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<®tt % Nuttlj Atmltt^raaru of 
Sly? (§wr$ta State

Normal College

Alma Mater loved, upon thy brow 
Should rest the laurel wreath of victory, 
And in thy honor sweetest minstrelsy 
Should swell the breezes even now.
Guided by fair learning’s star, dost thou 
Pass on above War’s pangs and pageantry. 
The arts of peace were meant for thee;
To Hera wise dost thou perform thy vow.

Nine years of waxing service are complete; 
And on this anniversary I sing 
Sincerest plaudits. May the flame 
Of service always mount and bring 
The greater radiance, that ’tis meet 
Should evermore illuminate thy name.

Evelyn Brown.



Halnttto Ani A ^airait
The whistle died from his lips and the pucker of his 

mouth contracted to a hard straight line, as rounding the 
comer his eyes fell on the two objects ahead of him. To 
be perfectly truthful there were three, but even a small 
boy sees through his mind, and being but slightly interested 
in the third object Henry didn’t give even a thought of it.

Before him loomed a picture of a wisp of a girl in a pink 
chambray dress, and eyes of the grayest gray, with black 
silken fringe for lashes. All day he’d counted on overtaking 
her and carrying her books for her. But no, he was too 
late and another, and a strange boy, had the honored place, 
and of course he must be carrying her books, for no gen
tleman could do otherwise. Who could the boy be, anyway ? 
Henry was sure he’d never seen him before, and to think 
Betsy would throw him over for a stranger, and it so near 
Valentine too!

“Huh, I know why, he’s got a pomp, and his hair all 
slicked down with hair tonic,” soliloquized Henry. “I’ve 
begged Dad to let me have my hair cut that way and get 
a bottle of hair dressing, but he thinks I’m too little.”

Oh, but he must not let them get out of his sight be
fore he found who his rival was! With alacrity he hurried 
forward. “I’ll get even with somebody for this,” he said 
to himself, and began planning a way to get that much 
longed for hair cut. “Aw, Dad can’t understand why a 
feller wants his hair cut like all the other fellers. He tried 
to make a baby outer me and I ain’t gonner be nobody’s 
baby. I’m already thirteen years old and mother calls me 
a man and I guess I am mighty near it!”

Thus threshing the subject out he became so obsessed 
by these thoughts he could hardly believe his eyes when he 
saw the boy leave Betsy at her gate and cross the street 
with Mabel. “Aw, he’s just a timid little’fraid cat! I just 
bet Betsy goes over to Mabel’s in less time than you can 
say Jack Robinson. Well, she can go if she’s gonner like a 
boy that’s afraid to let her mother see him.”

“Come here just a little minute Henry,” called Betsy. 
’’Ain’t got time. In a big surry to go with the boys skating. 
Boy’s always was nicer’n girls.” Though what he really 
did was to go quietly up his back stairs to his room, and
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THE PINE BRANCH

snatching off his cap, gaze with a killing stare at a perfect 
thatch of black hair hanging over his f orehead. "The idea 
of Dad making a feller wear that curly mop when I could 
have a pomp like the other boys.,,

His face broke out with a sudden light as though a so
lution of his problem had presented itself! Snatching out 
a bureau drawer he emptied the contents of a box on his 
bed and began counting the money, all he had left, and 
two more weeks before his allowance would be given him! 
Just enough for a hair cuit, a fifty-cent bottle of shampoo, 
a skull cap, and one trip to the movies! Hooray! he’d work 
one on Dad this time all right. But equally as suddenly 
he drooped again and fell to pondering. This was the money 
he’d saved for Betsy’s Valentine box of candy (already se
lected in the window), and a pretty valentine with a little 
verse about friendship in it! Aw, well, since Betsy had 
evidenced such admiration for the other boy it didn’t mat
ter much if he didn’t give her a valentine.

"But I just bet she gets a valentine from that other 
boy, and she’ll think I’m busted!” And Henry thought 
that would never do.

Answering his mother’s call he went down stairs, but 
refused supper and sat during the meal deeply engrossed in 
thought, and watching closely every move of his mother. 
Finally when his father had taken refuge behind the news
paper, Henry approached his mother and broached the sub
ject. No, father had been very firm in giving his allow
ance and she couldn’t go against his wishes. Besides she 
thought his hair looked very nice.

With heavy heart and feet Henry climbed the stairs to 
his room and fell to work combing his hair back. Pretty 
soon with the aid of a little water and much soap he had, 
to a very small degree, trained the unruly hair backward. 
With a final application he went to bed and instantly to 
sleep.

Upon making a somewhat belated appearance at break
fast he felt sure from the smile his mother gave him that 
his efforts were crowned with success. Later, during the 
meal, he was startled to hear, "Henry, what have you done 
to your hair?” from his mother. To his indifferent 
"Nothin,” she came over and smelled his hair. Her verdict
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VALENTINE AND A HAIRCUT

was, “Soap! Go right up stairs and wash every bit off!” 
And when he saw the white coat of soap hardened on his 
once beautiful pompadour, he was glad enough to wash it, 
though it did leave him wondering how he’d manage the 
bristly mop at school.

With a last brush of the hair backward Henry carefully 
drew on his cap and started to school with fifty cents in 
his pocket and a new idea in the head. That afternoon he 
hurried by the barber’s, who was always glad to see him 
enter, knowing who he was. With much pride he ordered 
a pompadour cut, and when it was finished, Henry, with 
the air of a millionaire, asked to have it charged to his own 
account, also a fifty-cent bottle of dressing. The barber 
readily consented, knowing he’d get the money, though 
Henlry promised to pay himself in two weeks. His next 
move was to go to a small shop and invest the fifty cents 
in a skull cap. With this perched upon his head, a whistle 
on his lips, he gaily started home with his precious bottle 
of magic.

Fully expecting to see the boy of yesterday’s experience 
sitting on Betsy’s doorsteps, he was very much surprised 
to find Betsy and Mabel there, but was quick enough to see 
the boy some distance down the street. With a bit forced 
’ello! Henry hurried into his house, which was only two 
doors down. Still wondering who the little boy was, Henry 
hurried up to admire his new pompadour, and wonder if 
Betsy noticed his new hair cut and skull cap.

After spending some minutes admiring what seemed to 
him a wonderful re-creation of his former self, Henry as
sumed an air of his dignity, and strode into his mother’s 
room. He pretended to be extremely indifferent when his 
mother inquired, with a gleam of mirth in her eyes, about 
the hair cut, and carelessly replied that he was paying for 
it out of his own allowance, which was to be true later! 
After a momentary silence Henry’s mother inquired if he 
was going to Betsy’s valentine party that night.

With a slightly peeved air he said, “Guess a feller don’t 
go where he ain’t invited, least I don’t.”

“Oh, but you are invited,” his mother hastened to ex
plain. “Betsy came over this afternoon and said you were 
to go. She said she wanted to ask you yesterday, but you
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were too busy to listen when she called you.”
Henry’s face fell! To think Betsy had wanted to invite 

him to her party and he was “too busy” to listen! Aw 
well, no doubt she’d asked the other boy first. Even this 
bitter thought didn’t prevent a sudden, strange desire to 
rush out and call Betsy, which he did as quickly as he 
could with dignity—far from his boyish feeling—leave his 
mother alone. Betsy answered his call in person, and 
Henry made every pretense of wanting her to see his new 
engine, which was well under way of construction.

Ten minutes later they were seated on the front door 
steps, very much the same little chums of two days before.

“You don’t know my new cousin, do you, Henry ?” Betsy 
inquired.

“New cousin?” exclaimed Henry, “I didn’t know you 
had one.”

“Well I have,” saucily replied Betsy. “He’s just moved 
here. Oh, you must have seen him with Mabel and me!”

A broad grin spread itself over Henry’s face and he 
answered, “Yea, I saw you with a new boy but didn’t know 
he was your cousin.”

“Well you’ll see him if you come to my party to-night, 
an’ listen, he likes Mabel already I think—G’by!”

“Aw, you know I’ll come to your party Betsy! ’By!”
And he did go to her valentine party! Feeling very 

much a man in spite of his father’s scolding, and his moth
er’s hidden tear at her little boy growing up so fast. And 
with Henry went the valentine box of candy. And the 
little valentine was safely placed in the mail for morning!

Waver Hodges, '22.
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©jn* IHaiim Anh A fHalf ffrsnn
Minerva is a typical small town, found anywhere below 

the mythical, but mighty line, erstwhile drawn by Messrs.

The powers that be decided that Minerva should have a 
new, well-equipped—shall we say, city hall. And, sx e 
due squabbling between the ladies and the gentlemen, over 
the proposed site of the building, civil engineers and an ar
chitect were brought to Minerva, there to begin the grea 
work. The architect—hereby the story hangs—was imme
diately surrounded and accepted by the ladies.

He was' a handsome thing, and he had a way with 
women, had the Male Person. He was an out-and-out puzzle 
to the feminine population of Minerva. Nothing P^es 
the feminine mind as does a mystery; nothing is so alluring
to feminine curiosity. ___ A

The Male Person rapidly came to be the most discussal 
and admired man in town. As we have hitherto observed, 
he was a handsome thing, and he had a way wlthwomen; 
but he was blissfully unaware of this attraction. Not hand
some was he in an Apollo kind of way, but there was an 
appealing wistfulness about him that was irresistible to 
ladies. Shy, blushing, reserved, he never spoke of himself, 
but oh, what a wonderful listener he was!

Now in Minerva, there were Three Maidens who were 
drawn by this fatal attraction as the bee is drawn to the 
rose. The Flapper paraded past his boarding place, and 
drove by the building site, in the hope of one Ae^mg smile 
from the Male Person. The Clinging Vine inscribed poems 
to him half her time, and spent the rest of her waking 
hours devising a romantic way of getting the poems to 
him. The Business Woman had efficiently decided on him 
as her mate, but had not as yet seen fit to inform him of
her decision. . ~_

The love of the Three Maids was as a consuming fire
which bumeth forever unconsumed. The Flapper and the 
Vine could get no rest at night ; they could not eat hiere
food_they must feed on Olympian ambrosia, or not at all.
They grew languid and melancholy and began to piue and 
waste away. The Business Woman made hideous mistakes 
in her work, greatly surprising her associates.

Then the Flapper bethought herself of a letter, to tell
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the Worshipped One of her worship; and when the letter 
was finished she must read it; she simply must read it 
aloud. So she betook herself to the park.

The Vine composed her masterpiece; she would send it 
to him with violets, so eloquent of her love. But first she 
must hie herself to the park, there to commune with nature 
and read aloud her poem.

The Business Woman had plodded stolidly on, until such 
time as she considered propitious, so now she decided on a 
talk with him—a straight-from-the-shoulder business prop
osition. But she must have her subject-matter and ma
terial well in hand; so away to the park she went to ar
range it logically.

The Flapper was the first to reach the sylvan retreat, 
and she tripped blithely down the park, reading this soulful 
letter:
“My Wonder Man,

“I suppose you are puzzled at the way I pass you at 
work, and wonder at my soulful look when you are the 
object of my gaze. Honey, I love you—adore you—worship 
you. That’s the answer! I think you are wonderful. My 
other little affairs were only infatuations—this is love, the 
divine passion! . The boys of the crowd are so childish now, 
I can never notice them again. They are long ago and far 
away, for I have met you! And I know that my love is 
returned, for I have seen it in your eyes! But you have 
been afraid to tell me so; I will keep a rendezvous with you 
to-night at nine by the hydrangea bush in the park.’’

“Oh ye gods! Some one’s coming! I”ll hide behind 
this shrub!”

“Oh Nature!” exclaimed the Vine, picking her way for
lornly down the path, “Oh Nature, sweet nature, thou eter
nal solace of love! Flowers, birds, trees, sweet solitude, 
with onl ythoughts of my lover! But let me read my ef
fusion to him, my soul mate!” (Reads aloud):

“Before thy altar I kneel, a love-lorn maid.
Singing old songs to thee, songs of my love. 
Air-castles built for thee, Life of My Heart.

“Thou lovest me, yea, I know it 
By the warm glances of thine eye,
So meet me, beloved, and let me hear

Seven



THREE MAIDS AND A MALE PERSON

From thine own lips the tale of thy passion. 
To-night, by the flowering hydrangea,
At nine, in the lovers’ sweet ‘Paradise Park’.”

“But hist! Footsteps approach! I must conceal my
self behind this friendly hedge until the passerby is gone.”

The Business Woman strode briskly into view, rehears
ing as she came:

“Now, my dear man, this is a cold business proposition, 
as I see it, and as such I beg you to view it. Physically, 
I am perfect. Mentally, I am far above the average. I am 
100% efficient; I am practical, I have common sense. I 
have not what the world calls beauty and charm, but these 
superficial things soon fade. I am a good housekeeper; I 
can cook.

“Now, on the other hand, you have those qualities which 
I lack. You are handsome, you are a dreamer, you have 
all the attributes of a good husband and father.

“Well, my point is this: I want to marry you; I in
tend to marry you, so don’t argue the issue. Our union will 
be perfect. Now, the only point left unsettled is the date, 
and I’ll generously leave that up to you.

“Ahem! Well, he can’t dodge the issue! And that’s 
that!”

“Some one is coming—hm—well, my reputation is such 
that I can’t be found here during business hours. They 
would think me a sentimental fool—this bush is a conven
ient shelter.”

A sound of wheels, and a perambulator hove into view, 
holding a baby (presumably twins) in each end; propelling 
reluctantly, but propelling all the same, was the Mysterious 
Male Person. Following young Apollo came an older woman 
drabbed and harassed looking, dispiritedly dragging a five- 
year-old child by the hand, who kept up an incessant chatter 
about Daddy.

The little procession passed on; three maids, astonished 
unbelief in every line of their bodies, rushed to the path, 
craning their necks until the little procession disappeared 
around a bend in the path. Simultaneously they turned, 
and beheld—each other.

Three trails lead through the grass—so endeth the tale.
Evelyn Kendrick Brown.



StynUfi
“Ah me! A circus, and the first I’ve been to in over 

two years. Come on Mary, let’s see the fat lady.”
“Please wait a minute Annie, I want to see what is going 

to happen here. You know I’m in for all the free perform
ances. O-oh look! That man is putting a snake around a 
lady’s neck.”

“My! How hideous. We don’t want to see that. We 
can’t afford to waste our time in looking at such things. 
If we do not hurry we shall not get to see anything before 
the main performance begins. Come on, let’s ride on the 
merry-go-round.”

Finally she consented to go and we passed from one 
tent to another taking time to look at some things, refusing 
others. We saw all the animals and their stunts, and I 
even persuaded Mary to ride on the elephant with me. I 
like to ride on anything, and, too, I wanted to be able to 
say I had ridden on an elephant.

While we were on Jumbo’s back Mary spied a fortune 
teller’s tent, and just as I expected from her, came:

“Oh! Anne, I must have my fortune told. You know 
I’ve been telling you about the trouble between John and 
me.”

“Please don’t Mary. We won’t have time for that.”
“Yes we will, and I’ll let you go first.”
“No, I’ll not have my fortune told. I don’t believe in 

such things any way. But I’ll wait for you outside.”
While I was waiting for Mary, from somewhere in the 

distance came the loud boom of a drum, then the faint voice 
of the bugle followed by the combination of several musical 
sounds.

I looked in the direction from whence the sounds came, 
and very soon I saw men and women on horses’ backs, some 
in carriages and still others walking. There was the clown 
doing stunts on the backs of horses, and I realized that it 
was the circus parade.

When the parade was passing me, I looked up to meet 
the gaze of a lady in a beautiful carriage. With the sweet
est smile on her face, she called to me: “Come little girl, 
don’t you want to be in the parade?”

Without a moment’s hesitation, I climbed into the 
carriage beside the prettty lady. What a thrilling experi-
Nine



THRILLS SUBDUED

ence! Riding in a circus parade! I had forgotten about 
Mary until we happened to pass the fortune teller’s tent 
again just as she was coming out. Of course she was 
shocked to see me in the parade. But, I was in the height 
of my glory. I had never heard such wonderful music 
before in all my life.

Then suddenly I was snatched almost out of my wits, 
and looking up I saw the frowning face of my room-mate.

“Get up, you sleepy head, I’ve been calling you for the 
last half-hour. Here it is almost time for the breakfast 
bell.”

In the moment of returning consciousness, I could hear 
the dishes rattling, sounds of the stove door being opened 
and closed, the motor of the electric dish-washing machine, 
and the voices of the servants coming from the kitchen 
below. My first feeling was that of irritation that I had 
been awakened in such a rude manner. Then came the 
sensation of disappointment that it was only a dream and 
that my wonderful music was that of the kitchen orchestra.

Silftitui Uliie iimite-lfop Jamttrll
“Why couldn’t someone give a dance to-night?—or even 

a rook party would have been better than having to re
main at home to-night and bid Jack, Lewis, and Rob all 
three farewell.” Such was Cora’s wail to her friend Gussie 
as she stopped a moment before her gate.

This was Cora’s third year at college, and she always 
dreaded to tell the home-boys good-bye. She decided before 
she came home for the Christmas holidays that it would 
be much easier if she should bid them all farewell at the 
same time. Now she was leaving early the next morning, 
and to-night the three boys were coming—and what would 
she say?

Jack, Lewis, and Rob were each surprised to see the 
others at Cora’s house. They all thought they were to see
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BIDDING THE HOME-BOYS FAREWELL.

her alone this last evening. Cora was as embarrassed as 
the boys. It wasn’t half the fun she thought it would be. 
If it were only Jack, how nice it would be!—or Rob, how 
they’d joke and laugh!—or Lewis—But all three, it was 
plain stupid. All the boys wished each other away. They 
just didn’t know how! They talked of all the things they 
had spoken of so many times before, and then spoke of 
them again. At ten o’clock Cora arose in desperation and 
faced the boys with her hands behind her and said, “Boys, 
I hope you will have as much fun during the next five 
months as I expect to have,” and turning she fled from 
the room.

It was just at the break of dawn when Cora reached 
the station the next morning, but in the dim light she rec
ognized Jack. He hurried to her side to assist her on the 
train. How sweet of him to come down so early! As she 
started down the aisle she was surprised to see Rob coming 
to meet her. He gave her two of the latest novels. How 
thoughtful of him to remember how much she enjoyed 
books! As the conductor gave his last “All aboard” and 
the boys turned to go, there was a tap on her window. 
Raising the window she recognized Lewis in the dim light. 
He handed her a box of candy and exclaimed, “Good-bye, 
Cora; write often.”

The train moved away and Cora leaned out of the win
dow to wave to the boys. There the three were standing 
together on the station platform. She wondered what they 
were saying.

As Cora crawled into her soft bed at college that night, 
Kate, her room-mate, did not quite agree with her when 
she exclaimed, “Oh! it’s so much more fun to tell these dear 
girls hello than to bid the boys at home farewell.”

Thelma O’Brien, '23.
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The College Coming Into Its Oum

In the locals of this issue will be found an account of 
the proceedings of a meeting of the Board of Trustees of 
the College held on January thirteenth. The action of the 
Board in placing the institution on a four-year basis is of 
great significance and of interest not only to the student
body, but to the whole state.

Heretofore a student from South Georgia who desired 
a standard college educatioon—and let it be remembered 
that South Georgia in this sense means the three-fifths of 
the state lying south of the middle line and giving homes to 
half the population of the state—has had to go to some 
other section of the state. Likewise a girl from another 
section of the state desiring to pursue her higher studies 
in a mild climate such as it is in South Georgia, has had 
to leave the state entirely. (Indeed the school year is al
most ideal, very much‘like the winter climate of the famous 
“East Coast.”)

It is interesting to note that though henceforth the 
College will be a full four-year college, offering both the 
Bachelor of Arts and Bachelor of Education degrees, it will
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not discontinue the two-year, or normal and junior college 
courses, whose excellence has made possible the rapid devel
opment of the institution. Indeed, the new organization is 
in this regard exceedingly advantageous to the student.

Two interesting sequels to the action of the Board 
have given much satisfaction to the students and faculty. 
The four-year professional course has been accepted by the 
State Superintendent of Schools for the State College 
Teachers Certificate just as the two-year course has been 
from the beginning, accepted for the State Normal Certifi
cate. The College was on the same day elected to mem
bership in the State Association of Colleges, and so takes 
its place in this honored group.

Girls of South Georgia and S. G. S. N. C. are extremely 
grateful for these educational advantages made possible by 
the Georgia Legislature, Board of Trustees and the untiring 
efforts of our College President.

Thirteen



Opportunity and Effort

“He is not worthy of the honeycomb who shuns the
hive because the bees have stings.”

May we not apply this to college life? So often we 
complain about difficult lessons, the tasks imposed upon us
and the daily grind. , . ,

The trouble is many of us get an education—or at least
go through college—too easily. Parents pay all bills and 
their daugghters study only enough to pass from one class 
to another and get through. How many of us truly put 
forth our best effort? Do we stop to think how many great 
men have become great only through great toil with seem
ingly few opportunities, little money and less sympathy and 
encouragement? Coming nearer home, how many girs o 
this college and others of the present day do better work 
when they have to make their own way through college. 
They are not dreading the bees’ stings as much as they are 
thinking of the honey.

During the month of February which brings the anni
versary of the birthdays of so many of America’s great 
men —Lincoln, Washington, and Longfellow — let us re
member that, “We can make our lives sublime.’’

Think how many girls, during this time of financial e- 
pression, are denied opportunities that we have! Many 
would gladly pick up the tasks and make good ^ they had 
the chance. Let us fix our eyes on the goal and think ot 
the tasks only as steps which bring us nearer this goa . 
Then if discouragements come we may remember that it 
we make the most of our opportunities we will reap our
reward and the “honey comb” will be ours.

Edna Robinson, ’22.

Fourteen



Friday, the Thirteenth, Lucky Day for Us.

Friday and thirteen are both said to be unlucky, but 
from now on they should be considered very lucky for S 
G. S. N. C.

Something that should be of great interest to every girl 
in the state of Georgia is the meeting of the board of trus
tees of our college which was held here on Friday, January 
thirteenth.

The meeting was called for the purpose of having a final 
settlement with the contractor for our splendid new dormi
tory. Those members of the board who had not seen the 
building since it was completed were very enthusiastic over 
its magnificent appearance.

Recognizing the strong work being done here as a two- 
year college and the exceptional equipment of the institu
tion, and responding to the strongly-felt demand that the 
great section of the state south of Macon have at least one 
standard college, a very important step was taken in the 
resolution that preparations be made for courses leading to 
a bachelor’s degree. This means that now our college will 
be a full-fledged four-year college of the highest standing. 
The two-year courses will continue to be given also. Just 
think, a girl may come here and receive her diploma at 
the end of two years; then, if she so desires, she may 
continue the course for another two years and get a degree.

We girls were the immediate beneficiaries of this board 
meeting in an/ entirely different way, for two of the board
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members, Mr. Beck and our beloved Chancellor Barrow, 
dined with us, and of course, gave us their usual greeting 
in the form of after-dinner speeches. Mr. Beck was rather 
humorous in portraying the school teacher, but declared 
the profession much better than for a girl to marry “a two- 
bit man.” Chancellor Barrow, with splendid illustrations, 
showed how the circle of man’s life and the circle of woman’s 
life heretofore only touching in their public phases, are now 
more and more overlapping. The overlapping parts of the 
circles he called the unchaperoned area; and he stressed 
with his characteristic happy earnestness the great im
portance of prudence and self-control on the part of young 
women who live more and more in the overlapping areas 
of the circles. • ‘ ‘ .

It was a very pleasant half hour together, and we re
ceived some very good suggestions and advice from the 
splendid talks. ,, ’ • • ‘ •

The Chamber of Commerce Meets With Us.

On Friday night, January thirteenth, the Chamber of 
Commerce held its annual dinner-meeting in the large and 
beautiful dining hall of our new dormitory. At this meet
ing all of industrial, commercial, financial and professional 
Valdosta gathered for a pleasant evening together. While 
the lively bunch of men were feasting upon the roast goose, 
barbecued kid, coffee and cigars, we were playing the part 
of quiet mice in other parts of the building.

We are all happy to have our beloved teachers, Miss 
Craig and Miss Gilmer, back with us again after successful 
operations. They still meet us with their usual smiles and 
cheery greetings.
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Are You Making Your Dreams Come True?
An Alumnae Letter.

I wonder how many of you alumnae of S. G. S. N. C. 
are making your dreams come true? Of course you have 
dreamed dreams. They began to form in your minds al
most before you realized that you had a real part in life. 
And to you they were the biggest and best of all. They 
represented your highest ideals and loftiest ambitions in 
life. You were anxious for a chance to set wrong things 
right and to make the world feel the influence of the new 
generation, of which you were a part. Are you making 
those dreams come true? ?

Dreaming is all right. The great people of to-day were 
once youthful dreamers. A good dream may be the start
ing point for many good things. But the dreams that are 
put into practice, and not the ones that lie idle, are the 
ones that make for higher and better things in the world. 
So don’t let your dream remain a dream. Bring it forth 
and develop it and let it amount to something.

The world needs people who put their dreams into effect. 
There is no shortage of people who think of doing some
thing worth while, but there is a serious shortage of people 
who think of worth-while things and put their thoughts 
into effect. The world is full of people who wish to help 
the world by telling someone else what to do, but they are 
not willing to put themselves forward as “one who does 
things.” If the people who are always thinking of how a 
thing should be done, would only wake up and do it them
selves, the world would be a much happier and better place 
in which to live. ?

So let’s not be people who only dream, but people who 
make their dreams amount to something. Don’t lose faith 
in your school-girl dreams. They represent your ideals. 
Enrich and multiply them, and when they represent your 
best, then bring them forth as realities, as dreams no 
longer. Make your dreams come true. Mytle Bird.
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<xi Society Notes
Soronian Society News.

tx-
l>

We Soronians feel that the negative side of the debate 
will be well taken care of, for we have as our speakers 
Misses Estelle Barker and Willie Mae Mathews, two seniors 
who know how to argue their point to the finish.

The program for January 21st was as follows:
Vocal Solo—Dahlia Baker.
Debate—“Resolved, That S. G. S. N. C. Should Be a 

Co-ed. School.”
Affirmative 

Gladys Faircloth 
Catherine Wheeler

Piano Solo—Inez Sharp. 
Representation of Ads.: 

Mattie Stipe 
Alma Lee Day 
Rebecca Kid

Negative 
Cynthia Lewis 
Ruby Meeks

Julia Harrell 
Virginia Dasher 
Aina Williams

Current Events—Mary Sue Cannon.
Quartet—Evelyn Williams, Elizabeth Livingston, Waver 

Hodges, Jewell Meeks. ?

Argonian Literary Society.

[There were two meetings of the Argonian Literary 
Society last month.]

January 7, 1922, the chairman of the debate committee 
announced the subject for the debate—Resolved, That Giv
ing Labor a Voice in the Management of Industry is a 
Better Solution of the Labor Problem Than Profit Sharing. 
It was also announced that the representatives of our 
society in the debate against the Soronian Literary Society 
will be Misses Mae Gibson and Evelyn Brown. We have 
implicit faith in their ability to master the subject, and
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we are looking forward to the day when our debaters will 
appear to pull their side over the top. Three new members 
were added to the enrollment. The following program was 
rendered:
Piano Solo______________________________ O’mera Minter
Reading _________________________________ May Gibson
Vocal Solo________________________ Evelyn O’Quin
Reading ____________________  Evelyn Brown
Impromptu Jokes—^Beatrice Lang, Claire Weathersbee, 
Eloise Sewell, Sadie Lee Chauncey, Stella Taylor and Eliza
beth Funderburk.

Book Party.
Anyone passing through or near the rotunda on Satur

day evening, January the fourteenth, would certainly have 
been startled to see a great number of well known books 
possessing real life. Not only were these books alive, but 
were walking gayly around, chatting freely with each other. 
It was an event of importance at S. G. S. N. C.

A book party is given every year by the Y. W. C. A., 
and the eagerness with which it is always anticipated was 
greater this year than ever before.

Every girl was dressed to represent some book, and the 
fun of the evening was guessing the titles of the various 
books as they wandered around.

Later on in the evening, different portions of books 
were given in the form of plays, the naming of which was 
left to the onlookers.

Delicious hot chocolate and doughnuts were then served 
in the dining ghall, being followed finally by the awarding 
of the prizes to the person guessing the greatest number 
of book titles, and also to the one guessing the least.
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Margaret: “Reba, you don’t know what a meat chop
per is?”

Reba: “Yes, it is a hammer or axe one.”
Mr. Shanks: “Hazel, where did the Dutch establish 

colonies?”
Hazel: “In Holland, I reckon.”
Alice Neil: “Elaine, do you love me still?”
Elaine: “No, I love you wiggling.”

Her First Attempt With a Classic.
Ruth Ellyn (at library desk): “I want to check out a

Librarian: “What classic ?”
Ruth Ellyn—“Just a classic, a Dickin classic.” 
Librarian: “Which one?”
Ruth Ellyn: “Dickin Tale—er—Tale of Two Cities.”

Who Wrote It?
First Senior: “Where will I find ‘Whittier’s Snow 

Bound’ ?”
Second Senior: “In that book of ‘Longfellow’s Poem.. 
First Senior (looking diligently): “I don’t find it!” 
Second Senior: “Well, who wrote it?”
First Senior: “Whittier.”
Second Senior: “It is not in ‘Longfellow’s Poems’ then.

Ah! Me!
Mary: “My book report is on Mickey O’Halloren, and

his mother was an Irishman.” #
A Lawyer May Be Manly Things, But Can He Beat This.

Mr. Shanks, in Economics: “A lawyer generally keeps 
a stenographer to save his own time for other work, al
though he may be a better typewriter than his stenogra
pher is.” '
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How Perfectly Terrible.
Julia: “I have been having my pupils dilated.”
Gladys: “Julia! have you been having your eyes dilu

ted? Didn’t it hurt?”
Always a Reason!

Dallia (in Art Appreciation): “Miss MeCoy, you know 
some of the early Christian people had some concentrated 
earth brought over from Palestine to be buried in.”

Something to Look For.
Deborah: “Miss MeCoy, have you seen any landscapes 

with ships on it ?”
Miss MeCoy: “Deborah, I may look delirious, but I’m 

not.”
And Something Else.

Miss Gilmer (in English class): “Girls, you remember 
the place in the Bible where Jonah swallowed the whale?”

Miss Gallaher (coming into class) asked: “Am I late?”
Alice: “No, Miss Gallaher, we are all fast this morn

ing”
“Hallie, why don’t you like Milton’s ‘Paradise Lost’ ?”
Hallie: “I don’t like to get quite so familiar with the 

lower regions.”
(New girl going through dormitory to select a room 

was very observant of radiators.)
Teacher: “Have you made your selection?”
Student: “I don’t like any of these rooms, I notice all 

of them have a pipe organ in them.”
Personal Mention.

The Bride and Broom — Mrs. Dalhouse and Miss Nell 
Groom are making their present home in Dormitory No. 1 
Room 29.

THE PINE BRANCH

N. B.
There has been recognized at the college a new variety

of the little flower poularly known as “Sweet William”__
“Sweet Henry.”
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THE SOUTH GEORGIA STATE NORMAL COLLEGE
at Valdosta.

A Branch of the University of Georgia for Young Women
(an Advertisement)

Roses in October and November and December. Violets and

DAFFODILS IN JANUARY AND FEBRUARY AND MARCH. ROSES AGAIN
in April,—flowers all the year. Outdoor life and pleasure

ALMOST EVERY DAY. TENNIS. BASKET BALL, HIKES--- GOOD TIMES AND
GOOD WORK.

Why not ENJOY LIFE while attending College—and do the 
BETTER WORK FOR IT?

There is NO MORE DELIGHTFUL CLIMATE in the world

DURING THE SCHOOL MONTHS (THE SAME AS THE FAMOUS FLORIDA
East Coast climate.) There is no school WITH A BETTER 
HEALTH record. Both are practically PERFECT. The combi- 
Nation is impossible to surpass.

The South Georgia State Normal College offers beautiful,
THOROUGHLY MODERN AND SANITARY DORMITORIES, LECTURE ROOMS 
AND LABORATORIES, THOROUGH COURSES OF INSTRUCTION CONDUCTED 
BY HIGHLY TRAINED SPECIALISTS WHO HAVE SUCCESSFUL EXPERIENCE 
AS TEACHERS.

The PLANT. THE EQUIPMENT. THE INSTRUCTION ARE FREE GIFTS 
TO GEORGIA’S DAUGHTERS. STUDENTS PAY ONLY PERSONAL 
EXPENSES, and the College lends its purchasing power to 
make: these as small as possible. THE COLLEGE MAKES NO 
MONEY. It conducts all its business—as befits a State in
stitution--- WITH RIGID ECONOMY, AND GIVES ITS STUDENTS IN BET
TER SERVICE THE BENEFIT OF ITS SAVINGS. ITS BUSINESS IS 
SERVICE.

The College offers Professional courses leading to the 
NORMAL DIPLOMA (two years) and to the DEGREE OF BACH
ELOR OF EDUCATION (four years), and entitling recipients 
to the State Professional Normal and Professional Col
lege Certificates respectively. It also offers non-pdofes- 
sional courses leading to the JUNIOR COLLEGE DIPLOMA 
(two years) and to the BACHELOR OF ARTS DEGREE (four 
years). These diplomas and degrees are arranged about the 
FOLLOWING STUDIES AS MAJORS--- SCIENCE, LANGUAGE. HISTORY,
and English, Home Economics. Art, Music, Vocal Expression.

An IDEAL COLLEGE for young women, in an IDEAL CLI
MATE.

We invite visits, inspection, correspondence, comparison. 
All enquiry is appreciated.

Address

R. H. POWELL, President.



WHITING’S
STATIONERY

ALL THE NEW STYLES

When you thinfe of Writing 

Thinh of WHITING

X-MAS GREETING CARDS

ALL THE LATEST BOOKS

Southern Stationery & Printing Company
209 N. ASHLEY STREET 

VALDOSTA, GEORGIA



W. M. Oiver&Co.
The Store Where 
You Can Find-—
COAT SUITS—

New Spring Coat Suits in all the season’s 
wanted shades.

NEW SPRING SLIPPERS—
That FIT and give satisfaction, for sport, 
street or dress, in patent leathers, kids, 
suedes and satins.

EVERYTHING DAINTY AND INDIVIDUAL 
FOR WOMEN AND CHILDREN

n

PATTERSON HOTEL 
Valdosta, Ga.

Owned and Operated by 
. W. L. FENDER and MRS. E. M. DEVINE

AMERICAN PLAN

BEST MEALS IN VALDOSTA. 
FRIED CHICKEN EVERY DAY 

ALL MODERN CONVENIENCES. 
PHONE IN EACH ROOM.

WITHIN A BLOCK OF ALL RAILROADS,
J. C. JONES, Manager.
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♦ WHEN YOU WANT FIRST CLASS GROCERIES
Call at

MODERN GROCERY 
or

PHONE 438 OR 439.
♦ EVERYBODY PAYS THE SAME PRICE.

THE SAME PRICE EVERY DAY IN THE 
WEEK. Come and See for Yourself.

W. B. CONOLEY, Prop. 4

STRAND and REX THEATRES
Coming Strand

MAE MURRAY 
in

“PEACOCK ALLY.”
REX ALWAYS A GOOD SHOW 10c

DON’T FORGET

VINSON’S
THE DEPENDABLE DRUG STORE 

Phones 245 and 246
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YOUR TRIP TO TOWN 

Is Not Complete Unless You

VISIT OUR POP-CORN MACHINE.
Popped by electricity, this delightful con- 
fectio nis served fresh, clean and untouched 
by hands.

LARGE CARTON 10c.

COME SEE IT POP 

at

THE CRYSTAL

College Girls
Patronize Our

Pine Branch
Advertisers
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GR O O E RIBS
^TAe Best Grocery Store In Valdosta 

Everything Strictly Sanitary :: :: We Invite Inspection 

IVe Sell Everything Good to Eat

The Girls of this College Trade with Us

ASK THEM

Campbell Grocery Company

4

LET US FRAME 
YOUR PICTURES

STRICKLAND PHONOGRAPH COMPANY
123 North Ashley Street ' 0
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A◄ ►
^ ► Meet Me at < ►

THE PIGGLY-WIGGLY °
Prices Within Your Allowance !

t ►
i >

< ► PIGGLY-WIGGLY O
All Over the World. t ■

t ►
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GIBSON’S JEWELRY STORE 0
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IF IT IS YOUR DRUGGIST 

YOU WANT TO SEE 

IT IS

INGRAM DRUG GO.

PHONE 1-2-3

THE BEST OF EVERYTHING.

SMITH DRUG AND SEED COMPANY. 

We Deliver to the College.


