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George Bulgin

D E C A L L IN G  the warm, bright memory of 
■ ■^ G eo rg e  Bulgin, we call to mind, too, another 
memory—the sta lw art picture of manhood painted 
by Henry W. Longfellow in “The Village Black
smith.”

Re-reading the familiar poem, we are impressed 
by the striking similarity of character between our 
friend and the man who inspired the immortal 
poet’s pen.

Even though George Bulgin’s physical strength 
was diminished by a stroke of paralysis several 
years before his death, one watching him at his 
work at the anvil and forge could not fail to notice 
“the muscles of his brawmy arm ” and recall the 
l ines:

“His face is like the t a n ;
His brow is wet with honest sweat.

He earns whate’er he can,
And looks the whole world in the face.

For he owes not any man.”

And, again, as Longfellow tells of the children 
watching the smith at his work we remember that 
it was not an unusual sight to find Franklin young
sters, homeward bound from school, lingering 
around George Bulgin’s shop absorbed with inter
est in and admiration for his amazing skill in shap
ing iron and steel to his purpose. The analogy con
tinues :

“He goes on Sunday to the church.
And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and^ preach.
He hears his daughter’s voice.

Singing in the village choir,
And it makes his heart rejoice.

Toiling,—rejoicing,—-sorrowing,
Onward through life he g o e s ;

Each morning sees some task begin. 
Each evening sees it close;

Something attempted, something done. 
Has earned a n ight’s repose.

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend. 
F o r  the lesson thou hast t a u g h t !

Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes must be w rought;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thought.”

t h e  fir st  CHRISTMAS
By B. M. Angel
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or the breaking of dawn, “when 

jocund day stands tiptoe on the 
misty mountain top.” The joyous 
greeting, “A merry Christmas,” like 

a refrain, goes ringing down the 
corridors of time.

I t  is far cry from the gladsome 
tidings of the Nativity at Bethle
hem Ephratha foretold in ancient 
story and the cry of despair from 
the Cross on Golgotha hill. No jub
ilations are heard from the angelic 
host on high; darkness shrouds 
a quaking e a r th ; the world is in 
the throes of a monstrous tragedy. 
The agony, the torture appal the 
stoutest heart. The terror of the 
scene on Calvary is not relieved 
until the evangel of the first Easter 
morning. W e turn and flee from 
the groans on Golgotha to hear 
the rapturous songs a t  Bethlehem. 
No art can make sheer misery de
lectable. W e gladly attune our 
hearing to the music of the spheres, 
but are  shocked by the discord of

IN the long, long ago, while the 
solemn hours of n ight were 

brooding over the hills of ancient 
Judea and the drowsy shepherds 
were keeping their lonesome vigil 
over their flocks, there was herald 
ed an event tha t never ye t was on 
land or sea. T he  glory of the Lord 
shone round the frightened shep
herd  and an angel said, “Be not 
afraid, for I  bring you good tid 
ings of g reat joy which shall be to 
all people, for there  is born  to you 
this day Ln the city of David a 
Savior who is Christ the L o rd ; and 
this shall be a sign unto  you; ye 
shall find a babe w rapped in swad
dling clothes and lying in a m anger.” 

Suddenly the  heavens w ere vocal 
w ith hallelujahs—“Glory to God in 
the highest, peace on earth, good

will to men.” The shepherds went 
to Bethlehem and found as had 
been told to them.

This short and simple story of 
the birth  of the Christ-child and 
his first hour of babyhood has giv
en Christendom its most joyous and 
popular festival and the theme of 
its m ost beautiful hym n:

“Cold on his cradle the drew- 
drops are shining,

Low lies his head with the 
beasts of the s ta l l ;

Shepherds go worship the babe 
in the manger.

M aker and  monarch and savior 
of all.”

This m ost pleasing story has all 
the freshness and charm  of the 
first morning o f  creation, “when 
the morning stars sang together,”

crashing worlds. I t  is th e  beauty, 
the poetic essence of the old story 
that comforts and cheers. “A m erry  
heart doeth good like a medicine.” 
If suffering has conquered its thou 
sands, a love tha t tl iinketh no evil 
has won its tens of  thousands. 
Meditation on the glorious b ir th  
that brought wise m en from  the 
far quarters of the world to show 
er the new-born infant w ith  gold, 
frankincense and myrrh, and s ta r t 
ed the heavens to unw onted ecstacy 
of song such a glorious them e as 
this has more religion than  a th o u 
sand sermons. I t  is too heroic for 
most of us to plant our feet on 
the road to C alvary ; all can go 
merrily with the shepherds down 
to the 'humble cradle a t  B e th le 
hem “where once the angels tro d ” 
and there, as in .a mystic vision, 
find truth, mercy and goodness; 
love, light and life, and listen to 
the lullaby over the babe wrapped 
in swaddling clothes and lying in a 
manger.
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Irvin Cobb remarked 
ing is a job which no hii 
will understand unless d 
by dire necessity. He say 
never writes for fun.

M ost old scribes agre 
hardest part of writing 
started. .If one will sit 
gedly, put a sheet of ps 
typewriter and begin to 
thing, even a letter to 
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T here  are some days, 
when you just can’t writf 
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the words will come.

(C opyright, K. F

LET’S LOOK AT THE 
RECORD!

An ardent young siientist com
pleted a long series of experiments 
only to find tha t the result he 
sought to achieve simply could .not 
be produced. Imagine his mental 
distress when he learned that the 
identical experiments had been car
ried through in another university 
some years before. If he had known 
about this previous attem pt he 
could have saved two year’s 'hard 
work.

He sa id ; “There ought to be a 
careful record of the failures as 
well as the s.uccess in scientific 
research. Some institution should 
maintain a graveyard where young 
scientists could go and find a rec
ord of every research that has 
proved no good.”

If this would be a good thing 
in scicncG it  would, b.6 even more 
useful in business—^and in states
manship. In business we seem to 
learn so little from the past. W e 
go through the same vicious circle 
of optimism, expansion, inflation, 
collapse, depression, and despair.

There is hardly a single detail 
of the economic experience of the 
past seven years that cannot be 
matched in _ the record of every 
description since the industrial s,ys-

tem began. Yet the hum an mind 
refuses dumbly to remember. Each 
fresh burst of prosperity  is hailed 
as a “New Era,” and each bust is 
regarded as something unpreceden t
ed and irreparable.

So with statesmanship. I f  yo,u 
read the history of the R om an 1 ^ -  
peror Diocletian you will learn  tha t 
practically all the m easures of m od 
ern government w ere tr ied  o u t  in 
his day—-with results th a t  are  sad 
to remember.

France tried m ost of them  af te r  
the collapse of the Mississippi B ub 
ble, and English hurried  them  onto 
the statute books w hen th e  South 
Sea company collapsed.

All this informatio,n is in the 
Congressional Library, bu t u n fo r 
tunately our law m akers  seldom 
visit the Library,

They should be compelled to 
spend at least a  day a  m onth  in 
it, and there should be a P e rm a 
nent Committee of Congress called 
“The Committee on Things T h a t  
Sound Good but W o n ’t W o rk ,”

I’LL TELL YOU 
HOW TO W RITE

Emerso,n in his diary  s a y s ; “I 
have heard th a t  the  engineers in 
locomotives grow nervously vigilant 
with every year on the  road, until
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