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THE PINE BRANCH 

(@ut of a QUtar t;ky 

ff .11ltt ANDY, when's youse gwine git dem close back to 
2llCl Mis' White? " 

"I dun 'no 'zackly, but if it don't bese raining, 
I'se gwine take 'em back 'fo' Sadday." 

Mandy and Hannah were very prominent ngures in 
Statenville, a little village huried deep in the woods of South 
Georgia. They did most of the washing for the best fami
lies in this place. 

"Lawd, Hannah, has youse been hearin' 'bout dem 
Jumans lately? My boy Jake says - whut left two months 
ergo - he wrote me a letter and Mis' Jones read it fur me. 
He says dem Jumans is acting just like reg'lar devils - dats 
just whut Mis' Jones read he writ. He says deys de wussest 
in dem yairplanes. Why, says he, dey jist gits in dem yair
planes and flies 'round lack er bird and draps great big 
things on houses dat busts and blows 'em up, killing jist 
piles 0' folks. Jake says he wouldn't bese 'sprised if dey 
don't bese comin' over hyah any time if dey dont stop 'em. 
Fust thing youse know deys libal to come any time, eben 
in de night and drop one 0' dem things on my house er 
yourn and blow us to flinders. I tells you Hannah, I'se 
skeered." 

"De Lawdy! Mandy, whar dat cyah comin' frum? 
It sounds lack it mought he a half dozen. Bless de Lawd! 
Mandy, did youse eber see such a bird? " 

"A bird? Gawd, Hannah, dats one 0' dem yairplanes! 
Oh Lawdy! Lawdy! Its de Jumans! Its de Jumans! 
Dey's comin' jist like I'se 'spectin' since Jake writ. Oh 
Lawd, do stop dat J uman 'fore he draps one 0' dem things 
and it busses and kilts us bofe! Hannah, don't stan' dar 
lack dat, wallin' dem eyes. Can't yo' pray? Can't yo' see 
as he's com in' right strait dis way? " 

"Oh Lawd, make us thankful fur whut we'se 'bout to 
receive." 

"Wa'al uf all de sight! Niggers, whut yo' all doin' 
scramblin' 'round dar in de dirt moanin' lack dat fur?" said 
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OUT OF A CLEAR SKY 

old Uncle George as he came up where Mandy and Hannah 
were on their knees trying to pray. 

"De Jumans! Bro. Washington, de Jumans, don't yo' 
see and hyar 'em? Oh! we'se all gwine be kilt right hyah." 

"De Jumans? You fool niggers, don't you know noth
ing? Dats Mis.' Jones boy, Sam, whuts been gone fur er 
year to one 0' dem camps at Arcadia in Flurida an's jist 
stoppin' by to see his rna. See he's stoppin' at dat field 
whut dey fixed fur 'em to stop in? You fool niggers, go on 
'bout dat washin' and quit thinking 'bout dem Jumans. Yo' 
all 'll know soon 'nough if dey gits hyah. But dey aint 
gwine git hyah long as we'se got fine young mens lack 
Mister Sam to fight 'em back." 

"Bro. Washington" moved on with a superior air and 
left the two women breathless with excitement - in spite 
of his injunction to "go on wid de washin'." They sat 
down to rest a few minutes and then went hurriedly to look 
at the new monster that had landed in a field nearby. 

- Fannie Biles, '21. 
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THE PINE BRANCH 

Nan·s )listt tn lqt QInuntry 

1J T WAS always a great day when Aunt Annie came. 4 Aunt Annie lived in the country, and when she came 
to see mother she drove a little mule named Jude. 

And in the back of the buggy was perhaps a big bag of 
. figs or grapes, according to the season, · and nuts from the 
orchard, and the very choicest vegetables from the garden 
- big, laughing squashes; frilly, cool cabbages; and lus
cious tomatoes. And, always, on the seat by Aunt Annie, 
was a big jar of sweet milk, flanked by a smaller one of . 
"clabber to make the biscuit good," and a saucer of rich, 
golden butter, all products of the old cow Buttercup whom 
the little girl always singled out for special notice, as she sat 
on the lot gate, swinging her bare feet, and watching Bob 
Lee drive the cows in of a late afternoon. 

And today Aunt Annie had come! And it was almost 
time for her to go again, because she must get home in time 
to put all the baby chicks to bed, and after that, put Uncle 
John's supper on the table. It was nearly always "cold 
supper" at Aunt Annie's house, but - such a supper! She 
always opened a jar of blackberry jam, or a glass of deep 
purple grape jelly ·for the little girl, when she was there, 

. 'and with Aunt Annie's biscuits, light as the thistle down, 
and a generous spread of creamy butter,- my yum - yum! 
And the little girl wondered if. Aunt. Annie were going to 
ask her mother to let her go home with her tonight. Some-
times, she did, and - yes, listen! . 

"Willie, you're going to let Nan go home with me, 
aren't you? She can stay tonight and Saturday. Then, as 
you are coming to spend the day Sunday, you can bring her 
back then, or her Uncle John can bring her as he comes to 
town tomorrow afternoon." 

The little girl held her breath~ Would her mother say 
"yes"? Oh, she hoped so! - Mother was talking, 

"Do you want to go, Nan?" 
Did she "want to go" ? 
" Oh, mother I May I? " 
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NAN'S VISIT TO THE COUNTRY 

"Yes, I suppose so. You're sure you won't cry to come 
home tonight?" 

Cry! She? 
" No, no, mother. An' mother can't I stay 'till Sunday? 

Please, mother! " 
"Oh, I don't know, dear. I suspect you'd best come 

home tomorrow with Uncle John. Aunt Annie will get tired 
of you if you stay too long, and then, who'll coax daddy up 
from his sleep Sunday morning to get an early start, if you 
aren't here? I suspect you'll be ready to come see mother 
tomorrow afternoon." 

The idea of Aunt Annie getting tired of her! Truly, 
Aunt Annie'd be glad to have her live with her all the time, 
'cause Aunt Annie only had one child and he was a great 
big boy! Aunt Annie'd said so lots 0' times. But - well, 
she'd better consent to mother's wish or mother might 
change her mind, an' then she'd miss all that wonderful ride 
with Aunt Annie. 

"Tell Lila to get your nightie, then, and run along." 
"Yes, because it's getting late. Uncle John will be com

ing to hunt us." 
Oh goody! And wasn't she glad she had on her new 

pink gingham, and her tatted set of underwear. And her 
dear little white ' dress ' with the bertha and hemstitching, 
she was saving that to wear Sunday - mother had let her 
have one peep at it before she folded it away in the drawer. 
She always felt such a lady in that dress, and it stood out so 
lovely all 'round! Only if sister Lila wouldn't always try 
to smooth it down in the back! 

At last they were off, and, - oh, she wouldn't own it 
. for worlds, but she did feel sort 0' choky-like when mother 
leaned over the wheel for a second good-bye kiss. 

But she soon forgot that, as she was sympathizing 
with Aunt Annie 'cause she'd stayed so late she was afraid 
it would be almost dark when they got home. But, oh, 
didn't the fireflies look lonely, dotting the woods like gold! 
and, o-o-oh! one might imagine witches and dwarfs and 
goblins kept company in that thick growth of underbush by 
the road side. She snugged up closer to Aunt Annie. 
Six 
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" Reckon there's fairies in the woods, Aunt Annie? " 
"Why, to be sure," replied Aunt Annie, knowingly. 

" Look, Nan, there goes a rabbit across the road. I'm afraid 
we'll have bad luck." 

"Oh, Aunt Annie! " 
"That's all right. Turn your slipper over, dear, and 

it'll break the charm. I always make Uncle John turn his 
pocket wrong side out when he's along. I believe I see him 
now, coming yonder. See, he's getting nearer. No, I believe 
he's going the other way. Why, my dear, it's nothing but 
a big black stump, after all! There, I see the light from 
my window now. See through the trees, yonder? " 

That light looked pretty good to Nan just then, for it 
was getting entirely too spooky to suit her, driving along 
there with no sound to break the silence except their own 
voices, and the creak of the buggy as Jude's feet sounded 
rhythmically on the road, or padded softly through a sand 
bed. Yes, there was Uncle John waiting at the gate, as 
they rolled over the little bridge that always told Nan 
they'd got there at last. 

"Why, hello, little lady! I'd hoped Aunt Annie would 
have company when she came. Come, girlie, give Uncle 
John a kiss," lifting her down in his strong arms. "I'd 
almost decided you'd deserted us, Annie," turning to her. 
" Here Bob Lee, come take Jude 'round to the stable, won't 
you? How's all the folks, Annie? " 

Bob Lee, a big ,boy in knee pants, came out and pulled 
her curls as he passed. She loved Bob Lee, of course, but 
she did wish he wouldn't always be trying to tease her. 

They bustled into the house, and after supper (it was 
jam this time, a great big blue-black jar with little sparkle 
places inside) Uncle John caught her up and" bearded" 
her cheek. Why did Uncle John let his beard grow that 
ticklish length? ' So's he could tease her, she guessed. And 
at supper she'd said 'today' when Bob Lee thought she 
should have said 'tonight,' and only Aunt Annie's reproving 
Bob Lee q~eted him and let her wink back the tears that 
were dangerously near spilling. He seemed to take a per-
fect delightin embarrassing her! , , . • ' 
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NAN'S VISIT TO THE COUNTRY 

And then, Uncle John played the" laughing piece" on 
the graphonola, and she looked again for the mysterious 
man inside the horn. And weren't those beautiful roses 
on the horn, though? 

Then, she wanted a drink of water. It was so delicious
ly, chattery, cold at Aunt Annies'! And Aunt Annie said 
she might go just outside on the porch and get her a drink 
at the shelf. 

" Be careful not to slip out, though," she added. 
After her drink she decided to wash her hands, and even 

if Aunt Annie had said she mustn't ever try to empty the 
big basin, why, she knew how just as well! She was going 
to tip it over just as Uncle John did, and hear that thrilling 
splash as the water hit the ground. But, oh, it didn't do 
right! She nearly dropped it, too, and as she snatched the 
bowl back to safety, her feet took a sudden disconcerting 
motion and out she went! - right into the mud-hole, too! 
And it was dark out there, an' oh, 

"Aunt Annie! " 
Aunt Annie quickly secured her, all dripping wet -(an' 

her tatting ones, too!) and with a, 
" Why, child, didn't you remember I said not to empty 

the bowl?" led her into the house. An', no, Bob Lee didn't 
see her 'cause she went 'round by the hall to that dear little 
room that was always her's, with the big dresser and the 
pretty lady calendar on the wall. And the beaded pin 
cushion she an' Bob Lee picked beads off of to make sets 
for their sewing thread rings. An' she hadn't any more
so Aunt Annie got her an old pair Bob Lee had when he was 
little, an' she - what a shame - she had to borrow them! 
Wouldn't Bob Lee laugh if he ever found it out. There, she 
heard him laughing now. Could he be laughing at her? 
All right. If he dared to do that, he could just take back 
his little old doll knife and fork he'd swapped her for her 
darling Dan Patch book, he could. She hadn't wanted, 
much to swap any way, but he did so want the book, and 
the little blue handles really were cute. But he could just 
take 'em right back, if he was going to laugh at her! Oh, 
my, it was too mean to have to fall in that old, cold mud
hole. Next time she bet she'd mind Aunt Annie! And 
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Aunt Annie had buttoned her nightie, and kissed her good
night, an' she must go to sleep and wake up early in the 
morning to help Aunt Annie cook hot batter-cakes for 
breakfast, and finish looking at Bob Lee's Mother Goose 
Book. He pretended he wazn't very "crazy" 'bout lookin' at 
Humpty-Dumpty, and the 01' Black Hen, but she knew! He 
jus' thought he was gettin' too big. 

It would be right nice if mother were here to kiss her 
good-night - she was going to race with the dog Cap in 
the morning an' daddy most always bought her some candy 
on this night when he came home from the post office
but, oh, she promised mother she. wouldn't think of cryin'. 
No! Why, she was sleepin' right by herself, an' away from 
home I She was too grown-up to cry. Uncle John was tell
ing Bob Lee, in the next room, that he must get up early 
in the morning and cut some stove wood. She guessed she'd 
sit atop the pile and talk to him while he worked. He 
really was sweet at times - Aunt Annie said hers would 
be dry by morning and he'd tell her about the things he 
did in Mcrawville, where he was going to school this year. 
An', oh, hum! She was sleepy. Maybe she had better go 
home with Uncle John tomorrow. 

- Helen Allen, '21. 
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wa fly lIalrtttiut 

'Tis the season when a lover, 
Pours his soul in heedless joy, 
On a cold unfeeling paper, 
Purest love without alloy. 

Substituting for his language, 
Hieroglyphics of the pen. 
Seeking by impassioned utterance, 
Tale to tell that burns within. 

Setting forth her wondrous beauty, 
Praising gold that's in her hair, 
How her eyes, twin-stars of beauty, 
Have his heart caught in a snare. 

But I can't speak of your beauty, 
That would cheapen it to me. 
You are just a witching mystery 
Baffling, bending one to knee. 

Ah! These stammering awkward phrases I 
But my heart's in every line. 
One thing, clear, rings out in chaos, 
Won't you be my Valentine? 

- Helen Allen, '21. 
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1\ itt Inttll ]I nlttttittr 

mHE light from the huge fire did not reach into the W shadowy corners of the large attic but it caused vague 
outlines of spinning wheels, quaint odds and ends of 

furniture, and foreign looking chests to loom up against the 
darkness. The steady pounding of the rain against the 
slate roof almost drowned the sound of the crackling flames. 
The musty odor habitual to attics, was accentuated by the 
dampness which crept in through broken window panes. A 
small, round-top trunk was drawn near the fire; the lid had 
been thrown back, and the contents strewn around it. In 
the midst of the letters, packages and papers two women 
were seated - one a women of perhaps fifty, seemed to be 
sorting old letters; on one side a discarded pile lay helter
skelter, on the other several packages carefully tied with 
faded ribbon. The other, a girl whose cheeks were crimson 
in the firelight, was intent over the contents of an old 
album. 

The busy hands of the elder woman swiftly and deftly 
fingered the old and yellowed envelopes. As she caught up 
one thin packet, the last of the pile before her, her eyes 
searched for the address. After reading it she slowly low
ered it in her lap, and while her hands gently caressed the 
time worn letters her eyes gazed dreamily into the fire. 
With a visable effort she brought herself back to the task 
in hand, and tearing off the ribbon, she slowly read the 
letters. As she progressed in the reading, a look of regret 
and longing came into her face; sadness deepened the faint 
lines around her eyes and temples - a tear traced its way 
down the furroughed cheek. 

With a loud crash the album was closed and flung aside, 
and Jean looked up. 

" Why Auntie!" she exclaimed as she caught the look 
Aunt Sara tried in vain to conceal. "What is the matter! " 
And it was no wonder she was startled, for it was the first 
time she had ever seen her cheery little aunt with tears on 
her cheeks. 
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A BELATED VALENTINE 

"Yes, my dear, you caught your old auntie crying over 
an old love. These letters made it seem so real- strange 
how handwriting can stir one." Aunt Sara replaced the 
ribbon around the little bundle of letters. 

" Tell me about it, Auntie, you have never told me that 
story," said Jean. She edged closer to Aunt Sara and as 
she settled herself comfortably, she picked up a box and 
began to peruse its contents. 

Aunt Sara's eyes wandered back to the fire. Her voice, 
when she at last broke the silence seemed strange and far 
away. 

" You have heard me talk of the great world war, when 
at the call of France and England, our boys crossed the sea 
and helped to make the world free for Demorcacy - I have 
never told you of how one brave boy I knew gave his life in 
the cause of humanity. You are older now, and perhaps you 
can appreciate the story. 

" Frank Hereford was a true patriot, and when war was 
declared he felt that he must do his share. His parents 
were dead, and the only tie that held him was his love for 
a certain dark-eyed lassie. This poor little girl was very 
young and quite spoiled by countless attentions from her 
many admirers. She loved Frank, but she did not want 
him to go to war and leave her to wait through the monoto
nous months until his return. You must not judge her 
harshly, Jean. Her consent was not forthcoming, and the 
subj ect was dropped. She decided he had given up his 
wishes for her own. 

" One evening as she was sitting alone in the library, the 
door opened and Frank stood before her in the beautiful 
uniform of the American soldier. He was a splendid pic
ture of manhood as he stood in the doorway and in his eyes 
glowed his great love for the tiny maid before him. Slowly 
the bright look faded, anguish and pleading came instead, 
and the proud head was bent. What had caused such a 
change, did you ask, Jean? That jealous little girl, sud
denly finding that her will had not been the conquering one, 
was so filled with wrath that she trembled from head to 
foot, her :breathing became quick and short, and scathing 
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words poured from her lips. As she spoke there came into 
the boy's face the look of a man who conquers his impulse, 
and makes his stand for the right. His shoulders drew 
erect, his eyes narrowed and his lips were tight together. 

" 'I hope you never regret this selfish decision you have 
made.' ' Jean I blush for shame as I think of the words of 
that child. 

" 'You may rest assured that I never will regret my de
cision. When it is a question of humanity a man must put 
aside his own ambitions. I hope time will help you to see 
why I must answer the call to arms. So, good-bye, I leave 
in the morning.' As he bade her good-bye his eyes sof
tened and he seemed to search for something which was 
not to be found in the dark eyes that met his. With a 
quick military salute he was gone. IThe girl was as quick 
to forgive as she was to anger; she had not realized that she 
was dealing with a strong-minded man. He did not come 
back as she had expected. 

" The next day he reported for duty. In the long wait 
that followed, these letters came from the bloody battle
fields in France, bringing happiness to the heart of the girl. 
Then one day came a cablegram announcing the death of 
Frank Hereford, who had died gloriously on the field of 
battle. Later a box of his personal things were sent, which 
the girl felt a hesitancy in opening, so she carefully put 
them away." 

As Aunt Sara had been talking, Jean had been examin
ing the contents of her box. Around her lay an officer's 
cap and an old uniform, several silver bars, a name tag, and 
a cross of honor. In her hand was a quaint old Valentine. 

" Why, what have you found, Jean?" The fire had died 
down so that she had to bend low over the box to view the 
contents. 

"Auntie, here is the quaintest, prettiest Valentine, the 
dearest I have ever seen! It is from France and on the 
back it has the name' Frank.; Why do you suppose - why 
Auntie - w,ere you the girl? " 

Aunt Sara did not hear her questions; with hands that 
trembled she held the love token near the fire to read its 
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A BELATED VALENTINE 

message. As she looked up from the little bit of folded 
paper her eyes had the old happy look in them; she seemed 
almost young again. 

"It is from Frank, Jean girl, a belated Valentine. He 
did love me then, even to the very end," she mused softly. 

The darkness in the room crept up to the two forms 
seated near the hearth; the fire was only a bed of glowing 
coals. The rain had ceased and only the soft dripping 
from the eaves could be heard. Jean suddenly jumped up. 

"Aunt Sara, I have to be ready for the Valentine party 
at seven-thirty. Perhaps I will get a Valentine, too." 

" I hope yours will make you as happy as this one has 
made me, Jean." Aunt Sara rose and placed her arms ca
ressingly around her niece and together they decended the 
dark attic stairs. 

- Lois May, '19. 
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1\ 1Jf aUl1ful 111 rirtW 
ff/11\H, I say, Cap'n, what's the matter with that dog up 

\!II there on the forward deck?" 
"Who, what, that dog up there? Why sure, 

that's Judge. Queer looking, ain't he? " 
" Yes. He seems to be looking for something, what's 

wrong? " 
Mr. Cushenberry's look and tone of gl'eat curiosity and 

interest gave the talkative old captain a good chance to 
satisfy his tongue. 

"Wal, yes I guess there's pretty much wrong with old 
Judge. He's g,etting old, to be sho', and he ain't found him 
yet. He's been at hit fer a long time, too." 

"At what? Found who? What's the story? " 
Mr. Cushenberry asked with a touch of impatience. The 

old captain was in the habit of getting the curiosity of his 
audience up to the highest point and then taking his time 
about finishing the tale. Now he settled himself comfor
tably, bit off a big chew of tobacco, and began, 

"Wal, now, that's a long and interesting story, how that 
dog has stuck to his master. He belonged to Ben Hodges, 
one of the best salts I ever seed, with one exception. He 
would get just soaking drunk every time the boat tied up 
for a few hours. When he got drunk he didn't know noth
ing fer days, and that dog, Judge, there, being right at his 
heels all the time. When he was in one 0' them spells he 
guarded him day and night. One night when he wus just 
drunk enough to not know what he wuz doing he went inter 
a big sto' up town there and raised a racket. He wuz a 
great big, red-headed Irish bonehead an' when he wuz 
drunk he wuz awful. Wal, he come wabbling into the sto' 
and begun ordering folks around like he owned the whole 
thing and hit might nigh scar,ed them po' ladies ter death. 
They screamed and hollowed fer help and 'en just as de 
sheriff came 'round de corner, Judge pulled him out a side 
door and into an alley where he was not found. Once in a 
while he would come back to the dock and try to run off 
Fifteen 
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wid some po' feller's little boat, but Judge he would bite 
him and make him so mad he'd fergit to do what he 
started to do. Once or twice Ben came down and tried to 
get on the boat when de wuzzent none, but Judge helt 
him back. An' Ben wuzzent none too good ter him, neither, 
specially when he wuz drunk. He would kick and knock 
him around dreadfully but Judge wuz always doing some
thing fer him. He uster make him money, too. Judge was 
a good fighter, too, he wuz. Wuddent you, old mon? " 

The captain reached down to stroke the old dog as he 
came snuffing around their feet. 

"Yes, he wuz a good fighter, best 'bout 'round here, and 
Ben made a nice little sum of en it, too. I know one night 
Judge mopped up with everything on the wh¢ an' Ben 
tuck in about $40.00 or more for the new men, for the men 
hed just got paid off and the bets wuz running big. Well, 
the men got Ben good and drunk and tried to steal the 
money back as he wuz going home but they hadn't counted 
on Judge evidently, cause he just tore 'em up and they 
didn't get a cent. 'Course that made some of the men 
mighty sore, but as a general thing Judge wuz pretty well 
liked and wuz a pet with the men. He got old Ben outen 
many a scrape, but he wuddent there to help him the last 
time. Why, during one of them drunks Ben slipped away 
from Judge in some way. He came just as straight for 
this wharf as he could and walked off inter the river at 
the place where the old boat last stood. Now, that's been 
'Ieven years and Judge's been walking 'round this old 
wharf and looking fer him ever since. He boards every 
ship little 'en big that comes and searches all around for 
Ben. See that's whut he's doing now. He'll swim ashore 
when we're under way." 

They turned to look at the big brown-grey dog. He had 
.once been fine looking, but many years of ill use had made 
its mark upon him. Part of one ear was gone. 

" That," the captain said, " Wuz done the night the men 
tried to steal the money." 

His coat was rough and coarse and his whole attitude 
was one of dejected waiting and searching. As every man 
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came he walked along side and sniffed him, taking each leg 
in turn. Each new person he examined seemed to bring 
disappointment to him. 

" The sailor's have taught him several tricks but he will 
not do many now; he is too old. Let's try him." 

" Here, Judge! Come here, old sport! How you feeling, 
old man? Gonna show this man what you can do? " 

He l1eached out as the dog came slowly forward and they 
solemnly shook hands. Mr. Cushenberry held out his hand 
also, and he gave him the same greeting. 

" Good for you, Judge. Anything else you can do? " 
" Sure, he can, sir. To the wheel, mate! " he called. 
Judge seemed to revive and take notice; he bounded as 

quickly as it was possible for such old legs to do, to the 
wheel and placing his paws on it went through the motion 
of steering. The captain took a piece of rope and, letting 
him smell it, tossed it overboard. Judge ran to the railing, 
looked eagerly after it but turned mournfully back. 

"What's matter? Too old? Wal, wal, first time I ever 
saw him refuse; but here's your biscuit anyhow." 

Finally as the yacht swung out into the middle of the 
river he dove overboard and started for the shore. To the 
men watching, his strokes did not seem so strong as usual, 
and as he neared shore they became weaker and weaker. 
Surely, they thought, he would make it; he had always 
made it with such great ease. In a few minutes, however, 
his end was obvious. He seemed to be standing still. His 
legs moved but he made no progress. The captain shouted 
a command and a little rowboat shot out in his direction. 
Several ropes were thrown from the dock and boats near 
around, but none reached him. Just as several boats came 
almost into reaching distance the water, which had been 
fast rising above him, covered his head as he made a last 
effort to go forward. He went down just where the old 
ship had stood. 

- Mary Breedlove, Sub A. 
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Ah loved 'er mo'n life itse'f, 
'N' ah miss 'er mo' each day, 
Case life aint lak it uster be, 
Sence Mandy went away. 

She made dis earth seem, oh, so bright, 
'N' ah jes caint hardly stay, 
Without 'er, life aint what it wuz, 
'Fo Mandy went away. 

Fer fifty years ah lived with 'er, 
In de shack dat fronts de bay. 
Dat shack seems awfully lonely now, 
Case Mandy's gone away. 

Ah miss 'er thoo de whole night long 
'N' sometimes 'fo break 0' day 
Ah feels 'er lay 'er hand in mine, 
An' hears rna Mandy say, 

" I'se waitin' fer you darlin', an' 
0, I'se lonesome night an' day, 
Jewel angels ope de gates ob gol', 
'N' you comes in ter stay." 

'N' den, ah goes about rna work, 
'N' ah's dreamin', so dey say, 
But no, ah hears 'er callin' me. 
Ah thinks ah hear 'er pray, 

" 0 bring rna husban' up to me." 
An' I'se waitin' fer dat day, 
Fer life aint nothin' ter me now, 
Case Mandy's gone away. 

Dorothy Race, '21. 
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All iStrausr nf a 1Jlllisrl1irnnuli iKittrn 

10 0SE looked up from the Valentines in her lap just in 
'JL\ time to see Bobs, her pet kitten, leap from the fence 

into the neighboring yard. Bobs saw a puffy little 
canary basking in the warm February sunshine, and he was 
headed straight for the cage. Gathering up the Valentines, 
Rose stuffed them hastily into her sweater pocket and went 
flying after the kitten. 

" Bobs! Here kitty, kitty! " But all in vain. Bobs was 
fast approaching the gilded cage - she tried the gate, but 
it was fastened. "Miss Louise," she called as she frantic
ally pulled at the latch. 

A sweet faced, middle-aged woman came out and after 
rescuing the bird from the mischievous kitten, she un
locked the gate for Rose. 

"Why, good morning, my dear, we almost had a trage
dy, didn't we? Bobs, you naughty kitten, would you catch 
Fluff, the only companion I have?" she added laughing 
softly at the antics of Bobs. "Come in and talk with me 
a while, Rose. What have you been doing this morning?" 

"I am making Valentines, Miss Louise. You know the 
fourteenth comes next week. Don't you just love Valen
tine's Day, though? " 

A sad little smile played around her mouth as she an
swered, "I used to love it, dear, but - well, I had almost 
forgotten there was such a day." 

"Let me show you the ones I am making," and Rose 
pulled out those that had been spread in her lap, a gay 
assortment of red hearts with paper lace, flowers and gilt. 
Miss Louise admired each one. 

"When you were a girl were Valentines just like we 
have now?" 

" Yes, we had them much the same. I remember some 
of mine, and they were very elaborate affairs with silk 
ribbon and fringe." 

"Oh, I never got one lil{e that. Mine are just paper. 
Well, Miss Louise, why have you forgotten about Valen-
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tines?" How anyone could forget such an important day 
was more than the youthful mind could comprehend. 

Miss Louise smiled at the puzzled girl, and drawing hel
down to the arm of her chair she said, "Would you like to 
hear a story in which a Valentine plays an important part?" 

"Oh yes. Is it a true story?" As assent was given 
she added. "'Cause I like true ones best." Rose took a more 
comfortable position on the footstool, and placing her arms 
over the knees of Miss Louise, she settled down to listen. 

" You have read stories of how Valentines got mixed up, 
haven't you? My story is on that order," began Miss 
Louise softly. "A good many years ago there was a young 
girl living here, whom everyone spoke of as the most beau
tiful girl in the country around." A faint blush stole over 
the cheeks of the speaker. "In fact she was called the 
belle of the town, and she was a very popular girl.. Her 
father, being wealthy, could giv-e her beautiful clothes, and 
all of the lovely trinkets a girl wants. Of the admirers who 
came to woo her was one, a handsome youth who met with 
most approval. He was a boy of promise, straightforward, 
and great-hearted. The girl loved him, but this love she 
kept hidden in a sweet corner of her heart. Valentine's 
Day drew near, the time when lovers send tender messages 
to their fair ladies. This lover decided to reveal his affec
tion in his Valentine, so he selected a very beautiful one 
and wrote his message upon it. But the Valentine never 
reached its destination, for another boy thinking to play a 
good joke on the two, took out the carefully selected love 
token, and replaced it with one of an entirely different 
nature." A look of pain crossed the face of Miss Louise as 
she went on. "This led to a quarrel between our hero and 
heroine, which ended with the hero going away and leaving 
a broken hearted girl behind. He has never returned." 
Her soft voice ceased and Rose, looking up, saw a tender, 
far away look on her face. 

"And you," Rose continued the story, .. Were the beau
tiful girl, but who was the handsome lover? Have you 
loved him all this time? " 

.. Yes, dearie, one can only love once as I loved then. As 
to his name it would not interest you." 
Twenty 



THE PINE BRANCH 

" I wish he would come back, for I know you are just as 
pretty now as you were then," Rose said impulsively. 

Miss Louise blushed, and patted the dark curls, "Would 
you like to see his picture? " she asked. 

" Oh, please do show it to me! I feel as if I almost know 
him." And she sat up to allow room for Miss Louise to rise 
and go in search of the desired photograph. Unlocking a 
drawer in her mahogany desk she drew out an envelope, 
and came back to where Rose was standing. 

" Here it is." 
Rose gazed at it eagerly. "Oh!" she exclaimed, then 

closed her lips firmly. 
"What is it, Rose?" 
"I was just thinking how good-looking he is." But this 

wasn't so, for Rose recognized that picture as one of her 
own Uncle Fred who lived out West. Miss Louise did not 
know that she often pulled out the old family pictures, and 
that she was familiar with them all. Her curiosity aroused, 
she wanted to know more of the story. "Did he ever know 
that his Valentine had been replaced by another?" she 
questioned. 

"No, he never knew, for when I discovered the mistake, 
I was too proud to tell it. Then, anyway, he had gone away, 
no one knew where," Miss Louise spoke wistfully. 

" I understand now why you do not care for Valentines. 
But you had better watch out," she added laughingly, " Dan 
Cupid does queer things on Valentine's Day. Come here, 
Bobs," and catching up her kitten, she nodded a cheery 
good-bye, and ran down the walk. 

When she reached the corner of her yard she dropped 
the beloved "Bobs" over the fence, then turning she ran 
towards town. What plans she had in her head, and what 
she did could not be discovered, but when she returned home 
her face wore a happy satisfied expression. 

A few days later Rose heard Miss Louise calling, " Rose, 
you had better come and get Bobs." 

"What! Was that kitten after Fluff again! She surely 
would punish him good!" But when she reached the steps 
Bobs was not to be seen. 
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" Come in, dear," Miss Louise sounded very happy this 
morning. Do you suppose a Valentine -? There, right 
in front of her sat her Uncle Fred, just as handsome as 
ever! Right beside him was Miss Louise. 

" So this is Dan Cupid! Well, Rose, you are about the 
finest niece a man ever had. I have been waiting almost 
thirty years for that message." 

Rose flushed with pleasure as she realized how well her 
plan had worked. "I am so glad I saw the picture. And 
Miss Louise, you wont ever forget Valentine's Day now, 
will you?" she asked anxiously. 

"Why, Rose, I believe Valentine's Day is the happiest 
day of the whole year. I really never had forgotten it." 

- Lois Byrd, Sub A. 
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11,1 T WAS a typical scene, familiar to any South Georgian, 
~ that greeted my eyes as I turned in from the lane. 

There were the mounds of useless cane stalks from 
which the juice had been ground, huge pots containing the 
boiling liquid, and the crowd of darkies without which a 
cane grinding would have seemed incomplete. I watched 
with eager interest and amusement the approach of old 
Mandy, the worst gossip in the neighborhood. Having 
some free time I decided to watch the process of syrup 
making, and also enjoy the conversation of Mandy and her 
friends. 

"Mawnin', Miss Mandy, how's yo' a gittin' on dese 
days?" This from Ida, one of the negroes hanging around 
the syrup vats. 

" Pull up dat box an' set down. Well, ah see yo' done 
come on de same erran' as ah is. Dat am ter see how dis 
sugar bilin's gwine on. Marse Tom tole me last night when 
us finished haulin' in dat cane fer us ter come on ober here 
an' help usself. So, 'lowin' as how ah had ter bring Sam his 
corn pone ah thought ah might as well stay a while." 

Mandy, the fattest old negro on the place, was so famed 
for gossiping that when any of the other darkies saw her 
coming, they always laid down their work and prepared to 
listen. 

" Well, Ida, 'pon my word, ah'd just about thunk ah want 
goner ter git here tall, .but ah hurried fru wid dem close an' 
had 'em all strung out on de line. Atter dat, fo' yo' cud a 
shuck a foot, ah was on my way, and here ah is." 

She picked up a stalk of cane and began peeling it with 
her teeth, making quite a comical picture as she sat there 
on a small box, bent down with her weight. Her red calico 
dress was covered with a greatly matched apron, and the 
remains of what had once been shoes, were tied on with bits 
of twine. 

Ida, a tall, thin, nervous woman was seated on a pile of 
cane pulp, plaiting her short kinky hair. She pun~tuated 
each of Mandy's sentences with a shrill, hysterical giggle. 

" Say, Ida," continued Mandy, "Yo' herd about what er 
time old Ander had er movin'? " 
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" He, hee! Fo de Lawd's sake, Miss Mandy, naw. Ah 
aint herd hit." She picked up a stalk of cane and began 
whacking at it with an old broken pocket knife. 

"Well, dat sho' am a good joke on old Ander. Yo' know 
dey wuz a gwine ter meet at his new house and hab one ob 
dese here new house wahmin's. A whole crowd of folks wuz 
gathered and waitin'. 'Pears like Ander had sent Wash on 
ahead wid de furniture an' eats. Now Mose tole me dat 
Wash tuck de wrong road, but ah bet he was off t' see 
Lureta Scott. Yo' know dem boys aint nebber done nothin' 
yet what dey is sot out ter do. Dat sure sho' how folks 
raise up chill en. Why Ander's sons aint got no 'ligion, dey 
eben steals my only chickens. Yes sir, dey sho' did steal 
em. But de whole bottom ob de bisness is dat dey done lef 
dat hoss shoe still hangin' on de gate - of cose, its caused 
de bad luck." 

About this time Mandy was interrupted by a laugh 
from Ida. 

" Now, dat reminds me," Mandy went on, "Miss Ida, yo' 
sho' better look out fer you'll be cotchin' dat influence fust 
thing you know." 

"Ah, lawdy, lawdy, Miss Mandy, don't tell me ahs takin' 
dat influence," burst out Ida, the whites of her eyes show
ing large and clear. 

" But long as yo' keep yo' hoss shoe 3J1d dat con brandy 
I guess you is safe from harm." 

"Wait a minute, Miss Mandy, ah better get up an tend 
ter dis hare syrup, its ,bilin' on pretty well now. Dip one 0' 

dem peelin' in here and taste it," said Ida as she proceeded 
to skim the boiling, amber colored syrup. She threw a fresh 
log on the fire and returned to her seat. 

"Yes, Miss Ida, hit's jes' lak I'se been sayin' all my 
life, jist trus in de Lawd and keep dat hoss shoe on de gate; 
an' yo'll get out all right." Mandy rocked to and fro on the 
box, chewing cane. 

"Wall, Wall, Miss Mandy, ahm sure dat de Lawd sho'-" 
Just then I slipped away to other duties and left Mandy 

to continue her gossiping. 
- Mattie Campbell, '20. 
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(@ur Q!uuu!itl-~aut Iuu JiulluUltll lit ? 

As the sands of the hour glass trickle on, the month of 
memorable dates draws near. Among them is one that all 
true Americans hold dear as the birthday of the father of 
our country. When we think of this great statesman, we 
remember the worthy things of his life - the honest, ear
nest childhood and youth, the kind, gentle young manhood, 
the period of service in middle age, and last, the treasure he 
Ieft with us as he retired from the life of active service as 
the chosen head of his people. 

His Farewell Address has passed down to us, a classic 
in American literature. Well it should, for its content is 
the counsel of one who shared our battles, helped establish 
our freedom and then led our nation, in its infancy, through 
a peaceful and progressive period. As he retired from the 
life of leader he felt it his pleasure and duty to leave with 
us some timely advice out of the abundance of his wisdom 
and foresight. 

He foresaw the development of the North into a manu
facturing center, the South into an agricultural center, and 
pointed out that the harmony and unity of the two there 
should be free intercourse and constant exchange. We have 
followed him there - we scarcely think of our nation as two 
distinct sections geographically and commercially. He even 
foresaw the war between these sections, which came, inevi
table it seemed, but served only to unite the two into a 
stronger whole. The very nature of our government has 
prevented the actual possession or even the necessity of the 
over grown military establishment which he warned us 
against as a menace and not a protection. We, of today, 
understand why militarism is a menace. He warned us 
against jealous, powerful political parties, which advice we 
have heeded. We have parties? Yes, but not parties in 
the rankness of jealousy, revenge and personal aggrandise-

Tf»entg-Five 



EDITORIALS 

ment at the expense of the public liberty, of which he spoke. 
Our institutions of learning have made a marvelous advance 
and the percentage of ignorance and illiteracy is compara
tively small, though there is still room for improvement. Our 
national debt is perhaps the smallest of any nation of our 
size and importance in the world. We were advised to cul
tivate peace and harmony with all nations - to avoid in
veterate antipathies against one and passionate attachments 
for others. This, too, we have heeded. Up to the present 
we have taken the position of neutrality in matters of dis
pute. There is something our counsellor did not foresee, -
the rude insults we have been dared to resent. When we 
did resent them we found the need to guard against the 
insidious wiles of foreign influence which he warned us 
might creep in. Many have been the changes since the 
renowned time but through them all we have followed this 
counsellor and been blessed with peace, prosperity and 
liberty. Within the last two years has come the greatest 
of all changes - a change that he failed to foresee - and at 
the end of it has come, or most probably will come, an al
liance of our political interests and the political interests of 
other nations. Whether this will or not, time and experi
ence only can tell. 
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3Ju memoriam 

A year of disasters and plagues has included 
among its victims, our loyal friend and school 
mate, Lottie Alexander. On October 15, she 
passed away after a brief illness with pneumonia. 

Lottie's life was so eloquent as a revelation of 
character that her friends need only point to her 
daily acts as high witnesses of the spiritual worth 
of her womanhood. Thoroughness was the key
note of her conduct and devotion to duty charac
terized all her activities. No task was too small 
to claim her careful attention if it lay in the direc
tion of duty; none was too great to challenge all 
her courage in the face of difficulty. It is giv{ln 
to few to live so completely and consistently in 
the few brief years that were allowed to Lottie. 

If Lottie's passing were indeed the end, we 
might well grieve at an irreparable loss. But the 
tie that binds Lottie to her schoolmates and 
friends is one that death cannot break, the beauty 
of her life is imperishable and the memory of it 
will live on in the hearts of all who knew her. 
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Bird Supper. 

On Friday evening, January 10th, the college girls were 
guests at a bird supper given by Judge W. E. Thomas and 
Dr. H. C. Giddens. The birds were gotten by friends of the 
college and it was all very much a surprise to us. There were 
about sixty other guests, members of the board and frien,ds 
of the school. After supper, Judge Thomas and Dr. Giddens 
told us some of their experiences in planning for the supper. 
President Powell was with us, too, the guest of honor. 

• • • 
Junior - Freshman Party. 

One of the most enjoyable events of the fall term was the 
party given for the Freshmen by the Juniors. On ,Friday 
night before the party each Freshman received a novel in
vitation and Saturday night found every happy Freshman 
present and ready for the fun. It was a very informal affair 
and our pleasure was complete when Miss Gallaher gave us 
special permission to wear the white middy suits. Music 
was provided by the victrola, and one of our dignified Juni'ors 
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did a fancy dance, besides there were several talks by the 
Freshmen. Miss Sara Frances Segars spoke on the "common" 
subject, "Epictelus." A delicious ice course was served which 
carried out the Freshman color scheme - purple and gold. 
After this Myrtle Patterson played the" Birth of a Nation," 
and as it was growing late we took a reluctant departure, 
,but not until we had been presented with lovely little green 
and gold caps. This occasion will be long remembered by 
the Freshman class of 1918. 

Eppte's <1!nmpiatnt 
There's a splendid class in college, 
By the name of Sub Fresh. A, 
To tell of all its interesting points 
It would take both night and day. 
But just a line to show you 
Why we have all the others, 
We think, surpassed by far. 
Now, we don't mean in knowledge, 
Cause they all could beat us fiat, 
But knowledge isn't everything, 
Now, wont you agree to that? 
Of course 'tis true that we're Subs, 
And I suppose we shouldn't care, 
But think how we're looked down upon, 
It is awfully hard to bear. 
We hear the other classes praised 
Forever, it seems to me. 
Now they don't love their teacher, 
Not a bit more than do we. 
Now don't you all really think 
It's a terrible disgrace 
That not a teacher loves us, 
That we know of on the place? 
This is all hard to think of 
We before had to admit 
But that does not interfere 
With our world-wide fame a bit. 
And there's one consolation 
We can always keep in mind, 
And that is, after this year 
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She was tall and she was scrawny, and her years were growing late, 
But her heart bloomed May time posies, laughing at a Vengeful Fate. 
She wa:s sad, pale and anemic. Like a bean-pole towered she, 
And a cat and polly-parrot kept her company at tea . . 

In her face was writ a story of a past, and mystery lent 
To her eyes, that caught one's interest, so that one forgot the squint. 
She existed in the village, and her name, Mehitty Ann, 
Coupled with her dosing, nursing, .never coupled her with man! 

And this wintef to the village, there had come a winsome maid
Young school teacher-such a charmer! Made' the ladies all afraid. 
Best of food she made for envy, as Mehitty saw them caught, 
Half the men of all the village, in her toils, as school she taught. 

Marjorie, all undesigning, teaching, innocent of wiles, 
Wondered why the stern Mehitty gave her frowns for all her smiles. 
Valentine, the day of giving frilly nothings to one's love, 
Came, and Joe, the young mechanic, chose for Her, that little dove, 

Of a Quaker-maid, the teacher, just a box of Norris' Best, 
Camouflaged with hearts and cupids, hope a-pounding 'neath his vest. 
Ah, the slyness of a bach'lor! Joseph Green, the timid swain, 
Thol!ght "I'll summon all my courage, and in this way an'Swet gain." 

So, proceeded to the counter, bought the gayest of the gay, 
Valentine, with "Oh my sweetie! Won't yoli just be mine today? " 
Signed his name, Ii shaky, "Your Joe." Said, '''Go slip it 'neath her 

door." 
As he gave it to an urchin who had· errand done before. 

When, next morning, Joe 'pl.loned Margie., be. received, dIstinct, a 
shock. 

For, she slammed up the receiver in a second, "by the clock! 
And the dear Ann-Mehitty, bloomed her cheek!! like any rose, 
As she clasped the p'recious candy, "Joe! Can he 'at last propose? " 

Why continue with the story? You have guessed the rest ere now. 
But with mind made up at one time, Joseph Green ne'er broke a vow. 
When the tangle all was straightened, . and one wedding, long ·post-

poned, 
Rang twin-bells that made a double, C~pid knew his arrows iJ.omed. 

- Helen Allen, '21. 
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Applied Math. 

Mr. Wood: "Miss White, can you give a practical ex
ample of where factoring is used? " 

Kathryn: "Don't know, 'less its in Arithmetic and 
Algebra." 

Well Known Among Many. 
Miss Johnson: " Who's tablet is this? It has 'Betty, 

Betty, Betty, Robert, Robert, Robert, Joe, Joe, Joe,' written 
all over it." 

Junior Class: "It's Stella Floyd's." 

Simple Arithmetic. 
Mr. Wood: "Miss Mills, can you prove your example." 
Eloise: " No, I think you just have to accept it like you 

do sometimes in Physics." 

She Hath Wit. 
Marion (at Senior Play): "Hazle, run up the curtain." 
Hazle: "I'm a comedian; not a squirrel." 

Sisterly Advice. 
Helen: "Which of these shoes would you advise me 

to buy? " 
Lena: "I would get the pair if I were you." 

Scientific Temperment. 
Hattie (to Augusta, who was trying an experiment): 

"Augusta, please use some common sense." 
Augusta: "Don't need any. This is Physics." 

Riding at S. G. S. N. C. 
Freshie (entering the room on Sunday morning in great 

excitement): "Oh girls, did you know we were going 
riding? " 

Girls: "No! Tell us about it! Who with? " 
Freshie: "Just anybody we want, I suppose." 
Girls: "How did you find it out? " 
Freshie: "Why, it's on the bulletin board: "Walking 

party, 10 :15. Riding party, 10 :30.' " 
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An Accomodating Freshman. 
Sadie: "I should like to get a copy of the court record 

for a week back." 
Mary Ethel (a new member of the court): "Oh! yes I 

know. Mother has it . . You can get them at Smith's Drug 
Store." 

'aultnt'.a mrram-·· 'oor JauHnr .. 
Romans, countrymen, and lovers; lend me your ears. 
I believe in nature study as an essential part of a good 

education, because: 
First, there's a skin within and a skin without, what 

stuff 'tis made of whereof it is born; I am to learn. 
Second, not that I loved Caesar less; but because I 

loved Rome more. So may the outward shows be least 
themselves. 

Third, it is twice blest, but the skin within is the skin 
without, doubled inw2.rd and canied completely throughout. 

Fourth, it is enthroned in the hearts of kings; making 
them lightest that wear most of it. 

Fifth, his sculptor shows the force of temporal power, 
when along the bridge Lord Marmion rode, and he was a 
good friend, faithful and just to me and no word in that 
vocation can be spelled without it. Yet Brutus says he was 
ambitious and surely Brutus is an honorable man. 

Sixth, the beautious scarf veiling and Indian feature 
upon supposed fairness - as proudly his red roan charger 
rode - wearing yet upon their chins the beards of Hercules 
and frowning Mars. 

Seventh, in sooth, I know not why I am so sad. But 
being seasoned with a gracious voice obscures the show of 
evil. Bear with me - my heart is in the coffin with Caesar 
and I must pause until it comes back to me. 
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I 'BRIGGS HARDWARE'I 

Hardware of Quality ~ 
A HUNDRED OR MORE LINES, INCLUDING ~ 

• American Wire Fencing Devoes Pure Lead and <,'0> 

• Syracuse Plows Zinc Paints • 
Clipper Plows Pratt & Lambert's 

Varnishes 
: ~ohn ~~ere !mplc:ments Wire Nails in Carloads 

HuttIg WhIte Pme Sash Saw Mill and Turpentine : 
and Doors Supplies 

• Yale & Towne Builders' Jobbers of Plumbing 
Hardware Material 

• W. H. BRIGGS HARDWARE CO .. 
VALDOSTA. GEORGIA 

: fsblhlished 1836 Tel.phon.s 97 and 89.') : 

· . . . .. . . . . .. .. . ............................. . 
· . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... . .... 
· Particular Women· 
· Choose the Face Powder 
· Most Suitable to Their Skin· 

There is one shade, one weight, and one 
texture of face powder which suits your 
complexion better than any other. 
We have the exact powder you want-flesh, 
white, Brunette, light, medium or heavy. 
We will be glad to demonstra te and explain any of these 
powders. 

Bergstrom & Newberry 

TAe ~e:xa&& Store 
.. . . . .. . . .. .. .... .. . ......... .......................... .. .......... . 
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~ · TAKE 

HARVEY'S LIVER PILLS 
FOR 20 YEARS 

A SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT FOR 

LIVER TROUBLES 

VALDOSTA DRUG COMPANY 
VALDOSTA . GA. 

. 

· . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . ................ .......... . · .............................................. . 

· i 

GROCERIES 
The two Best Grocery Stores in Valdosta. Everqthing Strictlq 

Sanitary. We invite your Impection 

WE SELL EVERYTHING GOOD TO EAT 
The Girls of this College 'all trade with us. Ask Them, 

CAMPBELL-HUDSON COMPANY 
.............. · ............................ . 

W. M. Oliver &- Company 

Offer 

Special Prices on A II Goods 

For February 



THE ALAMO 
YOlU' Comfort and Pleasw'e is om' motto 

A photoplay of merit ever y day 
EXTRA - SPECIAL - EXTRA Tuesday, Peb. 25th • 

ANITA STEWART in 

•• VIRTUOUS WIVES" 
The management has personally r eviewed this production and 

guarantees it to be the best picture of its kind 
ever shown in Valdosta. 

r········· ;~~:: :~,~:i::; ~~~~~. :~~t""""'" i 
~ ~ 
~ We solidt and appreciate your patronage : 

! Acol11plete and varied assortment Statiol1ery,Cal1dies, ToJet Articles. etct 

t.

::. Our foul1te.in is s4nitar'l and our Drinks, Creams, etc., the best ~ 
Trust UI with 'lour wants 

SMITH DRU-G & SEED CO 
.. THE BEST 01' EVERYTHING " Pholle 1-2-3 

· ..................................................... . · .............................. . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Bondurant's Dru8 Store 

FINE CHOCOLATES, S'.rATIONERY 
FLOWER SEEDS AND BULBS 

GARDEN AND FIELD SEED 
POULTRY SUPPLIES 

Opposite Court House. 

~ 

l 
(~ 
~ 

· ...................................................... . 
~ i EVERY DRUG STORE DOES ONE THING BEST i 

Prescriptions Our Specialty 

VINSON DRUG STORE Phones 246, 245 

. . .. ........................ .. ..................... . 



I····· '~M~:~:~i '.' !~~~~. 
i PAINTS - OILS - MANTLES 

i GRATES - TILE 

• '+)o't.;ir.' •• ' •• t;>- + .~ •• e o ~ .• ~.. ...,; ........................ ~.. .. .. " •• . !~-~_~:t .~ 

THE OUSLEY COMPANY J 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 

FURNITURE 

CARPETS. MATTING. COFFINS. CASKETS 

VALDOSTA, GEORGIA . 
~ ..................................................................................... . 

i. · t • 

c. R. ASHLEY 
BUGGIES AND WAGONS 

115 SOUTH ASHLEY ST. 

VALDOSTA. GA. 

. ~~~ .................... ' .. 
: Brilliant PictLU'es ~mit~g To Rex l"heatre ! 
f .. AFTER THE WAR " ~ 

The First Big " After Th e "Var Picture" without a battle scene ~ 
,.'r.m. 20th. Regular Admission Price ~ 

.> 
,. BOUROWl<:D CLOTHES," featlU'in~ 

• MRS. CHARLIE CHAPLI ' ( Mildred Harris) li'EB. 24th • 

.. (' L 1:<1 0 I) A 'I' H A " )lomia;v, l\>lal'ch 3rd 

Big Million Dolla r Production with THEDA BARA 

••••• ! ••••• ! ••••••••••••• ~ •• ! •••••••••••••• ! ••• 



•...................... ~~ 

WE CAN SUPPLY 
ANY 

. BOOK PUBLISHED 

i 
• 

SOCIETY STATIONERY 

ENGRAVED CARDS 

~Ii~ 

Southern Stationery & Printing Co. 
209 N. ASHLEY STREET 

. 
<., ,. 
± 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •• • .~.~.~. ~. ~.~.~~w>+~ 



........................ 

ARE YOU GOING TO 
COLLEGE NEXT YEAR? 

MUCH DEPENDS ON THE SCHOOL YOU 

SELECT - CHOOSE WISELY 

wqr ~nut4 ~rnrgia ~tatt 
Nnrmal <t!nlltgt 

:IS A BRANCH OF THE UNIVERSITY OF GEORGIA: 
• FOR YOUNG WOMEN. : 

AS SUBSTANTIAL AS THE STATE 

AS STRONG AS ITS MEN 

· 

I 
AS REFINED AS ITS WOMEN 

AS TRUE AS THE SPIRIT OF ITS PEOPLE. 

THE STATE PAYS THE BILL 

· · · · · · · 

· 

i 
· · .. 

: STUDENTS PAY ONLY PERSONAL EXPENSES. : 
· 
:WRITE FOR CATALOGUE · · · · R. H. POWELL, President : 

Valdosta, Georgia : 



SOUTHERN STATIONERY & PRINTING CO. 
VALDOSTA, GEORGIA 
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