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COLLEGE SPIRIT vs. I-D O N’T-CAEE 
SPIRIT.

The exercise of college sp ir it  shows i t ­
self in the life of a s tudent body, ju s t  as 
much as the  sp ir it  of a ju s t  pride  in 
o n e ’s repu ta tion  and good"' name shows 
itse lf  in o n e ’s conduct and personal ap ­
pearance. A fte r  all i t  is the  sp irit  in 
one th a t  gives one worth in more ways 
than  one. Physical! ' a man is dead 
when his sp irit  lea \es  him, and i f  left 
unburied in th a t  eoiiduiou long he be­
comes a  menace to society, a  veritable 
stench. Now, i f  the same th ing holds 
true  with reference to  the sp iri t  in the 
sense of college sp irit, i. e., appreciation 
of, love for, in terest in th e  institution, 
the member of the college who has no 
college sp ii it  is really a body of death 
th a t  the  live m'smbership of the in s titu ­
tion has to drag  round with it, and  for 
the  good of the colleg'e sp iri t  among oth ­
ers such a body of death  ought to be pu t 
away, either buried or cremated, so to 
speak.

How to increase college spirit  is a 
pertinen t question, and one w orthy  of 
■our sane and most deliberate considera­
tion. W e m ight i llustra te  the fa c t  of 
th e  importance of considering how to 
improve college sp irit  by likening college 
life to a large mercantile establishment. 
In  this establishment are m any d ep art ­
ments and a num ber o f  ■employees in 
each departm ent. I f  a  general feeling of 
“  I -d o n ’t-care ”  runs through th is large 
establishment the effect of this sp irit  of 
f-arelessness is evident everywhere; dis­
o rd e r  is eV'erywhere, articles of merchan- 
■dise are out of place, dust and d i it  ac­
cumulates, goods a ie  damaged by care­
less handling until the general feeling is 
th a t  i t  is impossible to keep the store in 
neat, s3'stem atie  order. I t  is a store 
among other stoi'es as hard  to run  sys­
tem atically  as R ip  Van W in k le ’s farm  
was worthless and profitless as compared 
w ith  other farms. I t  is college sp irit  
th a t  makes the  student, first of all, have 
respect fo r  himself. I t  was not so much 
respect fo r  the  United S ta tes  Senate as 
fo r himself th a t  made the renowned or­
a tor, Daniel W ebster, appear in his best 
apparel when appearing before th a t  body

a.̂  a speaker. So likewise the respect 
one has fo r  his institu tion  asserts itself 
while he is a member of th a t  institution, 
in his genteel conduct and manly bearing 
esteeming himself w ith  a  ju s t  pride  be­
cause of the  fac t  th a t  he is a  member of 
th e  institution. I f  a  student comes to 
discount the value of his college, let him 
remember th a t  m any a thought-to-be 
worthless fa rm  has been made to astonish 
the neighborhood with its wealth-yield­
ing crops when in the hands of a farm er 
who ju s t ly  appreciated his vocation and 
the  possibilities of the “ worthless lan d .”  
Many a so-called worthless mercantile 
stand  has proven abundant in opportu­
nities fo r profitable trade  in the hands 
of a  m errhan t who takes ju s t  interest in 
his calling. A college is a  farm, a store, 
a foundry  abundant in possibiliities to 
every student who is filled with college 

spirit.

THE W INNING OF WINONA.
By Exodus Keene.

C H A PT ER  V I.—Last Chapter..
The stoi-y of three days in the tree ; 

how Occonough had sta red  death in the 
face, during those awful days and nights, 
w ithout food and w a ter ;  and how the 
old dog had re turned to the  wigwams at 
home, and proved his affection by re­
tu rn ing  to his m aster w ith  his rescuers 
and the b it of venison, I  guessed, was 
the story  which affected the princess 
most. F o r  while Occonough was yet in 
the  m idst of th e  narrative, she called the 
old dog to  her, fbok him into her arms, 
and fondled him tenderly, bath ing  his 
shaggy coat with the tears which fell un ­
bidden from  the copper-colored cheelr?, 
A more pathetic  scene I  have never w it ­
nessed. The dog hero could never know 
why such affection was bestowed upon 
him. C ertainly he had done a  service, 
such as the  M aster would have us do fo r 
Him. I t  was a service of love. The he­
ro never thought of a  reward, need we 
marvel then when we hear th a t  these 
savages said, “ The dog came from  the 
‘Great S p i r i t? ’ ”

W hen a t  last W in o n a’s tea rs  had dried, 
and she was seated before the shimmer­
ing firelight, w ith the old dog snuggling 
close to her, she began to  take some ac­
count of her present circumstances. H er 
Srst thought was about the lateness in 
the  night. The full moon which had ris ­
en, ju s t  as the. sun was sinking in the 
west, had ju s t  passed its  zenith ; the 
t a k s  of love and adventm e liad been 
to ld ; in circumstance if  not in words. 
A nd during  the las t few minutes they 
sa t  there , ne ither of them spoke, they 
sa t  there blinking and th inking long, 
deep thoughts.

I t  was the first evening th a t  the chief 
and the princess had had together in m a­
ny days. The band of braves had di- 
vin^ed the wishes of the  chief, and had 
built a fire fo r  themselves, some distance 
away, and as W inona and Occconough 
built again the wigwam of love, the w ar­
riors fastened the tops o f  some small 
trees together and thatched the slanting 
stocks with limbs which they had brok­
en from  the  pines, and made a tempo­
ra ry  wigwam, to shelter the princess dur­
ing the night. They carefully covered the 
floor of this crude habita tion  with their 
furs, and it was quite ready when W in ­
ona inquiied as to where she should stay.

As the gentle w arm th of the sunlight

stream ed through the doorway of the  lit ­
tle wigwam the next morning, W inona 
opened her eyes, and smiled as i f  she re ­
alized th a t  th is new light and new 
w arm th was bu t a  synonym of the  new 
lovelight which so recently had flooded 

her heart.
A f te r  the p a r ty  had breakfasted , the 

old dog seemed to grow restless again, 
he was not content to rem ain out there 
in the  wild longer. The old f e ’low cir­
cled about the camp, as if  to locate the  
direction fo r  the  homeward journey. He 
then tro tted  over to where the chief and 
princess were seated in the sunlight up ­
on a  log. H e wagged his tail in friendly 
greeting, and turned his eyes toward their 
old home. W inona and Occonough look­
ed a t  each other and understood. The 
chief conveyed the messages to his braves, 
and the old hero led them back to the 
wig^vams of the “ Red W ings .”  W ino­
na told her fa ther, Crow Foot, th a t  she 
left because she could not bear to  see 
some one else have the place which she 
believed rightly  belonged to him. The 
old warrior buried his w rath,W inona re­
lented. The young chief was restored to 
his leadership, and a wedding feast was 
prepared.

The End.

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF WILLIAM  
STANTON.

B ear with me, gentle reader, and I 
will give you a short sketch of^my past 
life. I  first saw the light of day about 
nineteen years ago, or to be exact. May 
1. 1S91. T hat glad da}  ̂ fo r  me came on 
F riday, as in the case of David Copper- 
ti<‘ld, but w hether being born on a F r i ­
day ha* influenced my life  in any way, 
as was conjectured by the sage women 
concerning Copperfleld, I  cannot say.

The home of my b ir th  was s ituated  on 
a  small farm , near the  rolling waves of
the  A tlantic, in the  couunty of 0 ------ ,
N orth  Carolina. H ere  the summers and 
w inters were spent until I  was sixteen 
years old. There is nothing of ex traor­
d inary  in terest in these years. M y life 
on tĥ e fa rm  was the yearly  routine of 
most country boys. I t  consisted of work 
on tlie fa rm  fo r  eight months of the  year. 
The o ther fou r  months were usually 
spent in a ttending a “ back woods”  
school. My fond^est memories are of my 
school life, which had its  beginning when 
I  was about nine years old. I  remember 
d istinctly  my first day in school and the 
impression it mad^e on me. I  had to s ta r t  
a t  the foot of my class, as all beginners 
usually do, th a t  is— to learn the A, B, 
C ’s, but th is task  was soon accomplished. 
My idea of school work then was to 
excel my schoolmates in learning and to 
lead my classes.

Although I  had the opportunity  of a t ­
tending school fo r  a very limited period 
each year, I  usually made my spare mo­
m ents count. These were spent mostly 
in reading, a  habit which I  early con­
trac ted  and to which I  owe much. Year 
by year, day in and day out, as oppor­
tun ity  afforded, I  continued to  attend 
this little  school. A nd I gradually  rose 
higher in school until I  stood a t the head 
of my classes (probably because I  had 
no class m ates). But this was not enough 
fo r  me. I  had begun to  yearn fo r  a 
higher intellectual tra in ing  than  the  ele­
m entary  school could give. How to ac­
quire th is now became a question with
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me. F a th e r  was not able, financially, to 
send me to the  higher schools o f  the State, 
and, besides, m other was opposed to my 

leaving home.
However, a f te r  much persuading and 

begging, on m y p a r t ,  i t  was decided that 
I  should a tten d  the Graded School at
J  , not very  f a r  from  m y home, for
a short time. This was the beginning of 
a  new life  fo r  me. I t  seemed that a 
long cherished hope was about to be re­
alized. W ould I  spend my time well and 
m ake the  most of my opportun ity?  Thus, 
on Jan . G, 1908, I  began my school ca­
reer away from  home. I t  had been ar­
ranged th a t  I  should s tay  in th» village 
from Monday morning un til F r iday  af­
ternoon ;and as I  had never spent any 
considerable length of time before from 
home, I  felt, perhaps, as the young bir.l 
does when it fii-st flies from  its  feathery 
nest to seek its w ay th rough  the world.

But w hatever t im id ity  m ay have arisen 
in me was soon abated. I  found in the 
students of the  school a  congenial set 
of boys and git Is, and in the teacher, 
Prof. M. II. Yol, a  g raduate  of one of 
our leading colleges and a most excellent 
man, a close and in tim ate  f iiend.

I  soon learned the ways o f  the school 
and got settled down to work. I  learned 
much in books du iin g  th is  school, but I 
did more. I  soon came to have a liking 
fo r  the f a ir  sex of the  school, and for 
one blithesome m aiden in particular. I 
can still see in a vision, as i t  were, the 
beautifu l form, the dark  hair, black 
eyes, and rosy cheeks o f  Agnes Parks 
who soon held me spellbound with her 
sunny smiles and silvery voice. So pleas­
an t was my school work in d  so charinine 
my association w ith  Miss .tgnes th a t  be­
fore I  had dreamed how p  lickly the days 
were fleeting by, comaiencement was 
draw ing near. F rom  a novice I  had de­
veloped into one of the  first members of 
m y class; but there  was one thing in 
which the boys could excel me,—in de- 
elaiminia'. A rrangem ents had been made 
to have a declamation contest on com­
mencement day ; and I  happened to be 
one o f  the contestants. I  selected my 
declamation— “ A T ribu te  to Washing­
to n ” — and had memorized it  long before 
commencement came. Toward the last 
of school my daily thoughts  and nightly 
dreams were of w inning the declamation 
prize. I  spent hour a f te r  hour in my 
room, on the highway, in the  swamps, at 
work on my recitation , try ing  to get it 
perfect. The day came fo r the contest.

It’s good Work that C ounts.
See i f  the
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