then motioning him to
follow led the- way to a spring of pure water. When he thanked her she knew
his meaning, not the words.

"Speak as the Wind speaks," she murmured timidly. "I know not the tongue
of the West. "• fa

So he spoke as the Wind speaks, and without fear the maiden told him of
lesite to visit the land of purple mountains and green hills o
and the gentle sea. But the man asked: sun-
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the acorn that he gave her and imbed it in the moist brown eardi. He helped
her give it its first sprinkling of pure spring water, saying:

"To-morrow I will come again. The Wind will then guide me back to
my home. Each day you must see that this spot where the acorn lies is never dry;
each day you must weave together the longest, finest grasses. And when the
acorn has grown to be a young oak bind together its heavier branches with the
lighter ones and the twigs, filling in the spaces with leaves and grass. Then
take for a sail the mat woven of strong, fim: grass and tell the Wind you are ready."

For the last time the keel grated the pebbly beach and he from the West
sprang ashore. The Maiden's heart sank when she thought of the weary months—
the years, perhaps—before the little acorn would be an oak with branches strong
enough to bind into a raft. Tn the gray eyes she had learned to see more than kind-
ness and joy in life; in the low voice to hear more than the language of the
Wind. In the eyes lay the shadow of a sorrow—the sorrow that comes of too deep
a knowledge of life—in the voice was an echo of nature's harmony.

His stay was brief. He smiled approval at the moist spot where they had
planted the acorn, spoke a few cheery words to the girl, and was off with
the Wind.

Each day the Maiden watered the spot of earth where the acorn lay, oftener
with her tears than with spring water. Besides the acorn another seed sprouted,
one which the Wind had planted. And the Maiden cherished it tenderly, for it
was very frail.

Finally the time came when the acorn was a young oak—not so long either,
for ii had been well tended, and the sail of long fine grass was nearly made. The
building of the raft was hardest of all. The Maiden's slim hands were often
bruised so badly that for whole day=> at a time she could do nothing. But it,
too, was ready at last, the sail of grass was rigged in place and an extra mat placed
on the iloor of the raft. Then carefully she removed the other plant now crowned
with a blossom of deepest crimson and placed it lovingly in her bosom, covering
it with the folds of her gown. She would not go empty-handed.

At sunrise the Wind started the raft skimming over the water, he tripping
lightly beside it over the shining ripples. All day the raft drifted along before
him. Neither he nor the Maiden spoke, for her heart was too full for speech,
too full of the joy of attainment. But as the sun's rim touched the water, turning
the sea to molten gold, her joy overflowed in a glad cry of recognition, for
down the. glittering pathway straight from the gates of the evening sped a shell-
like boat, with sails of purple and gold.
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Sympathy
I wandered pensive down a lonely trail,
The day was fair—a deep peace held the land,
Flooded in sunshine lay each hill and vale,
The grand perfection of the Master Hand.
And all the world at peace but my sad heart—
Methought my sorrow had been less to bear,
When skies were gray, and I, a dismal part
Of dismal world, should walk congenial there.

For all the gladness seemed to mock me more,
And offer me the joy I could not claim;
The happy birds in frolic flitted o'er,
But left my lonely misery the same.

Weary. I dropped beside a fcrn-rimmed pool,
And watched, with listless eyes, the darting trout;
And in the reeds, beyond the shadows cool,
Saw gauzy dragon flies dart in and out.

But something deep within me seemed to stir,
At seeing Nature's beauties lavished so—
A kindred love and longing, as it were,
That I in hot impatience could not know!

And pillowing on the moss my burning cheek,
Would have poured out the fullness of my woe,
But Nature's voice, caressing, seemed to speak—
Her subtle secret crept into my soul.

Gentle the lesson, beautiful and kind,
That Nature to my lonely longings taught,
A living hope for every groping mind;
Love, sympathy, companionship, it brought.

I turned and walked adown the steep ravine,
The breath of evening on my brow was cool,
Far, far, above me swayed the pine woods green,
The dragon flies still skmimed above the pool.

By Grace E. Sorgenfrey, 'i
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Dobbs Run Down
By Evelyn L. Doughty, '04

ORBS was decidedly run down; in fact his doctor told him that he
must take a complete rest from all work for at least a month if he
desired to keep his health. Dobbs made a wry face, promised to take
the prescribed tonic before each meal and went off to find some quiet
resort where he could bury himself for a month with the least incon-
But hang it all," Dobbs thought to himself, walking away from the

doctor's office as fast as possible, "What do I know of health resorts? Stowing-
invalids away in soft corners hasn't been exactly my hobby."

This was certainly true, for during the nve years following his graduation
from college he had worked incessantly at his profession. He never had been
remarkably robust, and imminent clanger of a nervous collapse was only the natural
result of his steady application to work.

As he walked along, his train of thought continued much as it had begun,
till, suddenly turning a corner, he bumped right into his old friend Bates, nearly
upsetting him.

"Hello there," said Bates, with a laugh, keeping his equilibrium with difficulty.
"A trifle strenuous this morning, but I'm glad to see you any way, old chap. Still
digging away at your old law?" he rattled on, "but, say, you're looking worried—
ought to take a rest, that's what you ought—I've got the very thing you want—fine
place—little way up in the hills—company detailed me to advertise it. I'll get you a
ticket or. my. way down town and wire for a room—how'll that do?—all right—
e:et word to you in a couple of hour*—so long, old chap, glad to have seen you,*1"
and the voluble summer resort advertiser flung himself into the stream of passers-
by and was soon lost to view.

Dobbs stood on the corner somewhat dazed, trying to collect his thoughts.
Of course he had not uttered a word. Bates had managed the whole conversation
and it took Dobbs several minutes to understand the meaning of it all.

"By Jove! That means I'm fixed for my summer resort," he finally gasped,,
a grin of comprehension spreading over his face. It was the first time for over a
month that Dobbs had grinned and it felt strange and new. He tried it again
but saw someone give him a queer look in passing. That made him recollect
where he was, and he went back to his hotel and set about packing a bag for his
journey.

He took the 6:10 train the following morning and arrived at his destination
a little before noon. It was a straggling country village at the end of a little valley,,
and far up en the wooded side of the hill in back of the general merchandise
store he could see the roof of the summer hotel whither Bates had sent him.

During the drive up to the hotel Dobbs won the contempt of the man who
drove him by being nervous about the horses, but Dobbs overlooked that and was
actually contented, away from his profession and filling his lungs with the invigor-
ating air heavily scented with the odor of pine trees.
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thev went u , the drive-wav• Dobbs could descry maidens in fluffy gowns^

and

v parasols moving about under the trees. He started violently:
",.'"" he whispered fiercely under hi, breath, "bummer g,r!s!

his horse :u the hitching step in front of the veranda^
conscious that there were about eight more fluffily gowned . |

the steps with a stately tread and into the office, looking 4

neither to right nor left, but as he disappeared in the doorway he heard fa , J
rapturous whisper, "Girls! A man!!" followed by g-ggles m varying tones of ~
soprano and contralto laughter. -.,. ;;

Dobbs registered and was shown to his room. Then he took time to admire^
the view from his window and remove the traces of his journey from his apparel : |
Then the man who had showed him to his room said that luncheon was served ; j |
so he went down-stairs again, not without some trepidation, to be sure, at the '
thought of all those bundles of frivolity he had seen.

He took his place alone at a little table and finished the first course before:^
venturing to cast even one glance at. the otiier occupants of the dining room, ^j
Then he carelessly looked up.

Great Scott!" Not another man in sight! In direct antithesis to Dobbs . .;*
down-cast lids of a minute ago his eyes were now round with wonder and terror. J

' 0 4 The girls, grouped in fours and rives around little tables, talked and laughed in | j
low tones, occasionally directing furtive glances at the lone man.

"Undoubtedly they're talking of me," groaned Dobbs, and all the stories he
had ever heard,or read of wily, innocent looking summer girls went surging^lj

sj through his head in a wild race of follow the leader. "Well, they won't catch ;gj
U tri**/' ho thrwight pitting on his most lawyer-like expression. "I'm here and I

A guess I'll stay. The doctor said I was to rest for a month. I'll stay and make
L bcHt-ve there's not a girl within fifty miles of this place.'*

After luncheon he went out on a small exploring tour and enjoyed a smoke.
None of the enemy were in sight when he went out but on coining back it was
different. Yes, quite the opposite. This is" the picture that met his gaze: :

About fifteen girls anywhere from nineteen to twenty-five years of age, every
last one of them pretty, and gowned in the very summeriest of summer frocks,
were seated in gracefully, careless attitudes on the steps leading up to the veranda.
Most of them were sewing on dainty lace handkerchiefs or other vain trifles.i^j
Some merely played idly with fans. One, especially stunning, seated on the
center of the top step was evidently reading.

Dobbs contemplated this from behind a tree a short distance away. Suddenly
a petite little creature on a lower step seemed to speak rapidly to the reader.
Not one glanced in Dobbs1 direction but every girl changed her position for one J
a little more artlessly simple and the reader, raising her voice, read in theatrical I j
tones:— *

"Suzanne stood gazing at the slowly sinking sun. 'Ah, my love/ she
murmured, 'come to me, come to me, I cannot live without thee; " ' :•:,.-•

Dobbs launched one contemptuous glance at them and fled. But he could not
flea so fast that he failed to hear peals and peals of girlish laughter.
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No, he heard it plainly and he blushed a deep mahogany color as the thought
occurred to him. "Could they have seen me?"

The French proprietor of the hotel stepped up to Dobbs as he stood on the
piazza looking down on the little village below.

"Monsieur, ze ladies are in ze drawing-room. Ecs eet not fit zat I present
vou

remem-"Th-thanks" stammered Dobbs, well no, I don't think it necessary/
boring the awkward position he had occupied earlier in the day.

"But ze ladies have suggest. Zat ees ze same as one demand, n'est-ce pas?"
"You don't mean to say T've got to go in there and be introduced to the whole

bunch?"
"?\1'ost people consider it one grand plaisir. Monsieur might appear un peu

eempolite if he do not consent when ze ladies have suggest."
Dobbs was being slowly but surely piloted to the drawing-room. The nearer

he got the more his knees trembled. He felt a cold wave pass over his body.
The truth is he had a bad case of panic.

"Ladies, allow me," the Frenchman was saying, "I have ze extreme plaisir
to present Monsieur Dobbs."

The ladies smiled cordially and murmured their delight, but Dobbs was
most uncomfortable in the conviction that he ought to say something, without
having the faintest idea what he ought to say. The Frenchman came to his
rescue. "I am sure zat monsieur will be most-deiiglitlully.entextainedin-2e.xoin-
pany of such r-r-remarkable beauty/* rolling his r's in his most elegant manner.
"Ladies, I leave Monsieur Dobbs in your charge." He withdrew.

"Ha-ha!" said Dobbs. It really wasn't a laugh. ''Awfully good of you to
take me in, m this way. Deuced hard being the only man at a summer resort,
you can imagine." Then realizing with horror what he had said, he gasped,
"But I have a pressing engagement down in the village. Trust you'll excuse me,"
and he hurriedly made his escape.

For the second time that day Dobbs fled. And the silvery laughter that
followed in his wake was really very pardonable when one thinks that the young
ladies had been absolutely silent for two minutes and a half. They simply had to
give vent to their feelings in some fashion after so momentous a happening. And,
by the way, they all had excellent senses of humor.
* * * * * * * * * * * • * * ; \ ^ * ••*

Dobbs was feeling blue. For two days he had been at this awful resort
whore every way he turned he had been made to feel perfectly ridiculous by those
silly girls. They certainly had designs on him and he did not fancy the position.
He had been invited to accompany them on their walks, which he always politely
but firmly declined. Each girl in turn gave him points on the best place to swing
his hammock. It annoyed him dreadfully to have such an interest taken in him.
And to cap the climax, that very afternoon he had been invited to join their
sewing bee. one young lady with an ungodly gleam in her pretty eyes remarking,
"Yes, I hear it's quite the latest for young men to embroider sofa cushions."
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hr rcali/cd there was another man on the premises. , . " , • *
-D ck H ton!» he shouted after one swift glance, in which tone he recogn.zed

an old coLse pal. In a Jiffy the two men were gripping one another s hands ,n a

almost weep tears of joy upon your neck, you old duffer," said
Dobbs, immediately in a happy mood. "I 've been the only man m an old maid s
paradise for two days. But now I've got you to suffer with me and things will

b e c h a n g e d . " ••:"•• , .

"Suffer? • Old maid's paradise?" Dick gave him a queer look and burst into
a laugh. "AH right," lie said. "I'll stand by you."

Just then cue of the young ladies came up on the porch followed by a young J

man. _ _
"Oh Mr. Dobbs," she said pleasantly, "I want you to meet my husband, Mr.

' 04 Andrews/'
—-*-:-. Dobbs was taken aback of course. It really had not occurred to him that
\ anv of the girls might he married. But when in the following five minutes he ^
N also had the pleasure of meeting Mr. Hyde, Mr. Davies and Mr. Pemberton, in, '

jsj each case presented by a smiling wife, Dobbs' countenance took on a look of
U consternation. But the husbands kept coming and coming.

j \ Involuntarily Dobbs thought, "Hope to goodness they're not all married."
L While wrapped up in his own dilemma ho had not even enquired for the

names of the ladies and had merely taken it for granted that they spelled their J
names with "Miss."

He looked around to sec if there was not one maiden left of that old maid's
paradise which his mind had invented.

"Dick," he cried with a sudden hope, "do-er-do you belong to anyone?7'
"Cert," was'the cheerful reply. The young lady who had suggested sofa %

cushions to,Dobbs appeared in the doorway and his last hope was gone.

p mm Retrospection

T.
'Tucre sweet, indeed, to steal .1 day from Time,

To leap the yr.wning gulf of aged years
Anti wander in fond Childhood's happy clime;

To dec this present moil of jzrief and tears,
This Wintertime of life deep fraught with fears

And live again 'ncath sunny skies of youth,
Where naught but jovial merriment appears.

There all the world seems glad with faith and truth
And ne'er i? felt the bite of Time's avenging tooth.

When flush of *
And watch once moi

I n wearing course «
Shedding the while.
To see the dainty VK

Drink in so greedily thj
And strive to hide t«

As if they fondly fearer
'Might mar their lovehr

To seek at heat of nt
And there, ensconces

To see a brooklet, ripi
Haste in fantastic glj
To flee the darkling

While gently quaffing
The feathered singii

With vanity their sprii
And please their V

To view at even-fall
Returning slowly f

As gentle breezes sw:
To hear that lovc-lo]
Awake the stars wit

So solemn sounding in |
When in the sir' th<

And see, wrapt in the.
The world at rest—in

Ah, how we promise*
When life was like

That those would be .
Then, our Desires si
And, glad beneath tl

Bid fair to g;iin their
But artful Time am

Have wrecked our fee
And torn asunder, scaj

But we may roam in
So broad and reach

Uniting with firm tie
To no CorrupTor's
Till we are come \

The pleasant days Ion,
And we may s ee , as

ihe shimmering vista
And wander, seemin,1
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II.
When flush of Spring is on the land, to rise

And watch once more the sun begin his flight
In westVing course across the azure skies,

Shedding the while his sparkling shafts of light;
To see the dainty violets, left and right,

Drink in so greedily the glist'ning dew
And strive to hide their modest heads from sight,

As if they fondly feared that alien view
Might mar their loveliness and fade their airy hue.

III.
To seek at heat of noon a sheltered spot

And there, ensconced amid soft mantling shades,
To see a brooklet, rippling past our grot,

Haste in fantastic glee o'er its cascades.
To flee the darkling woods for sun-kissed glades,

While gently quaffing waters at its brim,
The feathered singing birds, like little maids,

With vanity their sprinkled vestments trim
And please their minds and satisfy their every whim.

IV.
To view at even-fall the lowing kine

Returning slowly from the distant dale,
As gentle breezes sway the resinous pine;

To hear that love-lorn bird, the nightingale,
Awake the stars with plaintive madrigale,

So solemn sounding in its minor key,
When in the sky the Moon-maid spreads her sail;

And see, wrapt in the night's calm majesty,
The world at rest—from every care forever free.

V.
Ah, how we promised in those days of yore,

When life was like a pleasant God-sent dream,
That those would be our joys forevennore!

Then, our Desires sailed on a silver stream
And, glad beneath the Star of Hope's soft gleam,

Bid fair to gain their ardent;, longed-for end.
But artful Time and Age, those powers supreme,

Have wrecked our feeble argosies, dear friend,
And torn asunder, scattered far, they ne'er will mend.

VI.
But we may roam in Memory's fertile field,

So broad and reaching in its wide expanse,
Uniting with firm ties that will dare yield

To no Corruptor's evil, wasting lance
Till we are come within our Maker's glance,

The pleasant days long gone and this drear time.
And we may see, as in a rapturous trance,

The shimmering vistas of our youth sublime
And wander, seemingly, in Childhood's happy clime.

Allan H. Abbott,'04.
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HM City of San Francisco was all in tumult and confusion. It was
•he no<m hour of the twenty-second of May. in the year 1S56, and
men. women and children were Hocking from everywhere to the
neighborhood ->f Stockton suvel to see the funeral of James King
of William, rnnrdi-red in cold blood a few days before, by James I\

(,as\, a!i ex-convici and Supervisor of the Count v through fraudulent election.
Sl'»wi\ the cortr^t.- wended its wa\ to the little I'nitarian Church on Stockton

Mreei, hvMwvii Sacnune.vto ami «.. ia>. itv appearance seeming' to throw those
diMurhi-d -pints looking on into :iiifalhomable and inexpressible sad.t;ess.

1-nt auer the lontr pmcx-s^ion had passed by and attendant circumstances
w\'\v "iu-e T:ore l»r«»M ĥt ii> bt-ar, mortal pa.-sions prompting revenge secured the
rpjui baud in the bn-ast> of the mourners and they hastened to the vicinity of
ilu- l-.iadqrarti-rs of iln- Vi^iiaucr CoM^m'ttee on Sacramento street, near Davis,
to view tin- eidminritiori oi the ruvi'li of tin- law-abiding citizens of San Francisco
ntrauiM thi- hi'jb-handed anrl law K <̂ fashion in which justice had previously
IM/'.II earrii'*! on.

1 li-vre tin -iirvis wen- crowded with people and comparatively few were those
w Mo \u iv lonmian- enop^h t" M.;i;re favorable ]>ositions from which they could
water, the proceeding. I*'agerly and impatiently they awaited the time of
e\erut!<tn. e;;ch one seeming in thirst fc>r the blood of the doomed men.

llu- preparations \VCT\ <;mtr <imple. At the second storv window of the
1 JUidniy \v;is a plattorm. abort liin.r 1Y1! in wiflth. held in a horizontal position

"'''! :i!f 1 " du- In am-;, where thev were fastened, and then overb y r . .p . -v wl i i . - i i

r > " 1 - l | | ! ; ] K . . n , . u ^ n n i , ] c ppearance, eliciting a

"Give us a story,
rIt seemed that the old fellow had a

and vas in the habit of telling stories of a

was always present a vein of bitterness, hoi

Bill, as he was called; was mentally unbal^

went He lived a sort of hand-to-mouth

ever he could beg or steal.

But on this night, to the surprise o t

same as usual. He did not speak in the i;

but his words came sharp and decisive,

"No! 1 won't tell you a story! Bni
and somethin' else that's goin' to happen.'

A grim look of determination and n
sunken features, ' ' • • • '

(IYcs, Til tc!I you somethin' that 's h;
ter-happen." ;>;-;" .

He seemed about to iapse into his

wfc.Wng almost indistinguishable, 5

* » But to, with What seemed to

^ f show that Casy, the L
make your eyes p o p - . v

•v-r o i r r i K - t i r o n i t i n

who h:nl murd'.TL-'i. W

•itor<. < Mie was Casy and the o ther Chu-ics

II. kichai'l^on. a I'nited States Marshal sonic

u-ir ai d. and after a stirring speech l>v Casv. in \v hich

nat i ) i he •haractrrized as a murder, and
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the Vigilance Committee would be forgiven for their act, a white cap was drawn
over the head of each, and at twenty minutes after one o'clock, William March, the
executioner, chosen by lot, cut the cords which held the platform. The men fell
about six feet—their necks were broken and they died seemingly without a
struggle.

II.

It was in the early "nineties." An old man, who seemed about eighty-five years
old, hobbled into a so-called "dive" in the worst portion of badly reputed
Pacific street. Kis appearance was immediately hailed b}r a chorus of cries -which
arose from the lawless ne'er-do-well habitues of the place.

"Here's Bill March!"
"Hello, Bill!"
"Give us a story, BH1!"
It seemed that the old fellow had a well-known reputation as a raconteur,

and was in the habit of rolling stories of a common-place character, in which there
was always present a vein of bitterness, however foolishly they were told. In fact,
Bill, as lie was called, was mentally unbalanced and was made fun of wherever he
went. He lived a sort of hand-to-mouth existence, supporting himself with what-
ever he could beg or steal.

But on tliis night, to the surprise of his friends, his demeanor was not the
same as usual. He did not speak in the lazy, wheezing tone he was wont to use,
but his words came sharp and decisive.

"No! I won't tell you a story! But I'll tell you somethin' that's happened
and somethin' else that's goin* to happen."

A grim look of determination and resolution appeared on his wrinkled and
sunken features.

"Yes. 1*11 tell you somethin' that's happened and somethin'—that's—goin'—
ter—happen." • /

He. seemed about to lapse into his customary manner of speaking, his last
words being almost indistinguishable, and he looked about with a dull, vacant
stare. But, then, with what seemed to be a Herculean effort, he again stood
erect and through his gritted teeth, hissed: "Yes, and somethin' that's goin' to
happen."

The astonished group surrounding him pressed closer.
"Yes, we'll show that Casy, the dirty dog! Listen—and I'll tell you some-

thin' that'll make your eyes pop out. You know Casy rhim as shot Jam^s K5ng o*
William? Well—King's dead, and we're goin' ter hang his murderer, and along
with him that feller Cora who killed Marshal Richardson."

His auditors, all uneducated men, were entirely ignorant of past events, and in
no way understood that the old man was living over in his mind the time of
the Vigilance Committee of 1856, and that he believed himself again amicUt th?
dangers and perils of that period. They wondered as to the cause of this unusual
manner of speaking and did not comprehend that it was the hallucination of a
crazed brain.
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"We're goin to hang 'cm both, and I'm to be the executioner There was
, ring* of Pride in his voice "I'm gota' to cut the ropes that hold the platfon,
up an" when I do that.-down they'll go to pcrdiuon.

P He .laddered involuntarily and then seemed to dnve away h.s fear by
scorn. "Mcblc you don't know how it ail happened. Well,-111 tell you, but I
can't stav long." - .,

He 'seated himself, and then proceeded to give an exact acount off the^cir-
cumstances leading up to the formation of the Vigilance Committee of 1856 and the
execution of the murderers Casy and Cora. Meanwhile the others listened dumb-
founded, for never before had they heard so interesting a tale from the lips of Bill

Whai he had finished, he arose and refusing several offers to drink, turned
toward the door, saying: "Xo, I can't do any drinkin' now. I have to keep my
nerves steady so as to cut those ropes right"

Once out upon the street, the night air chilled him to the bone, and little by
little his chest flattened, his shoulders rounded and his figure bent over.

He mumbled to himself inarticulately and made his way without seeming to
have any destination in view. He was recounting inwardly the history of the
Vigilantes, and, a? if by magic, he finally found himself before the building which
then stood upon the site of the structure where the execution had once taken
place.

A painter's scaffold hung at the side, some distance from the top, and the
building being under construction he easily made his way into it and to a window
from which he could reach the scaffold. He unclasped a knife, and with two or
three strokes severed the cord which held up the scaffold and then, with a cry of
horror, fell forward—down—down—down to the pavement where he was found
the next morning—dead. His memory had reverted forty years.

* To a California Poppy

Golden cup of Hebe,
Flower of the West,

Enchanted wood-nymph maybe
In this glory dressed,

Cy bright sunbeams kissed, by gentlest winds caressed;

Immortal if thou be
By some decree of fate,

Tell me art thou happy,
Content to be and wait

the gods restore thee to thy heavenly state?

BY ELLA I. SOXDUEIM, '04.
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Chief Hoggadi
By Katfaryn Lindsay, *04.

EAUTIFUL!"' Preston Ausford reined in his pony sharply and gazed
enraptured upon the scene stretched below him. In vivid contrast
to the sandy, shrub-covered hillside he had just been climbing, and
to the monotonous gray and sand of the encircling prairie desert, a
wild disorder of pink bloom burst out in patches and zigzag lines from

the delicate gray of the sage whose dainty spikes of feathery yellow blossoms had
not all yet faded. The slant rays of the rising sun were unfolding fresh pink buds
and brightening the opposite hillside, while tall rugged boulders on the summit
behind Preston threw long, light-pierced shadows adown the slope of the hill and
half across the narrow valley. The effect was of something ethereal, like the smile
of Aurora flashed from the dull, leaden heavens, and over it all hung the hush and
fragrance of the early morning.

A single wild plum bush started from the hillslope a few feet away. The
Easterner approached it with wonder. The clusters of exquisite pink flowers were
set on bent and thorny branches of a peculiar rose-gray—the deep rose color of
the wood showing subdued through the silver gray of its transparent bark. A few
tiny, furled, green leaves peeped out between the flowers, suggesting to the
blossoms their short-lived sway.

Preston overlooked the scene from a low, sparsely wooded line of hills of
rock formation. The loose coarse sand had crumbled from bulky and still
crumbling bouiders that rose up at intervals in majestic loneliness—the remnants
of a rain and snow beaten mountain whose crest had long ago been worn down
into the gentle incline of the valley.

This particular ridge curved about in the shape of a horseshoe, and had so
contributed to the contour of the intervening hollow that it seemed to Preston as if
the wilderness of pink and gray below liini haul laxii stayed for a n:on:cnt :n the
act of slipping down through the heads of the ridge and out over the flat plain
beyond.

As the artist's eye dwelt on each effect of light and shade and every tone of
color of the gently sloping valley, he noticed a slender spiral of smoke barely
distinguishable above the dull gray boulders, curling upward from beyond the
opposite head.

Preston frowned—"The camp fire of Sampson's runaways, I suppose. Well—
I was out for pleasure, but I may as well 'round them up/ since I said I would."
And somewhat ill-humoredly he touched his pony's flank and headed him in
the direction of the tell-tale smoke wreath.

Sampson was the superintendent of an Indian reservation off on the tdgt of
the prairie, and as Pre«lon had started out that morning to explore the low
foothills to the eastward he had met Sampson,

"There was a great pow-wow at the wigwam of old Chief Hoggadi last
night, and this morning he is missing. If you should chance to meet him out
there anywhere, just remind him that he is not supposed to wander off at his
pleasure and head him back toward the reservation. Will you?

"Certainly," said Preston, "no trouble at all." But he had not suspected
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then that those distant mounds, low-lined and sandy, could hold so much of beaut)'.

Beside "ivston held a strong sense of disappointment and resentment toward

the \\ rn Indians.
Whi-n he had started for the West, not the least among its fascinations for

him had been the Indians. He had, however, been rudely awakened from his
romantic notions concerning them by studying: them at the reservation. "Inter-
ested in the Indians, are you/* he remembered Sampson had said to him, "Oh,
you'll soon got over that/1' And Sampson was right. There was not a trace of
their former nobility and pride, and Preston even doubted that such traits of the
Indian nature had ever existed outside of the novels written about them—
these lazy, stupid creatures with their quiet, patient movements, who sat in idle
contentment all day in the shade of some scrubby tree, as dwarfed as themselves,
and played cards or slept.

The little necessary exertion, as the gathering of wood and drawing of water,
was done by the mahalies who in this at least were true to time-honored tradition.
In other respects they were worse than the men, and as for being picturesque—
a mental picture presented itself of a waddling, old, pudgy mahaly attired in
the gayest of vivid red calicoes, a vari-d-hued handkerchief tight over her head
and tied in a knot under her chin, half-shading her face, fat and expressionless
except for a settled sullciness in the half-dosed eyes and a disagreeable droop
about the mouth, her coarse black hair trimmed straight across above her eye-
brows, and to complete the costume a. woolen shawl of deep purpL—and
Preston sighed. Romance!

His pony snorted, and the rider glanced up to find old Hoggadi, himself, only
a few rods- away at the base of a great, over-hanging boulder. The aged figure
\v& erect, the lace twitching with emotion, thin, full nostrils distended, lips
cu..;ipi\;asc/i 2\v:\ eyes £!:'.u-ri^g. At hi- *ulc ^tood his little son. alert, motionless,
his eyes fixed intently on his father's face. All the old wonder of Cooper's
Indians woke suddenly in Preston, lie slipped from his pony, secured "him to
a sapling, and glided swiftly across the sand to the cover of a boulder within a
few feet of the over-hanging rock. He was sufficiently familiar with the Indian
tongue to follow the trend of the old chieftain's words. There was almost a
sob in the voice.

"But the spirit of the chieftain does not inhabit every member of the tribe—
nor can he acquire that which lies not within him. The fault is not wholly
their's, my son. For ages the Gods of the Pale Face struggled against the War
God of the Indian. While t'.ic War God triumphed we dwelt secure in these
lands, and the spirit of the warrior and the spirit of the Indian were one. But the
1-alse God, Peacelover, who ruled in turn with the God of War conspired against
him. The foreign Gods allied with the traitorous one and the mighty one fell.
Th.cn fell the Indian race. The peoples of the strange Gods swept over our lands
ami now they are the rulers and we but hostages under their guard. We cannot
resist, for our War God lies bound in chains—his moans are borne to his people
on the night wind, and the trees of the forest sob, but his people heed him not.
He lies at the base of a mighty cliff where each soul that enters into the Place
of Rest must pass him by. For every soul that has heeded his cries and fled from
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