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@ Vale Atque Salve |®@

regret, It ig the goal that has lain before us throughout the three a-nd"
half years of cur high school course, and its attainment is marked - wl
pride. The great, broad world lies alluringly befare us—arld ye.t w

linger on the ‘hreshold. There is a sadness of farewell.

The farev\_fell to school and its associations is fraught with sentimer

peculiarly its own. It is “Farewell” in the sense of breaking intimate tiéa, and"'y

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

into the worid beyond and unconsciously will shape our actlons there.

of study. it is the charm that marks the bond between teacher and student, and
full significance is aPP_reciaf‘.ed only by the graduate who looks back” thirough vis

that of friendship, It is a silcnt help that flowg from the lntemoursc of the clasa ro

toward higher ideals and a nobler standard. .Each. classmate has in. aeme way b

thus of service to his fellow student, and by devotion to the ideals gained at school
may <ontinue to brighten and strengthen the Iweb with which we come in contact
the greater school heyond this thresho[d.
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ofe | Class Poew: sfe

The glory of the Class of Naughty Four

| 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 | may sing her prais_e.

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 an-y class go forth on life's broad sea

In strength or valor to compare with thee,

Loved cizss and Lowell's pride! Ag one bright star
In Heaven's clear blue with steady fire by far
Outshines her lesser sisters, and gives light

Tao évery weary traveler through the night,

$o theu, 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 rnay thou too, forever be a guide

For other classes passing throuqh the sea

Of learning; may they trustmg follow thee, .

Who triumphed o’er each secret lurking foe.

Thy path, so often choked with pa"in and woe

18 clear and smooth at last; at hand the coal.

This graduation issue now doth toll -

The solemn death-knell of thy High School life.
Yet some will study more before the strife

Of battle; some will wilk through college halls,
Rememb'ring. still their life_in Lowell’'s walls;

And others, in thelr barks 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 eeldom gladness comes without alloy!

So now once move we look upon the place

Of pleasant memories; each familiar face

Is doubly dear when thoughts of garting come;
And turning yet once more, we lzave the home

Of happiness and duty. Hark! the knell!

"Tis finished—now, dear Lowell High, farewe!(!

CONSTANCE M. DEWEY, "04.
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r/Vm Landvis

f:inctiess in rendering, - Kind, frank, buovant spirit,
l.I.I' helngm\-en) ; P R honest}'.

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

«77‘1&;5! Banwit

Ambitious, assertive, tact, ardor.

i Gt

Assertive, generous, affectionate,
wit.

Conventional, sanguine, want of
originality, affectionate.




THE LOWELL

CLASS QOF '04

W ‘8.'2’“’7
(onventional, kind, spiritual,
pride, affection.

§ g Limogy

Frankness, orderly, artistic,
sensitive, original.

A oade TR

Sensitive, sanguinc, kindness.. o

(9ittidaa. £ QhLLanIs

Diplomacy, economy, culture,
concentration.

Bl Y fr%j,wa'w‘}u

Honesty, ambition, constancy, /3
pride.




THE LOWELL >

CLASS OF ‘04

_<,¢M.4 Y Al

~piritual, . -
Book-worm, brief, artistic,

eccentrie, diplomacy, elegance.

e Mﬁ.

irtistie,
Energy, firmness, frankness.

oo P ey - A

Conventional, artistic, pride, N
energy. ! 1

|

Yo £ Drerer.

Lucidity, affection, frankness.

Thvemee S X addmod

onstaney, Forceful, obstinate, original.
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Aspiration, firmuess, simplicity.

“.(m‘aﬂ-vr"‘-“‘

Simphicity, gentleness, progress-
ive, frankness.

Simplicity, honesty,
sensitiveness.

fﬁjwm

Affection, sincerity, kindness,
conventionality.

s ESompifoy

Eccentric, assertive, artistic,
rapid in action, literary.
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(lion & (bt

supplicity.,
Artistie, pride, order.

Determination, scnsitiveness,
ambition, sircerity, economy,

. progress-

tﬁ/‘w-'./ {E) W‘) _ A

Combativeness, determination, N
stubbornness.

idness . ) .
d ' Psractical, non-assertive, sincere.
‘ 8
3 et W alters
tistie, Simplicity, frankness, affection,
V. sensitiveness, modesty.
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Ostentatious, vanity, aspiration
progressive, boldness. '

Active mind, egotism,
decorative.

Simplicity, sensitiveness, -
vivacity. o

Ardor, stubborn, carelessness,
generous, active mind. o

Generostity, pride, sincere.
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Simplicity, carelessness, econ-
omy, affection,

aspiration,

Simplicity, sensitive.

: Judgment, precision, frankness, '-
order, practicality.

Practical, sincere, assertive,

ssness, pride.

Mo B Harrcam

Ardor, forceful, aggressive,
studious, analytical, diplomacy.
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Ardor, judgment, haughtiness,
holdness. '

ﬂﬂmfé/é’{fw

Sensitive, artistic, spiritual,
generosity, frankness.

Eccentric, economy,

extreme sensitiveness, vanity,
annlytical character.

Decorative, sensitive. economy,
pride, analytical mind. =~

01 g

Forceful, obstinat., délibera{e'-,-‘
frank. '
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CLASS OF '04

W0,

chtiness .
’ Eccentric, stubbornness,

vivacity, carelessness.

_ QUbert £ Lapachil.
Fitual,
Artistie, frank, pride, tact,
orderly, sensitiveness.

Not supersensitive, boldness,
carelessness, kind.

Evanity, .

Qlhol S Fuchommaer
Firm, stubborn, forceful, none
too sensitive.

P F Weborals

Honesty, decorative, kind-
hearted, ambitious.

1berate,
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Active, progressive, terseness;
order, economy. .

okt Urnif

Caution, extravagance,
willfulness, haughtiness. - - -

Ability, sensitive, affectionate.

Phlegmatic temperament, quick
in action, easily influenced,
tenderness.

Sensitive, simple, sincere.
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H. Geen.

Boldness, firmness, originality.

Ny

J
Active temperament, ardor,
assertive, stubborn, frank.

=
o

Decorative, very eccentric.
‘vanity, combative.

P

b

c..'Z.

s |

Stubbornness, combativeness,
egotism, buldness, assertive,
ambitious.

Simphcty, assertive. lueid
mind. progressive.
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Decorative, obstinate,
exaggeration, forceful.

Frankness, pride, progressive.

Il ), dulliio

Simplicity, sincere, modesty. .

CEY ok,

* Artistic, energetic, taste for
color, generosity. N

ACd KM X

Artistic, assertive, matter-of-
fact, courts simplicity, frank
progressive. ]
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By Felbix T. Smith, '04 _

HE class of 'o4 is a peculiar class. It has the honor to be the ofﬂy class
to have gone through Lowell in three years and a half. W 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.

Lvery 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. 8. ‘o4 is “it,” and there never was and never will be another Eke it.

The history of the class begins in December of the vear 1go0. 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 cvery 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 emmlnatlons, many dropped out
of the struggle ertirely or reverted to a lower grade. i

As a result of this struggie several fine species have - 'ﬁen developed.: First
comes the track species. This variety (under the special ¢ =+ of the faculty for
this last yvear), has been very well cultivated. They say i hundr ed-yard man

runs so fast that, by the wind rubbing past him in a race, enough hot air is gen-

erated to carry him through a dozen English recitations, and our “antique miler”
has to wear a special kind of g! asses so that he can see far enough hehind to ﬁnd
his competitors.

Then there is the Debating species, fine examples of which are the Presidents
of the society for the last two terrns. When our ““California Debater” gets up
to “spiel” the seniors forget to sneer, thé 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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Ancther weil marked species is that known as Lowell office fiends.
friend, the Editor, is the worst of these. Althongh he bas not-vet written:
editorial on the “Presidential Campaign,” it is rumored that he has opinions; af
in all probability we shall iear them before long. The Business Manager
deserves mention ; although not the giant of the school he has succeede
" we have heard so much about for the

getting the “money, noney, money

six months. ' _
. Then there are the financiers. Whenever 2 meniber of the senior class

“P. K. coming he puts his hands deep down in his pockets and has to' go hom
in a hurry. All the little scrubbics, on the other band, dodge “Georgms T
seniors have already given up payving athletic dues.

And is it necessary to sing the praises of our manager? His success in Inm
ning football, dances, minstrel shows, has been acknowledged by the whole sch

. Besides the Smiths and the Joneses, and the many yet- unclassified ther
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 o
Alilton to do justice to them. No one who has not attended the saine recitation, wi
thiemt can have any idea of their abilities. Their names wnl_l_ be spoken with w
pered awe by the faculty as long as the principal’s cfiice is inhabited.
And then the g;r]s' In.sulc.s bemg the l)l'ett.t.bt that have ever graced

to appoint a guard over them, to keep the other teachers from throwing thém g
the window; and then the fighting and plotting to get possession of - the
microscopes.  Those were stirring times indeed. ; s

And we must not forget the sturdy little band of Greeks, which; small en
at the first, has now dwindled down to four. Under the careful guidan
Alr. Nourse, they have fought their way through the Iliad, and conqucred that.
general, Xenophon.  They now stand as the champions of thc Greek lang
and civilization against the rest of the school, o

The class of ‘o4 has made a reputation in a social line as well as othe_
For two years some of the more enthusiasic members have carried on a setd
of dances, and this is a thi g to hoast of, for it shows that we must be ve
fine, if the company of each other for five days of the week is not enough
W must meet some evening as well,

- But, seriously, it has always struck me that every collection of peprIe has3
certain gemus or governing aplI’lt that is characteristic, and shows itself i J
its activities. Now the genius of the class of '04 is organization. Take .thé
_ .Athletic Association as an example. Since it has come under ° 04 managemetty
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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 2 few workers, and we must thank them
heartily for their success. Dut we hope we do not detract from them when we
say that there have always been workers, and vet they have not always had this
success ; that the success is owing to the fact that the work has been properiy
diviled among the workers, with the right man in the right place. And this
1= the ‘oy spirit of organization again. This spirit can ever be scen in the ath-
letics, tn 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 vou've got such a genius for organi-
zation, what was the matter with the way you organized vour class the first time?
Something went wrong and yvour bad to do it all over again.”

But 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,
atd then we were so in the habit that we tried to organize the class of ’o3.
That has been our only failure. Here is how it happened. :

You sce 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 thev got foolish—
accidents will happen. you know—and began to vote for their own officers.
Owr fellows outvoted them all right. but when the votes were counted there were
totnd to be over a hundred and forty cast. That iooked bad, so the clection was
declared off : we learn, however, that at another mecting they had better sense,

We have heen 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

o & rechation in order not to hother the teacher, 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,

That reminds me I wanted to tell vou about the telegraph. In getting out the
Febriary issne the Editor needed news from the front. So he set up his line
irom the office to the laboratory and learned the Morse code,”and was getting

along famously.  But when the girls were gcttiag out their edition they learned

the code, aad one day they got the poor feflow at the other end, pretending they
were the manager. Of course he poured out his heart, and ‘told his opinion of

every girl on the staff. When he found out abeut it. later, he took the insirument.

dwn, 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
onldy writen to fill 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 areund
him, to think what effect the four vears have had upon him. One wonders if he
was ever as short and had as high a voice as the scrubbics. Indeed the pupils are
growing vounger, while the building grows older every year. If the walls could
tudk. what tales could they not teli?

\We are sorry to leave. We linger in parting. At last we turn away with
a sigh, and a soft place m our hearts for whatever comes from Lowell. With
head erect, eves 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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LELAND S5TANFORD JUNIOR UNIVERSITY

Office of the President Sienford University, Cal., May 13, 19
You will go 1o college, for better or for wor
Wnere shall you go? The enswer 10 this 18 simple
Get the begt you can. You have but one chance fo
a college education, and you ecannot afford to
waste that chance on 2 ihird-rate or fourth-rate
school . o e
There 18 but one thing that ¢an make a collegeZR
sitrong and useful, and that 1s & stitrong and earnesfl
faculty. All other matters without this are of 33
less than no importance. Buildings, depariments),
museums, coursea, libraries, catalogues, names,

numbers, rules, and regulations do not make a 3 1

university. It is the men who teach. ©Go where ti
masters are, in whatever department you wish to.
s tudy. -

Look over this matter earefully; for 1t ig
important. Go for your education to that school
in whatever State or country, under whatever nams
control, whieh will serve your purposes best;
which will give you the best returns for the mone)
you are able to spsnd. Do not stop with the midad’
men. Go (o the men who know; the men who can leadl
you beyond the primary details to ths thoughts
and researches which are the work of the seholars

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 gelf
registering phonograph to put black marks after
names of lazy boys. He should be a source of - °
inspiration,; leading the student in his departm
to the farthest limits of what is already known
ineiting him to make exeursions in the greater
realms of the unknown. A great teacher never fa

Lo leave a greal mark on every youth with whom he
comes in contact. -

Let the school do for you what it ean; and whe
you have entered upon the serious duties of lifes,
let your own work and your own influence in the .
ecommunity be ever the strongest plea that can be.
urged in behalf of higher education. g

- /\5
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As Told on the Mesas

By Antoinette Crawford, "05

N a nny island far off over the Eastern sea livid 2 maiden who had
grown up with no companion but the wind. Yet he was a good
companion. for all his loneliness, though given to long journevs
over the sea, now to the East, now to the West, now to the South.

It was in the West that he staved longest, in the land of the cvening,
where the sea was aiways gentle, its glassy bosom heaving in lony, deep swells that
reflected the golden glory of sunset and its crimson after-glow. that mirrored the
moon and the great throbbing stars, and broke into a scething mass of pearl and
cinerald on the shimmering sand.

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

There were uo trees on the island, so there was no weod 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 jovs of a land where the
sen 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 thc sca in
spring time, brown as kelp in the autumn,

But it was no use tryving to be content alone on 3 tiny island with no roof over-
hiead but the dull, staring skv, no bed but the tough salty grass, and noting
in sight Dut the desert of gray water that cast itself with a du’l thud on the little
streich of beach.

O one occasion the Wind was gone so long that the Maiden began to
fear lest hie aever return, and she be left without even the stories of the coveted
lanel.  1n his absence she lived as usuval, rising with sun and swimming with
strong, even strokes far out bevond the surf line. Here she wouid rest. floating
quictly about until some unwary fish, should come within diving distance. Then
with her prize, she would turn {andward, partly drifting, partly swimming. and
when land was reached. she breakfasted, eating her fish as other wild taings cat.
During the day. she braided mats or garments for herself of the salt grass.

One evening while sporting in the minonlight among the breakers she felt
the Wind's kiss upon her brow, (tickly she reached the shore and throwing
herself upon the sand, cried:

“What have vou scen, O Wind?”

“Aore than ¢ever hefore. [ have lived among the people of the Western
fand. 1 have seen their houses, their children. [ know their life.”

“0), tell me of it?”

And when the Wind had finished his tale of this latest journey, tears stood
in the Maiden's cyes.

z?”’ E



_shine and the gentle sea. . But the man asked:
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' - . : i ; Sid that he gave her and¥
" ivhed. “or the strength to swim, If you told the acorn :
“If 1 had onlv a boat!” she s1glu.d. g | her give it its first spr mklmg .
hem of me.” . o 1 me:
- “No,” said the Wind. a trifie sadly; “no, little one! All who go to the To mlgrolwdi 'W:JL :Elst
o Jone, each in his own boat. Listen! [ met one who my home. Each day y
Western land must go alo and fewer cach day you must wea&c_._t__o

' Vind's voice,
There are few who lear the ¥ . av
it and loves it, and we are f"lend aconn has grown to be'a young

lighter ones’ and the tw:gs,

could speak’ with mc.
still who can understand it, but he knows

Perhaps—" . take for a sail the mat woven of§
‘I’crlmm“ faltered the Maiden. But the Wind had gone. For the last time, the icacl
After this, e Maiden neither rose with the sun, nor dove mtcrhﬁ&li'less not, sprang ashore. The 1\fImclen 5

~wove mats of grass. Ali day she sat on the beach, her eyes fixed on the 1or1zon, the years, perhaps—before the.

fier hands idle in her lap. The splashing sca crept higher, higher, and she ;g8 enough to bind into a raft, In

stirred not ; the stretch of sand between her and the water grew wider, wider, and ness and joy in life; in the i

still she gazed westward, Silent and motionless as a stone she sat, lost in Her

Wind. - In the eyes lay the: shac
dream of the far-off land and the sca with glassy bosom reflecting the stars.

a knowledge of life—in- the yolt

One night she fell asleep. The moon rose and passed the zenith; the stars His stay was hnef He
brightened and paled; in the cast a narrow rift of pearl forced apart the gray planted the acorn,
clonds. The rift widened; here and there the clouds were stained w1th the Wind, E F:
crimson; in the west the last white star winked itself out. As the ;lsmg sun Each day’ the Mal en wa'
“'shot his first glad ray glinting over the waters, the Maiden awoke. FHer e‘\:,j_les with ler tears this with spring
opened sleepily and swept the horizon from under heavy lashes, . o : one which the Wmd had- tand

The next mcirncm she was all alert. The Wind was coming back., In the chs- was very frail. _
tance she could see the rippies twinkling where his light feet trod. The Wind di Finally the time came _v

“not come alone this time. At the moment when he reached the island a“boat’s for it had been well tendf.d at '
keel grated o the pebbles. It was a beautiful boat—shell-like in outline, with building of the raft was" -".
. sailsof purple and gold that its master carefully furled while the W'md lecl ] bruised ‘so badly that:
‘waiting Maiden dowa to the water's cdge. too, was ﬂ‘ﬂd‘f at IaSt__;th
He of -the boat was tall and strong, and beaatiful with the v1gorous beauty on the floor of the raft.;
of youth. In the talm eyes the girl saw naught but kindness and a joy in 11f 3 with a blossom of deepf‘ A
that: she. had not yet known. She ceased to tremble. Her hand went out | it with the folds of her:gown. _
friendly greeting. Then she spread a grass mat for tiim and brought hlm berries At sunrise‘the Wmd tay
..and-fsh,  Patiently she waited .until he had finished, then motmnmg “him tightly beside it over 1_:h :
“follow led the way to a spring of pure water. When he thanked Her she kne him. Neither he nor the Ma
 his meaning, not tht' words, - : _ too full of the j joy of, a.ttail me
~ “Speak as the Wind Sbeaks she murmured timidly. “I kno'w not the tonéi the sea to molten gold her‘
of the West.” ' N down the vhttermg path .
Se he spoke as the Wind speaks, and without fear the maiden told him of fike boat, w1th saﬂs Of p urpl 1

hér desiretn visit. lhe fand of purple momntains and green hills, of golden sun—

{ 7 .
“What have you to bring there? For none may come eimpty handed. Where

is your boat? * You have no space cleared 1o plant a trec, not even to plant an
acorn. . Why are. you idle? G, now i lear up grass to make mats; tear. it ottt
by the roots and when I return at dawn, be readyt”

... All-night the Maiden worked, te
it, carefulv cleaned, to be ready
mats” When the boat's keel

aring up the grass by the roots and piling
for weaving, Tor had he ' mab




i liand went

rought him
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the acorn that he gave her and imbed it in the moist brown carth. te helped
her give it its first sprinkling of pure spring water, saying:

“To-morrow I will come again. The Wind will then guide me hack to
my home.  Each day you must see that this spot where the acorn lies is never dry;

each day vou must weave together the fungest, finest grasses. And when the

acorn has grown to be a yvoung oak bind together its heavier branches with the
lighter ones and the twigs, filling in the spaces with lcaves and grass. Then
take for a sail the mat woven of strong, fine grass and tell the Wind you are ready.”

IFor the last time the keecl grated the pebbly beach and he from the West
sprang ashore. The Maiden’s hicart sank when she thought nf the weary monthis——
the years, perhaps—before the little acorn would be an oak with branches strong
enough to bind into 2 raft.  In the gray eves she had learied to see more than kind-
ness and joy in life: in the Jow voice to hear more than the language of the
Wid, 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 cheerv 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 daiden cherished it tenderly, for it
was very frail, ' ‘

Finally the time came when the acorn was a young oak—not so long ecither,
for it 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 siim hands were often
bruised so badly that for whole days at a time she could do nothing. DBut it,
too, was ready at last, the sail of grass was rigged in place and an extra mat placed
on the floor of the raft. Then crefully 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 evenmg sped a shell-
like boat, with sails of purple and gold.
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1 wandered pensive down a Jonely trail,

The day was fair—a deep peace held the land,
Flooded in sunshine iay 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 [, a dismal part

Of dismal world, should walk congenial there.

For all the gladuess 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 fern-rimmed pool,
And watched, with listless eyes, the darting trout ;
And in the reeds, beyond the shadows cool,

‘Saw gauzy dragon flies dart in andl 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 nnely longings taught,
\ living hope fer every groping mind;
Love, svmpathy, comipanionship, it brought.

I turned and waiked ""ado'wn 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 slxmsmed ahove the pooi.
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Dobbs Ru_n Down

By Evelyn L. Doughty, '04

OBES 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 quict

resort where he could bury himself for a month with the least incon-
venicnce.  ** But hang it all,” Dobbs thought to himself, walking away from the
doctor’s office as fast as possible, “What do I know of heaith resorts? Stowing
invalids away in soft corners hasn’t been exactly my hobby.”

This was certainly true, for during the five years following his graduvation
from college he had worked incessantly at his profession. He never had been
remarkably robust, and imminent danger of a nervous co]lapse was only tie 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
upsetling him.

“Hello there,” said Bates, with 2 laugh, kecping his equilibrinm with difficulty.
“A trifle strenuous this marning, but Ifh‘. glad to see you any way, old chap. Still
digging away at your old Jaw?” 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 h:l]s——compan y detailed me to advertise it. I'll get you 2
ticket or my way down town and wire for a room—how’ll that do —al) rnght—
get word to you in a couple of hours—so long, old chap, glad to have seen vou,’
and the voluble summer resort advertiser flung hlmse[t 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 sotnecone give him a queer look in passing. That made him recollect
wlere 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 valiey,
and far up cn the wooded side of the hill in back of the general merchandise
store he could sce 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
drawve 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 1 mwgnr»-
ating air heavily scented with the odor of pine trees.
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As they went up the drive-way Dobbs could descry maidens in ﬂuff‘y Ig'cm;ns
and carryving ﬂuff ¥ [mracnls moving about under the trvt‘:- He starte:l vioiently:
““The dickens ! he whispered fiercely ander hie breath, “Sununer girls!

The man drew up his horse at the hizching step in front of the vera.nda 5
and Dobbs was periectly ronscious that there were about ¢ight more fluffily gowned

idens on the porch,

mmdl‘;:;;;:: :t:arglflcd np the steps with a stately tread and into the office, Iookmg ive B
neither 1o right nor laft, but as he disappeared in the doorway he heard in a ! ; smmcred DO) S’;
rapturons whisper, ‘Girls! A man!!” followed by giggles in varying tones of L P wkward posttwn he: ha |
50prano and contralto laughter, . Tt & % ha\fe Suggebt L_at

Dobbs registered and was shown to his room. ~Then he took time to adnure ‘;

the view from his window and remeve the traces of his journey from his apparel.
Then the man who had showed him to his room said that luncheon was served s f
so he went down-stairs again. not without some trepidation, to be sure, at the 2
~ thought of all those hundles of irivolity he had seen. :

He took his place alone at & little table and finished the first course beforc %
venturing to cast even one glance at. the otiter occupants of the dining room
Then he Lardt“h looked up.

Great Scott! Not another man in sight!t In direct antithesis to Dobbs _
down-cast lids of a minute ago his eyes were now round with wonder ‘and terror.
The girls, grouped in fours and fives around fittle tables, taiked znd laughed in 73}
low tones, occasionally directing furtive glances at the lone man.

“Undoubtedty thev're tatking of me,” groaned Dobbs, and all the stories he
had ever heard or read of wily, innocent looking summer girls went surgmg* '
through his head in a wild race of follow the leader. “Well, they won't catch’

" he thonght putting on his most lawver-like expression.  “T’'m here and I

gucss I'fl stay. The doctor said T was to rest for a month. I'll stay and make
believe there's not a girl within fifty miles of this place.” '

After tunclieon he went out on a small exploring tour and enJO)ed a smoke._-
None of the enemy were in sight when he went out but on coming 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, everv:
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::
Some merely played idly with fans. One, especially stunning, seatcd on the
center, of the top step was evidently reading.

Dobbs contemplated this from behind a tree 2 short distance away. Suddenl}'

a petite little creature on a lower step seemed to speak rapidly to the reader.:
Not one glanced in Dobhs' direction but every girl changed her position for one
=t1 fistle nore artlessiy 511‘nple and the reader, raising her voice. read in theatncal

QUCS e’ - '
"Suzanne stond guzing at the slowly sinking sun. ‘Ah

- urmured, “comie to me, come to me, 1 cannot live without thee."”

. Dobbs launchied ane santemptious glance at them and fled. But hc c01.1'1;i not -+
e 5o fast that he failed to hear peats and poals of girlish }aughter

my love, she .




dont of the:

101'& ﬁum

6.5 J-

‘hu‘.

THE LOWELL | 29

No, he heard it plainty and he blushed a élecp mahogany color as the thought

- oceurred to him. “Could they have seen me?”

® o " & *® # # % # * ® * * * *

The French proprictor of the hotel stepped up to Dobbs as he stood on the
'piarza looking down on the little village below.

\lousmur ze ladies are in ze drawing-room. Ees eect not fit zat I present
you > " '
“Th-thanks™ stammered Dobbs, well no, T don’t think it necessary,” remem-

bering the awkward position he had occupied carlier 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 mtroduced to the \&hole
bunch?”
ey

Most people consider :t one. grand pla:su‘. '\'Ionsicur might appear un peu
cempolite if he do not consent when ze ladies have suggest.”

Dobbs was being slowly but surcly piloted to the dramug—room. The nearer
he got the more his knees trembled. e felt a cold wave pass over his bod_v
The truth is he had a bad case of panic.

“Ladics, aliow me.”” the Frenchman was saying, “I have ze extreme plaisir

to present Monsieur Dobbs.”

The ladies smiled cor(halh" 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, T am sure zat monsieur will be most- delightfully. entertained in ze com-
pany of such r-r-remarkable beauty,” rolling his r's in his most elegant manner.

s Laclies, T ivave Monsicur Dobbs in your charge.” He withdrew.
“Ha-ha!” said Dobbs. It really wasn't a Jaugh. “Awfuliy good of you to

take ne in, in this way. Denced hard being the only man at a summer resort;
vou can imagine.” Then realizing with horror what he had said, he gav.p'ed
Jut T have a pressing engagement down in the village. TrUst you'll excuse me.

‘aud he hurriedly made his escape.

For the sccond time that day Dobbs fled. And the silvery laughter that
followed in his wake was really very pardonable when one thinks that the young
ladics had been absolutely silent for two minutes and a half. They simply had to
give vem to their feclings in some fashion after so momentous a happening. And,
by the way, they all had excellent senses of hanor,

¥ % % * % P % ¥ % * is

Dobbs was feeling blue. TFor two days he had been at this awful resort
where 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 invired to accompany them on their walks, which he always politely

but firmly declined.  Each gir] in turn gave him points on the best place to swing
his hanvnock. 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 _\'oung ladyv with an ungodly gleam in her preity eyes remarking.
“Yes, I hear it's quite the latest for young men to embroider sofa cushions.”
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1 and his ill emper increased. Suddenly- .

Dobbs revalved these things in his ming .
i y eway whither the young ladies had ?

he heard voices coming from down the driv

all departed three-quarters of an hour betore. . . 5
“Pack again!” he nruttered ferocionsly and immediately became very much |

engrrossed in a ook, and read, read, at a furious rate of speed, till someone sprang.
up the piazza steps; a firm decisive tread it was, and Dobbs jumped to his feet as :
ke realized there was another man & the premiscs. ) I . .
_“Dick Hilton!" lie shouted after one swift glance, in which time he recognized _ . el
an old coliege pal.  In a jifly the two men were gripping one another's hands in a : L
hearty clasp. _ o rE L
- : 7 cald . To. at. heat of noogs
“1 coukd almost weep tears of joy upon your neck, you old‘_.‘du{fer, said - . T;jf:here, ciisconcedl
. T R s PUP TR . o And 10€rEy 312
" Dobbs, immediately in a happy meod. “T've been the only man in’an old maid's g 7 goseeab cooklet, ippl

paradisc for two days. Dut now "ve got you to suffer with me and things will - g Haste § fantastic gl
be changed.” E . - 'I"ré_'l__lﬂeg'_I.\the-".d?:rkli{lg :
“Suffer? - Old maid’s paradise?” Dick gave him a queer look and burst into ': : * While gently yuaffing J%

i, -, vy id. “I'Hl st Hy vou .”' The feathered sinsi.
a laugh. *All right,” he said it stand by you e e s

TJust then one of the young fadies came up on the porch fC‘“C‘W¢d by a young. ' 3 . -And pleasé their:inind )
man, A
“Cih Mr. Dobls,” she said pleasantly, “1 want you to meet my husband, Mr. _'f o
Andrews.” _ L S - “To view at even-fall
. Dobbs was taken aback of course. It really had not occurred to him that 4 - . Rehirning slowly: frg
Suy of the girls might be married. But when in the following five minutes he : * As gentle breezes swaoll
also had the pleasure of mecting Mr. Hyde, Mr. Davies and Mr. Pemberton, in.
each case presented by a smiling wife, Dobbs™ evuntenance took on a look of
consternation. But the husbands kept coming and coming. ' I

Involuntarily Dobbs thought, “Hope to goodness they’re not all married.”

While wrapped vp in his own dilemma he had not even enquired for the *
names of the ladies and had merely taken it for granted that they spelled their . _
© pnames with “MMiss.” - ' S

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

-“Dick,” he cried with a sudden hope, “do-er-do you belong to anyone?” _

“Cert,” was the cheerful reply. The young lady who-had suggested sofa: 3
cushions to,Dobbs appeared in the doorway and his last hope was gone.

%531 Retrospection | 5%
I

"TI'were sweel, indeed, to steal 5 day from Time,

To leap the yawning gulf of aged years
And wander in fond Childirood’s happy clime;

Ta fice this present moil of grief and tears,

This Wintertime of life deep fravght with fears
And five again “neath sunny skies of youth, *

Where naught but jovial merriment appears,
Theee all the world seems glad with faith and truth
And ne'er i= felt the bite of Time's avenging tooth.
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1I.
When flush of Spring is on the land, to rise
And watch once more the sun begin his flight
In west'ring course across the azure skies,
Shedding the while his sparkling shafts of light;
To sce the dainty violets, left and right,
Drink in g0 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 Joveliness and fade their airy hue

L.

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 sui-kissed glades,
While gently quaffing waters at its brim,
The feathered singing birds, like litile 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 siowly 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,
8o solemn sounding in its minor key, -
When in the sky 1he 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 drean,
- That those would be our joys foreverinore!

Then, our Desires sailed on a silver stream

‘And, glid bencath 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 bruad and reaching in its wide expanse,
Uniting with firm ties that will dare yield
To no Corruptar's evil, wasting lance
Till we are come within our Maker's glance,
The plensant days long gone and this drca;' 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. Abbon, ‘04,
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© By David Livingston Levy, ‘04

11E Uity of =i Francison was all in tmmult and confusion. 1t was
the newm oy of e twenty -second of Mav. in the year 1856, and
mret, women and ehildren were flocking irom evervwhere to the
neighboriood o Steckton strect wosee the funeral of James King
of Wi, murdered i ecld Bluod afew days before, by James P
Casy, an es-eonviet and Supervisor of the County through frandulent election.

slowly the cortege wemdel it way tothe fittie Unitarian Church on Stockton
clreet, hetncen sSacrane o and Clas, it apjuearanee seeming to throw those
disturbod spirits looking on inte sofadiomable and inexpressible sadiess.

it after the leng pr':‘r;‘(‘s‘i'ﬁl haed possed by and attendant cirgumstances
wete etter trore bronghit b Bear, mortal passions prompling revenge secured the
vpper band oo the breasts of the mourners and they hastened to the vicinity of
the Beandgearters of the Vigilanee Committee o Sacraniemto street, near Davis,

t view the cnlieination o1 the revelt of the law-abiding citizens of San Francisco
serninst the higlehanded and Liedess faslion in which justce had previously
boen carries M . :

CThere the ~treets were erowded with pople and comparatively few were those
Wi wers fornmate enovizh o sccnre favorable positions from which they could
sateh the provealings.  Fagerly and impatiemiy they awaited the time of
execnition, vach one seensing 1o thirst for the Dlol of the doomed men. '

The vrparatinns were qoite <imple. At the second story window of the
Canding was a platorne, alvast vheee fear inowidih, heled in oo horizontal position
by ropes whic pas<ed st the Teams, where they were fastened, and then over
the o, " o this platiorm the gwn oo peade their appearance. cliciting 2
T o relici from the spectators, Chie was Casy and the other Clisles
Corit wie had murdered Wiilion 110 Richar-dson, a United States Marshal some
tione bucfors '

. .5 I.‘-vir arurs ated fews woere horied, dnd after astirring speeeh by Casy. in which
Beoclanmed dbat bis setion <hotbhl vot e characterized as a mn.r'lcr, ':md hojud
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the Vigilance Commnittee would be forgiven for their act, a white cap was drawn
over the head of each, and at twenty minutes after one o’clock, Wililam 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.

IL

It was in the early “nineties.” An old man, who scemed about eighty-five years
cld, hobbled intoc a so-called “dive” in the worst portion of badly reputed
Pacific street. His appearance was immediately hailed by a chorus of cries .which
arose from the lawless ne’er-do-well habitues of the place.

“Here’s Bill March!”

“Helto, BillY”

“Give us a story, Billl”

It se¢med that the old feliow had a well-known reputation as a raconienr,
and was in the habit of rclling stories of a common-place character, in which there
was always present a vein of bitterness, however foolishly they were told. In fact,

‘fl CC on. At ; Bill, as he was called, was mentally unbalanced and was made fun of wherzsver he
n the year 1 _ i went.  Le lived a sort of hand-to-mouth existence, supporting himself with what-
m ev_erywhe_re' ever he could beg or steal.

But on thits night, to the surprise of his friends, his demeanor was not the
5 before, by} ' same as usual. He did not speak in the lazy, wheezing tone he was wont to use,
'fraudulent elects but his words came sharp and decisive. :
h -Chl.’féh"'-‘_ﬁ--. : “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 wnnklef‘ andg.
sunken features. |

“Yes, I tll )ou somethin' that’s happened and -nrncthm ~that's—gain’'—
ter—happen.”

He secmed about to lapsc into his customary manncr of speaking, his Jast
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 PIl tell you some~
thin’ that’ll make your eyes pop out. You know Casy —him as shot James Kéng o*
William? Well—King's dead, and we're goin’ ter hanig his murderer, and along
with him that feller Cora who killed Marshal Richardson.” _

His auditors, ali 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 Committec of 1856, and that he believed himself again amidst the
dangers and perils of that period. They wondered as to the cause of this unuseal -
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 *em both. and I'm to be the executioner.” There was
a tinge of pride in his voice. “['m goin’ to cut the Topes that hold the platforsa
up. an’ when 1 do that,—down they'll go to perdition.” . )

He shuddered invotuntarily and then seemed to drive away his fear by
scorn.  “Mchle you dea't know how it all happened. Weli,—I'll tell you, but I
car:’t stay iong.”

He seated himself, and then proceeded to give an exact acount of the ar-
cumstances Jeading up to the formation of the Vigilance Committee of 1856 and the
exceution of the murderers Casy and Cora.  Meanwhile the others listened dumb-
founded, for never hefore had they heard so interesting a tale from the Jips of Bill
March.

When hie had finished, he arose and reiusing several offers to drink, turned
toward the doar, saying: “No, I can't do any drinkin’ now. I have to keep my
nerves steady so as to cut those ropes right.”

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

He mumbled to himself inarticutately 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 himsetf before the building which
then stood upon the site of the structure where the execution had once taken
piace.

A painter’s scafiold hung at the side, some distance from the top, and the
building being under constrtiction he casily made his way into it and to a window
from which he could reach the scaffoid. He unclasped a knife, and with two or
three strokes severed the cord which held up the scaffold and then, with a ery of
horror, fel} fnrward—down-—down—down to the pavement where he was fouud
the next morning—-dead. His memory had reverted forty years.

ﬂ To a California Poppy

Golden cup of Hebe,
Fiower of the West,
Enchanted wood-nymph maybe
In this glory dressed,
By bright sunbeams kissed, by gentlest winds caressed;
faanortal if thou be
By some decree of fate,
Tell me art thou happy,
Content to be and wait
Uniii te gods restore thee to thy heavenly state?

By Erra 1. Soxpneiu, ‘o4
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Chief Hoggad

By Kathryn 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
nor all yet faded. The slant rays of the rising sun wcre unfolding fresh pink buds
and brightening the opposite hillside, while tall rugged boulders on the summit
hehind Preston threw long, light-pierced shadows adown the slope of the hiil and
hali across the narrow vallev. 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 hent and thorny branches of a peculiar rose-gray—-the deep rose color of
the woord 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 stilt
crumbling bou.ders that rose vp at intervals in majestic loneliness—the remnants
of a rain and snow beaten mountain whose crest had long ago beer 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 him hiad been staycd for a moment in the
act of slipping down through the heads of the ridge and out over the flat plain
bevond.

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, | 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 edge of
the prairie, and as Preston had started out that moming to explore the low
foothills to the eastward he had met Sampson.

“There was a great pow-wow at thc wigwam of old Chief Hoggadi last
night, and this morning he is missing. If you should chance to mecet him out
there anywhere, just remind him that he is nnt 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







