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REACH D. & M.

Home Endorsement
Is a guarantee in itself. This is what we have

to offer you, for the baseball teams in our

city are using and recommending REACH and

D. & M. goods. This endorsement is worth

more to us than that given in pamphlets and

advertising matter. Ask "THE BOYS" that

play BALL. -:- -:-

REMEMBER THE NAMES

These names bear the stamp of QUALITY
and a GUARANTEE. Our Sales during the

past week convince us that the prices are

Right. -:- -:- -:- -:- -:- -:-

DURHAM BOOK & STATIONERY GO.

REACH AND D. & M.

DURHAM. NORTH CAROLINA

D. & M. REACH



PURH|^<^^^ LIBRARY

mif(tim,mKth Carolina

ffHIS BOOK DOES
TOT CIBCULATE

HOME SAVINGS BANK
DURHAM, N. C.

"The Best and Safest Place for Your Money"

Cultivate the Savings Habit and you will become happy and inde-

pendent. We will help you do this by allowing you 4 per

cent interest on your money, compounded semi-annually

One Dollar Will Open an Account

George W. Watts, President W. W. Whitted, Cashier
John Sprunt Hill, Vice-President T. B. Peirce, Jr., Asst. Cashier

Open All Day Saturdays

DELOS W. SORRELL J. MARTIN UMSTEAD

SORRELL & UMSTEAD
,AttorneYS ait6 Counsellors at TLaw

Phone No. 702 DURHAM, N. C. Loudhlin Building
OPPOSITE CO U RT HOUSE

EGGS! EGGS!! EGGS!!! EGGS!!!!
From the best strains of Silver Spangled Hamburgs,

styled the "Everlasting Layers" and the most beautiful
fowl of the Poultry Yard. Blue Andalutions, the only
fowl that wears our national colors, Red, White and Blue.
Great Layers. flPure Bred Brown Leghorns, the greatest
layers on earth. ERNEST N. TILLETT,

LAMOND AVE., DURHAM, N. C.

Buy your Meat from

us and Save 10 per ct.

Z. GUGGENHEIM

& Company
City Market Stalls 8 and 10



Haywood 8c Boone
PRESCRIPTION DRUGGISTS

COR MAIN AND MANGUM STS. DURHAM, N. C.

JONES & FRASIER
"Jewelers

Main Street Durham, N* G

When you can do so, patronize a Specialist

Southgate <& Son
a specialty of Thirty Years

Sr B. W. Hobgood For Your SH0ES

full Cine of Ladies', Gents', misses' and Children's Shoes

BOYS' SCHOOL SHOES A SPECIALTY

GO TO

Christian & Harward
For All Kinds of Furniture. Your Credit Good at Our Store.

J. N. TJmstead & Sons
00D AND COM



j
Cool

Cook With GaS convenienf

)
Economical

= Light With Gas

Use Gas For Power

PHONE US AND OUR REPRESENTATIVE
WILL CALL ON YOU

THE DURHAM LIGHT
AND POWER COMPANY

PHONE No. 325



W. N. LATTA
Electrical Contractor

Telephone No. 84o 205V4 East Main Street

Durham, IN. C
ELECTRICAL APPARATUS AND SUPPLIES

Chandeliers a Specialty

We will take great pleasure in calling upon jou to show you

the various Styles and Originalities of Designs and to also

assist you in making an appropriate selection of same.

In Prices We Defy All Competitors

Thomas Pharmacy Co.

Pure Drugs, Fine Cigars and Tobacco

R. F. Morris * Job Primer
Opposite Court House

CALL ON HIM FOR PRICES

THE ROYALL & BORDEN CO,

Main Street. Durham, N. C.



*7ivt "points J)rucs (Tontpan?

Drugs, Cigars and Soda Water
'Gelepljotte Clumber 150

try iittiiwi mmm&Q
For Typewriter Cleaning and Key Fitting

to any Kind of Locks
\ 14 Church Street Phone No- 516

Kirby s
60 Great 5 & 10c. Stores

Matchless Values

Nothing Over 10 Cents

SUPPOSE YOU SHOULD*) W. C. LINDSEY
f Fire Insurance

Phone 4 1 Durham, N. C.HAVE A FIRE TONIGHT

«

GO TO-

>f. Slater Co.
FOR

Tfats
We always have the Most Select Line of Neck-

wear in the City

WHITMOPF THE BAKER
Makes the best Bread, Cakes, Pies, Etc., also carries

a full line of Confectioneries and Fruits

ROYSTER'S FINE CANDIES A SPECIALTY



USE YOUR JUDGMENT!

Don't Get

Fooled

The only thing

that's just as good

is another sack of

this Self Same Food

Peerless

Stand on your

rights* Don't suf-

fer them to send

something

Just as Good

There is but one Best

That's Peerless

REMEMBER
that behind every

sack stands our
guarantee*

CARROLINA ROLLER MILLS
J. S. CARR, Jr., President
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On the Ebb Tide
Florence Gertrude Green, '08.

Phil was bashful, there was no doubt of that, and owing to this

exceeding timidity—well, it is sufficient to say that "Thereby hangs

a tale."

Phil was known for miles around as the "Lion Hearted," but let

us .say, by way of explanation, that this element in his nature ex-

tended only as far as the "fair sex," and there it stopped rather

short.

All the boys on the ranch stood very much in awe of and respected

equally this strong, broad-shouldered Philip Carlisle, with his dark,

deep-set eyes and firmly compressed lips. They had often wondered

how one so brave and daring could stand trembling in the presence of

little Marie Swandale, the daughter of the so-called "Ranch King,"

who lived just across the river.

Marie had never worn her heart on her sieeve, and was rather shy

of her rustic admirers, chiefly because none of them realized her ideals

of manhood created by fireside stories of the past. Indeed, she had

always ibeen inclined to laugh at Philip, her bashful yet ardent suitor,

for a mere frown from her completely overwhelmed him.

She did not understand him and reasoned that one so afraid of her

could not be much of a man, and for this reason she gave him little

encouragement. She admired a man of courage, although the attempt

to earn a few dollars to support his widowed mother and younger

brothers and sisters required courage of the highest order, yet it

was not of a kind that appealed to the fancy of a romantic young girl.

She was ignorant of the struggle that was taking place in his

loyal heart when she was bestowing winsome smiles and demure
glances from her mischievous blue eyes on Jack Mackintosh, Phil's

chief competitor.
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Phil was determined to affect some scheme by which he hoped to

be raised in Marie's estimation.

He saw her very seldom now, and although his many rivals always

managed to meet her when she chanced to ramble, he never succeeded

in securing such good luck.

His bronzed face grew stern and thin and he lapsed into a state

of melancholy indifference.

He now resolved to act toward her precisely as she had acted

toward him. He tried not to notice her when she went flying by

on horseback with Mackintosh and Hackly, but when they were out

of sight he would grind his teeth in jealous rage.

One beautiful June day, weary and leaden spirited, he decided to

go down to the river to row the fever out of his blood. He was
drifting slowly on, When all of a sudden he stopped and sat up.

Surely this was something extraordinary, he thought, for there high

and dry on the beach was a rowboat. "Someone has forgotten that

the tide is going out," he thought as he passed, but this was no affair

of his.

A voice called faintly, "Philip!"

He started at the familiar tones and looked again. Surely that

was Marie, standing by the prow of the stranded skiff. He recognized

that it was she and put his boat about with an energy not in keeping

with his former languid strokes.

His boat stranded several yards from the s'hore, and he rose and

faced her.

"Oh, Philip," she cried, "I have done such a stupid thing; I stole

away 'here to finish a book and—well—I didn't notice that the tide

was going out. Dear me, I'm in such a dilemma," she added wist-

fully.

"And you would rather be in your hoat," said Philip brusquely.

"But, Philip, I'm sure I don't know what I'm going to do."

"Well, suppose you get in your boat and I'll try to push it off."

(She obeyed with a troubled look in her face. He pushed till the

veins knotted on his forehead. At this she sprang up, exclaiming,

"Oh, this will never do, you'll burst a blood vessel, but I don't see

what you can do."

"Carry you out to my boat, that is all I can do."

"Oh, Philip !" but as she looked at the black intervening mud she

became silent.

"I could go and find Mackintosh or Hackly for you," he said, sar-

castically.
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She turned away to hide her tears. "But how in the world can

you manage it?" she said, and there was real distress in her tones.

"You will have to put your arm around my neck."

"Oh I"

"You wouldn't mind putting your arm around a post, would you?"

he asked (bitterly.

"Well, have your way, but you don't know how heavy—

"

"I soon will, soon as—oh, that will never do. Now, that's better."

"Philip, am I not very heavy?" she asked softly.

"Not as heavy as my heart and you know it," he replied gloomily.

Her head rested slightly against his Shoulder, her breath fanned

his cheek ; her eyes, soft and lustrous, sought his. But he looked

away, gloomy and defiant.

When she was (seated, by great exertions the boat slid gradually

into the water and he sprang in beside her.

"Mr. Carlyle," she began softly. He arrested his oars and turned

wondering eyes to hers. They were sparkling with mirth as she

continued, "You know I don't think this a misfortune and somehow
I don't feel hungry a bit,—and I wouldn't mind spending another

hour—

"

Carlyle nearly upset the hoat in his headlong effort to gain a seat

beside her and— ! !

!

The Garden
Out in the world's great garden,

Numberless flowers aglow,

Crimson and gold and purple

Or white as the driven snow.

Out in God's great garden,

Fairer, the flowers that blow

;

Sweeter, the incense arising

Whiter, the petals of snow.

Hearts are the blossoms, iblooming,

God is fthe gardener there;

Souls are ever expanding

Under His loving care.

—Adapted.
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Such Stuff as Dreams are Made Of
Inez Croom, '09.

The deadly feud between the two noble Spanish houses had not

descended to their children. The daughter of one and the son of the

other were supremely indifferent, although their daily abodes were
less than five miles apart, and in plain sight of each other.

The only home the slender, dark haired, gypsy-like girl had known
since her childhood was the Abbey, a calm place in a calm valley.

The home of the boy, a noble youth, was the Monastery, a ,silent

place upon a silent mountain top, overlooking the valley, and the

Abbey.

The holy quiet of their homes had not calmed the fiery spirits of

these children of famous warriors, and each chafed under it. Nor
had it robbed the reverent priests of their Jove of excitement, and

thus it came about that a chariot race was planned by them to satisfy

their students. As it was quite customary for young girls to race in

chariots, the race was & contest between the two schools, and timed in

accordance with the visits of the noble heads of the noblest families

represented at each school.

The race was in a hall, a splendid, round, colonnaded hall, shielded

from the glare of the summer sun by a lofty^arched, dome-like yellow

roof.

A brilliant, a beautiful affair, was the race ! And oh, it was a de-

liriously happy time for the father of the little senorita ! The Span-

ish nobleman shouted and cried enouragements and almost wept for

pure delight as the chariot bearing the straight, slender figure of his

young daughter shot iahead.

But oh, the inexplicable, heartrending pity of it, her fall ! As she

shot forward between the gilded columns at the end of the race, the

victor, the ivory wheel of her chariot crashed against the column,
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and the next instant the proud little figure lay in an insensible

heap directly in the path of the nearest horseman, her rival, who
was too close upon her to turn aside, who could only clutch the

reigns of his flying horses in stiff fingers and close his eyes upon the

sight.

She was carried into the Abbey, unconscious, and laid in a dark-

ened, hushed room.

When she regained consciousness, a sister of the Abbey leaned

over her. She raised the bloodstained, cruelly crushed left arm with

piteous eyes and mute, quivering lips. The poor arm was bandaged

and everything possible done, but after it all, she lay at length on

her couch, her left arm gone at the elbow, and her right limb at the

knee.

And so she lived, a hopeless, cripple, helpless life forever. She did

not remain at the Abbey, but removed in later years to the house her

father had given her at his death, and though she was loved and

reverenced by all, her home was lonely, and her heart sad and

weary. She never married. Once in her life she had loved, had loved

with all the strength of her old spirit, but one who had been more
than father to her. a holy old man whom she loved dearly, had been

bitterly opposed to any marriage; and her spirit, broken and weak-

ened like her body, had yielded, and so her life was empty.

The Storm
By Maud Crews, '08.

Dark is the night and cold,

And loud the wild waves roll,

They lash the shore with might and main,

They tear the rugged rocks in twain,

And on with that majestic sweep,

They burst thro' all that stormy deep,

And rolling on with mournful cry,

They rise and sink and seem to die.

Then louder still and yet more loud

—

What demon of the sea or cloud,

Should cause this mighty foaming mass
O'er all this raging sea to pass?

Then lo, a mighty calm descends,

And this tumultuous mass impends,

And then a moan—a wailing cry

And all is o'er—with one—long—sigh.
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The Two Hermits
Yeddie Gladstein, '08.

"Find me," wrote Philip Graham, "the most isolated farmhouse in

your district, where I can have comfortable accommodations for the

summer, and no one to disturb me from writing my book."

After a gerat deal of trouble Paul Blake found what he thought

Graham would like and wrote his friend to come on.

Graham came by the next train. Blake met him at the station in

his big red car, and they sped down a broad, dust-white road.

"Looks thickly settled," objected Graham anxiously.

"We have only started," laughed Blake. "I'll cure you of your

desire for solitude."

When they had gone about eight miles they stopped before a small,

white house surrounded by trees. "This is where I have engaged

rooms for you," explained Blake. "The Browns live here, just

Brown and his wife.

"Blake, this place was made for me," ejaculated the young author.

Blake helped him to take his belongings into the house and then

departed for town with a curious smile lighting his face.

The place proved ideal for Graham. The farmer and his wife

were very quiet and never disturbed him from his work.

"I am sorry," faltered his landlady one morning, "but John went

to the postoffice today and found a letter from a young lady in the

city. She is a young artist and wants to come here to be alone."

"Write her she shan't come," replied Graham quickly. "I'll pay

you double."

"It's too late," said Mrs. Brown. "The letter was written a week
ago. We don't get our mail but once in a while, and she said if she

didn't hear to the contrary she would come today. Would you like

to read her letter?"

Before Graham could politely refuse, Mrs. Brown hegan to read

it. Some of Graham's annoyance vanished as he listened. "She evi-

dently craves solitude as much as I do, and so she will avoid me," he

thought.

Three days passed without a meeting of the two boarders. The
next morning as he was sitting at his writing table making heroic

efforts to put his mind on his work, he heard the sound of some one

running. He went to the door and saw a young girl running towards

him. "Oh," she gasped with a sob, "save me ! that bull will kill me."
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"Nellie, would. I let anyone or anything harm you?" replied

Graham.

"Oh, Philip!" the girl exclaimed wifth astonishment.

"Philip," she said faintly when she had recovered from the fright,

"did Paul Blake iby any chance know you were here?"

"Paul Blake! why he found me this place," replied Graham.

"Dear Paul was far wiser than we. Shall we not profit by his

wisdom and let his plan work out as he intended? Can't we forgive

and forget, Nellie?"

Sunset
By Mary Yeula Wescott.

The wavelets moan upon the bar

And sob farewell to setting sun,

The seagulls shriek among the hills

The earth is still, the day is done.

The vessel's sail far out at sea

Glows with the sunset's rosy light;

The western sky's aglow with gold

And amethyst, a wondrous sight!

The wild geese rise in endless flocks

And honk farewell to dying day,

Then to the marshes mark their flight

To wait return of morning's gray.

A lone wild heron's mournful call

Rings out across the sand-dunes far,

And faint Within the western sky

We see <the twinkling evening star.

The earth is wrapped in twilight gray,

The (setting sun is lost to sight,

The wild birds shriek, the breakers moan
To all the world a sad good-night.
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An Experience
Mary Croom, '08.

It is a settled fact, at home, that I cannot go anywhere and come
back home without something ridiculous happening to me and I

have come to wonder every time I start on a trip of any kind, "What
will it he this time?"

Therefore it was with strange forebodings that I left with my class-

mates last year for a picnic at the pump-house, about till miles from

the city.

As it was a class picnic, we were in high spirits, as all school girls

and boys are on such an occasion ; and in the excitement of the

moment my fears for the future were forgotten and the dreaded

reailities were lost in the present dream, for so it was doomed to be

;

a dream which was soon to be shattered.

But, alas! how soon! We had been at the pump-house about five

minutes. The hoys had gone on ahead and the girls started run-

ning down the hill to the pond. I started with them. I say

started, for I ran only a few steps to a small ridge in the hill. I

rolled the rest of the way. But this was only the beginning.

About eleven o'clock, after exploring the land on this side of the

stream, we decided to cross over and see what could be found on the

other side. The only way we could cross was by stepping from one
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to another of the many large rocks in the stream. The water was
not very high this time of day, so it was not very hard to cross. All

started over very cautiously, for some of the rocks were very narrow

and pointed and not very close together. I was behind, going very

cautiously. I reached the middle in safely
;
my spirits rising, for the

other rocks were flat and close together, but I rejoiced too soon, for

on my eagerness to reach the safe rocks and my joy that the others

were past, I stepped on a loose rock which turned, and over I went

into the water. Nor was this the last nor the worst.

When we reached the pond that morning we saw two boats, one *

small rowboat and a larger rowboat. We found that the gasoline

boat was used and run by the private owner or by the consent of

the private owner only. As he was not (there, there was no chance

of our using it, and as we were afraid _of the other one, we looked

about for some other amusement, still hoping, though, that the

owner would come before it should be time for us to go home. He
did come about five o'clock. This is why "the ridiculous thing" hap-

pened to me.

When we saw the owner of the gasoline boat working away at the

engine, getting it ready to run the boat up the stream, we at once

"sent in our request.'' This request being answered in the affirmative,

we waited impatiently for the boat to start. It was decided that the

six smaller girls should go first and then the five larger ones. If I

had not been among the unforutnate large ones perhaps I could have

escaped, but as I was one of the larger and, in crossing the stream, the

last one to get into the boat, or start to get into the boat, I did not

escape. We were in a hurry, our teachers calling to us (that it was
already time to go home. One of the boys was helping us in. With-

out waiting for his help Oafraid of being left, I suppose,) I stepped

on the side of the boat instead of the middle, and of course lost

my balance, almost turning the boat over and throwing those who
were already in, out, I fell backward into the pond, pulling the boy

in after me.

I do not know how I got out, I only remember struggling in the

water while the boy said, "Why don't you come out?" just as if I

wasn't trying to get out as fast as I could. Finally I did get out and

was dragged away, my clothes streaming with water and so heavy I

could hardly walk to be dried at the furnace.

iSomehow I did not care to join in the singing on the way back

home and the present Was lost in the thoughts of what might be in

the future.
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Mamie Newman, Editor Pro Tempore.

A new club has been organized in the Durham High School, known
as the Poets' Club. At the beginning of the year this club was
thought of and occasionally there was a call meeting of these stu-

dents gifted in the production of good verse. More good could be

accomplished by having regular meetings, so the Poets' Club will

now meet every other Tuesday in the Reading Eoom.

The officers are Mr. Garland Greever, President; Miss Mary Wes-
cott, Secretary.

The desire of this Club is to promote the appreciation of good

poetry. This Club also wishes to encourage each member to writ©

poetry, not little squibs, but verse containing thought and delibera-

tion. Already the number has increased from a charter membership

of twenty to about thirty active members. Some of the members are

showing remarkable ability in this work and we hope each member
will not feel satisfied until he or she has contributed something to

the Messenger for publication.

The meetings are opened with the usual preliminaries of a regular

club. Then reports of the committees are heard. Before each mat-
ing the poems which have been handed in are written on the board

and criticised in a kind and suggestive way in regard to meter

find appropriateness of words.
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In the Social World
The Executive Staff and Advisory Board of the Messengek was

delightfully entertained by the Business Manager, Mr. Bill Glass, on
the evening of March 5th at his home, the Ashton Place.

After this happy crowd gathered they marched into the dlning-

hall, which was very appropriately decorated in school colors, and
here they were served with a delightful luncheon, consisting of six

courses.

Everyone seemed to be full of fun and a good time seemed to be

in the atmosphere everywhere. Here's long life and happiness forever

to the Business Manager; may he continue his good example, and it

wouldn't seem had if some of the others on this staff would follow

his footsteps.

Dramatic Club Dinner.

Saturday evening, March 21, 1908—<Six thirty o'clock.

Antonio's Residence.

"But, at dinner-time, I pray you, have in mind where we must
meet."—Antonio, the Duke and Shylock.

On Thursday evening each member of the Dramatic Club received

the above invitation. There is little need in attempting to say in so

many words how good we felt when we received this invitation, for

we all knew the trio of actors that were affording the merry event

and we all knew a good time was certainly in store. Then some of

us had been to see Antonio before and "that is all ye need to know."
The Club gathered at the home of the "Merchant" at six-thirty.

There we found everything beautifully and tastefully decorated. The
"Merchant" can't he excelled when it comes to decorating, he has it

down "pat."

After all had gathered this club of Shaksperian enthusiasts, mostly

young, marched into the dining hall, which was elegantly decorated.

At each plate, for young ladies, was a beautiful bunch of Parma
violets and a boutonniere of violets for boys. The girls said we had
the "cutest" program they ever saw ; it was very neat indeed.

The Merchant, the Duke and Shylock had a swell program for

this mirthful occasion.

A picture of the Club was on the outside ; on the inside was the

cast of characters. Opposite (the cast was the following quotation:
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"With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come." If any wrinkles

came they were obliged to come that way for we were full of mirth

and laughter all the time,

Next, the best of all, came the elegant luncheon of seven courses.

During this splendid dinner six or eight were called on by the Toast-

master and all responded with very appropriate toasts which kept

the Club continually in laughter.

At the bottom of the program was written "Show a merry cheer."

Portia manipulated on the ivory and we all sang, even the "Mer-

chant," old familiar, new familiar, and every oither kind of familiar

songs, duets, quartets, and every one was showing a merry, merry

cheer.

Everyone left the "Merchant's" home feeling that they had had

the most delightful time of their lives.

Here's also long life and happiness to Messrs. Green, Campbell and

Greever ;
may you ever prosper as the days go by. J. A. S.

The Beauty of Nature
Viola Alderman, '08.

'Neath the clear, calm canopy,

Nothing can more lovely be

Than the sunlight streaming down
On the flowers all around

—

On a bed of richest green

In which tiny violets gleam

Fragrant in 'the morning dew
Purest gems of purple hue.

Sweeter music is not heard

Than the twittering of the birds

Mingled with the murmuring trees

Lulled by gentle zephyr's breeze.

Whiie in sweet concord of fame

Weeping willows sigh and moan,

And the brooklet's trickling sound

On the pehbles and the ground.
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Two Jolly Old Punsters
By Pebcy Spencee, '08.

Two jolly old punsters, keen rivals in trade,

Kept shops where all elegant toys were displayed,

And ever the contest betwixt them was waging

To win the most trade and wit most engaging.

One morn, as old Thomas walked down to his store,

A sight he beheld which made him feel sore,

For old Simon, his rival, had hung on a nail

A notice which read, "These ships are for sail!"

Then old Tom scratched his pate, and quickly formed a plan,

Which he thought would eclipse the other old man,

And he vowed that he would not be left in the mire,

As he hung out a sign, "These balloons are for higher.'"

We, as students of the High School, look upon the financial part of

our magazine as (being a very small matter. Let me say in the

beginning that it is not. We do not get the support from the school

that we should. Most of us seem to think if we get a few subscri-

bers from each grade, say eight or ten, we are all right and we are

helping it out fine. We thank you for that, but, that is not enough.

We ought to have at least half in each grade regular subscribers, and
then we could put out a better magazine. It is too late to subscribe

now, but you can buy single copies each month and you have not the

least idea how much that would help.

Fellow students, do not think this is the editor's magazine, nor the

staff's magazine. Nor any individual's, but it ibelongs to you, it's

yours; now why not be proud of it iand give it your support?

We want to get you more interested in this work than you are,

and the only way to do this is to get you to invest something in it.

You know whenever anybody has anything invested they will be

interested in the investment. Now, invest something and get inter-

ested in this work. You can invest something besides money, you

can put some thought in verse and prose for your magazine.

Now, for our "advertisers," "business men"—we could not run

our magazine without your support, and the gerater part of our

financial success, we owe to you.

We believe you will get great benefits from your ads in our maga-
zine.

Here is a long and prosperous life to our "advertisers."

E. W. G., '08.
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A Modern Daphne
By Bertha Wilson, '08.

It was one bright summer afternoon, when the cool green shades
of the trees in the woods offered a restful place to the weary.

A young girl was seated on a high rock, with a lap full of flowers,

her hands were clasped behind her and she leaned against the trunk

of a giant oak. Suddenly she began to sing and then to imitate the

birds. So excellent was the imitation that the birds began to warble
also. While this twittering contest was going on, a very young fel-

low came creeping through the bushes to see who the human partici-

pant was. He uttered a whistle of astonishment and disappeared.

Very soon he was seen again coming up the path, nonchalantly whist-

ling a popular tune. When he came opposite the rock on which Bessie

was seated, he bowed low and in a musical voice said, "Good after-

noon, Miss." Bessie bowed in reply, and a white finger flew to her

rosy lips.

"May I sit down?" he asked, and Bessie gravely assented by a

motion of her head, and she moved a little, away from the other

rock on which he was seated. Then he seemed lost in a reverie, and
sat silent, digging holes in the sandy path. After awhile he turned,

and so suddenly that Bessie was in great danger of falling from her

seat, he said, "Do you know, I like your eyes ; I think they art

pretty, and I think you are a pretty good-looking girl, except your

nose, and that reminds me of Toot's nose, but," he hastily added, as

he saw the tears springing up in her eyes, "I like it, because I kiss

Toot's nose very often." Bessie moved still further away. "And,"

he continued, "you have freckles, and I like them too, because they

look like marks that Apollo left on your face, when he kissed you."

Bessie gave this frank young man a side glance of anxiety, for he

was making personal remarks as to her saucy little pug nose, whicb

she often declared was the bane of her existence; and her freckles

too, which she had often tried to remove by several mysterious appli-

cations of lemon juice. But she concealed her anxiety, for she found

the face of the young man very pleasant to look upon, and she was
greatly attracted by the bold black eyes with a twinkle of mischief

lurking in their depths. He had a clean, nice looking face, with a

frank, open forehead. Suddenly he asked, "Won't you give me a

kiss, I
—" but Bessie, alarmed at the suggestion, began to flee, and

before the young fellow could recover his wits, she was gone. In a
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moment he was after her, but as fear put wings on her heels, she

flew over the ground. Nothing daunted, the young man went in

pursuit, and just as he was about to grasp a fluttering piece of the

pink gingham dress, she stumbled and fell headlong in the laps of a

group of picknickers, who were lounging around on an open sward

in the woods.

"Robert, Robert, come here a moment," called a voice to the

modern Apollo, who was very much vexed at finding himself outdone.

Bob turned in surprise and greeted his mother, who told him that

the two picnics had met together and joined in one great picnic.

She asked him where he had been and then she said that they were

just going to start in search for him and Bessie Worthing, who had
also gone for a ramble in the woods. "I am glad you two have met,

and I hope you will be good friends," said his mother.

"I hope so, too," said Bob, and hastily muttering an excuse, he

went over to where Bessie, having recovered from her fright and

flight, was busily munching a huge slice of chocolate cake, which Bob
eyed hungrily.

"Will you forgive me?" he pleaded.

"Yes," said Bessie, "if you promise never to do it again," and with-

out waiting for a reply, she added in a burst of generosity, "I'll give

you half of my cake." And soon they were seated side by side, eating

cake and exchanging secrets. For, as I am sure you have already

surmised, that my hero and heroine are very young. Bessie was
just eight and Bob just ten.

Evening
By Roberta West, '08.

'Tis evening and the gentle vesper bell

Is filling earth with music sweet and clear

;

The sun seems sinking in the distant dell,

And twilight swiftly draweth near.

When eastern gray is urging day to rest,

And stars are waiting to shine o'er the glade

;

The heavens show their brightness in the west,

And we're between the sunshine and the shade.

We hear the echoes from the far off hills,

While deepening shadows crowd out fading light;

The moon throws silver light across the rills,

And everything is bidding us goodnight.

Page 111



frCP ITORIAL3SS
PROCRASTINATION.

There is a tendency among the students of our school to put off

and to delay just as long as possible. This is a bad habit. You
know we are all creatures of habiit, and this quality led the wrong
way is an awful thing. We mean no harm and no inconvenience to

any one by being tardy and slow in our duties, yet this innocent

guilt is the hardest and most difficult to administer a remedy.

Now don't misconstrue ; habit may be good as well as bad
;
just as

among the majority of people a criticism means only a reprimand or

a reproof or something only to the bad, while a criticism does and

should include the good as well as bad in every phase of life.

Now the graduating class have essays to write. These essays are

supposed to represent, and they do represent, the best work of the

student. These essays require steady exertion and thorough prepara-

tion before they are accepted by the faculty as the best work of a

graduating student. This is the last pull the Faculty has at you,

and they are going to make the road steep and rugged.

So let's don't put off until the last moment or ithe last days of the

year to begin working on this last representative paper we hand to

our English teacher. Let's give him our very best efforts and show

by our essays that we truly deserve a diploma.

Those who are to represent the class on commencement should be

at work also on their assigned duties. We expect to have an inter-
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esting commencement this year, not only for the graduating class,

but for all of those who will honor us with their presence on this

glad occasion, yet tinged with a feeling of sadness.

You will remember some Wit has said, "Procrastination is the

thief of time;" let's not be guilty of allowing this habit to steal

gradually upon us and awake us the last moments with unfinished

work. "There is all in readiness."

The keen, shrewd, crafty student that has business tact about him
is prompt on all occasions. If he has a date at three o'clock he is

on the spot at the appointed time, not ten minutes or even five min-

utes after, but right on time. If he plays ball, basket or base, he is

in his position when the game is called and the captain doesn't have

to hunt him up.

Our Society meets at seven-thirty, be on time ; our Athletic Associa-

tion meets at two-thirty on Friday, -be on time ; and whenever anyone,

teacher or student, has a date with you, be on time. "Know the true

value of time; snatch, seize, and enjoy every moment of it. No
idleness, no laziness, no procrastination ; never put off till tomorrow
what you can do today." That's practical, that's business like, and it

isn't so stiff and practical that there isn't a feeling of sublimity in it

;

a fellow's conscience feels good when he knows he has done the right

thing iand at the proper time.

The Messenger is glad to have represented in its columns this issue

two new elements that are very essential in all up-to-date schools.

One is the "Cornelia Spencer Literary 'Society," the other the

"Poet's Club." We have often wondered why our scnool didn't have

a literary society for the girls as they deserve one and when they

enter the various colleges of our country and join a literary society,

they appear a little weak and awkward at first, but in a short time

the D. H. S. girls are the leaders and rarest students of their college.

The Messenger congratulates the girls for these two elements,

as we have long wished for the inauguration of just such a Society

and Club for the best and rarest product we have in our school.

J. A. S., '08.
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By Mary Yeula Wescott.

This Society was organized March 6th by the girls of the Durham
High School for the purpose of literary advancement in our school.

The following officers were elected : Miss Douglas Hill, President

;

Miss Annie Bridgers, Vice-President; Miss Emily Bridgers, Treas-

urer ; Miss Leah Boddie, Secretary ; Miss Mary Wescott, Critic and
Miss Julia Henry, and Miss Lucie Stokes, Marshals.

At the second meeting the constitution was read and approved

and the colors, flower, and motto agreed upon as follows : Colors,

maroon and gold; flower, red rose, and motto, "All things excellent

are as difficult as they are rare."

We chose to name our ^Society for Mrs. Cornelia Spencer, one of

North Carolina's foremost women in the literary field.

Much credit is due Mr. Green and Miss Tuttle for their aid in

organizing this Society, which promises to be so advantageous to the

girls of this institution. In application of her efforts the title of

honorary member was conferred upon Miss Tuttle. Only his mis-

fortune of belonging to the other sex kept Mr. Green off our roll.

In this way we wish to thank the members of the Blackwell Lit-

erary Society for the interest they have shown in our work, espe-

cially when on Friday, March 27, the officers of the new organiza-

tion were invited to meet with them that they might gain information

as to the manner in which their meetings were conducted.

The girls are all very enthusiastic over their Society and this

promises to be one of the best means for advancement in this line of

work. Mary Yeula Wescott.
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The standard of the Blackwell Literary Society is day by day

being raised. The new officers are doing faithful work and all the

members seem to be enthused with Society work.

The Constitutional Committee is now at work revising the consti-

tution and in a few days the constitution will be complete. The
Society will be left in good order for the next set of officers who will

preside next fall.

We welcome as a co-worker in the Durham High School the Cor-

nelia Spencer Literary Society. We wish for you a year of progress.

During next month the contests for debating and declaiming will

take place. There is a prize of ten dollars offered to the best de-

bater and five dollars offered to the best declaimer.

The contestants for the debater's prize are Messrs. Speed, Brown,

Strayhorn, Robinson, Spencer, Cobb, Cowan, and Ashley. Those who
have entered for the declaimer's prize are Messrs. Cates, Chapel,

Strayhorn, Kearney, Brown, Hamlin, Wrenn, Robinson, Cowan and

Spencer. The contestants are all capable speakers and some good

debates and declamations will be delivered. It is the purpose of the

Society to turn out from the Durham High School boys who can speak

sanely on their feet.
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TOE

Heard daring a btudy period

:

E. T.
—"Has a boy ever kissed you?"

L. Markfoam—"Yes."

Chorus of Innocents—"What was it like?"

L. Markham—"Just as if you had been knocked on the phunny-

bone."
* * *

Miss Turtle—"What is a function?"

Arthur Pope—"It is a little off station."

TO OUR TEACHERS.

"O wad some power the giftie gie them

To see themselves, as we do see 'em

;

It wad from many a blunder free 'em

And gosh-darned notion.

—Ex.

R. Poteat—"Mr. Green, if you let those two angles be equal by

construction, why can't all the angles be equal by construction?"
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"Johnny, did you give your sister the best part of the potato?"

"Yessum, I gave her the peeling. She can plant that and have a

whole patch oi* potatoes."
* * *

This is what a iboy wrote about the dachshund: "The dachshund

is a dorg notwithstanding appeerencis. He has fore legs, two in

front an two behind an they ain't on speakin terms. I wunst made a

dackshound out of a cowcuniber an fore matches, an it lookt as

nacherel as life. Dachshound is farely intelligent considerin thare

shaip. Thare brains bein so far away frum thare tales it bothers

them sum to wage the lattur. I wunst noo a dackshound who wuz
too impashnt to wate till he cood signal the hole length of his boddy

when he wanted it to wag he would shake his rite ear, an when the

tale seen it shake it wood wag. But as fer me, gimme a bull pap
with a peddygree."—Master Pieces of Humor.

* * *

Rumor has it that Wellie Glass looked swell in his dress suit at

the dinner of the Dramatic Club.

* * *

Julia Henry thinks a "Carr" is a great invention.

* * *

There is a girl, I am told,

Who is ever so old;

Yet there is a chance,

For Leap Year is not far advanced,

To make your impression on Dick.

So up and work while 'tis day,

For sweet Florence may stay

And try her wiles on poor Dick.

* * *

"You gave me the key of your heart, my love

;

Then why do you make me knock?"

"Oh! that was yesterday, saints above!

And last night—I changed the lock."

—Ex.
* * *

A little hoy on his way to a country school dropped his book in the

mud. When he came to school, he brought his book up to the

teacher and said, "Teacher, my book done rusted."
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NIT.

In olden times the maiden fair

When asked to name the day
By one who failed to touch her heart,

Responded gently, "nay."

In later years the fair young maid
Who did not like a beau,

Dispelled his hopes and sent him off

By firmly saying "no."

Today the maiden, when resolved

To make a lover quit,

Looks calmly at his eager face

And gurgles softly, "nit."

* * *

Sam Jourdan—"Mr. Greever, there is not but one thing that you
can prove."

Mr. Greever—"How is that?"

Sam Jourdan—"That A>my Winston hasn't a heart."

Mr. Greever—"How is that?"

Sam Jourdan—"Watts Garr has it."

* * *

Who is Rebecca Mlchie's Taylor?—"Clarence."

* * *

T.
—"Parse kiss."

,S.
—"Kiss is a noun, though generally used as a conjunction. It Is

never declined. It is more common than proper. It is not very singu-

lar and is generally used in the plural and agrees with 'me,' how
about you?"—Ex.
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"Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear."—This is why Ce-

celia comes veiled.

"From Love's weak, childish ibow he lives unharmed."—Elbert

Chappel.

"The courageous captain of compliments."—Ralph Malone.

"An unbruiised youth with unstuffled brain."—James Manning.

"In the spring a young man's fancy lightly turns to thoughts of

love."—Fuller Hill.

"Laught and the tenth grade laughs with you."

"A horse! a horse! My kingdom for a horse!"—Ruth Poteat.

"Oh flesh, flesh, how art thou justified (?)"—Austin Carr, the

prince of cats.

^Surpassed by few in powers of mind."—Maye Bowling.

"Blushes are the rainbow of modesty."—Lela Markham.

"All her excellences stand in her 'so silently, as if they had stolen

upon her without her knowledge."—Annie West.

"God mad him small in order to do a more choice bit of workman-
ship."—Clair Young.

"The laughter of girls is and ever was among the delightful

sounds of earth."—Ethel Thompson.
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The Campus, from the University of Rochester, is an excellent bi-

weekly filled with interesting bits of college life, but it seems to be

quite void of literary efforts.

We always welcome the Blue and Gold to our exchange table. It

is not only attractive in the different departments, the stories are

always good. Especially might we mention "John Chester, Fresh-

man," for this month. The only lack is that of poetry.

The February issue of the Retina is rendered additionally attrac-

tive by the fact that it is both "Valentine" and "Commencement"
number. "Leath" is an exceptionally fine story. It reminds one of

Ernest Thompson Seton.

We are glad to have you, New Bern Hign School Magazine. Your
Literary Department does credit to you. "Following the Gleam" is

quite a clever little story. "Charles Lamb, Essayist," also is well

written.

We try never to be surprised at anything. The staff of the Index

m<ay put out, but we must confess that the February issue is really

great! "The Stranger" is cleverly devised and carried out and is

far above the average high school magazine story.
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While a good magazine, the addition of several good stories and
poems would mean a great deal to the Horner Cadet.

The Occident comes to us filled with enthusiastic athletic articles.

The teams seem to be well supported by the students.

The Almanack is really one of the most prosperous looking maga-
zines that has lately come to us.

The High School Item for January deserves a great amount of

praise. The stories are good, especially "Veni, Vidi, Vici," and the

athletic and social departments are tooth interesting and enthusiastic.

The scientific article, "Is the Planet Mars Inhabited?" is well worth
the reading.

The High School Review contains some excellent stories. Aunt
Drusilla's Journal," although we have only had the opportunity of

reading the latter part, is decidedly one of the best magazine stories

that has come to us this year. "The Lost Slipper" is also a dear

little hit of romance. But we offer, as an only suggestion, the idea

that the Literary Department be together instead of being scattered

over the whole magazine.

The High School Echo is interesting for this month, since it has a

splendid essay and story. The only fault is the briefness of the Lit-

erary Department.

The Dragon is resplendent in attractive new cuts that add much
to its appearance. In it the exciting story, "The Blood Red Symbol,"

finds a happy "finis." "Benjamin's Cunning" is what girls would
call the "cutest" little piece, in negro dialect.

We wish to acknowledge in addition the following exchanges : The
Park School Gazette, the St. Mary's Muse, The Spike, the Wake
Forest Student, the Red and White.
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NOTICE!

Advertising Directory

The following are the most prominent and prosperous business men

in Durham. Call them up and give them your trade

:

Our Advertisers
First National Bank, Durham Book and Stationery Co., Carrolina

Roller Mills, Durham Light and Power Co., Home Savings Bank,

Sorrell & Umstead, Kirby's, Guggenheim, Haywood & Boone, Jones

& Frasier, Southgate & Sons, B. W. Hobgood, Christian & Har-

ward, J. N. Umstead & Sons, W. N. Latta, Thomas Pharmacy Co.,

R. F. Morris, Royall & Borden, Five Points Drug Store, Matthews
Bros., E. N. Tillett, W. C. Lindsey, W. A. Slater Co., Whitmore, W.
H. Rogers, University of North Carolina, Trakas & Co., C. E. King &
Sons, B. F. Kronheimer, T. J. Lambe, Sons & Co., Snider, Byrd & Co.,

N. Underwood, Mrs. L. Perkinson's, J. Henry Smith, Salem Academy
and College, Seeman Printery, Dr. S. Rapport, Jno. Leach's Barber

Shop, L. B. Markham & Co., R. Blacknall & Son, Taylor and Phipps

Co., Sneed-MarkhamvTaylor Co., Pridgen & Jones, E. R. Thomas,

Durham Steam Laundry, Pritchard-Horton Co., Miss Katie L. John-

son, H. Mahler's Sons, Dr. L. M. Edwards, Yearby's Drug Store, Dave
W. Levy, Ellis, Stone & Co., Isaac N. Carr, The Fidelity Bank, The
Holladay Studio, Perry, Wood & Co.

The above representatives are the very backbone of our magazine.

Faculty ! Student body ! Patronize the above men and do your duty

by your magazine.



W. H. ROGERS

Real estate
Office: 3r5 .floor Orust 3&ull6litg.

University of North Carolina
1789'1907

HEAD OR THE STATE'S EDUOATIONAL. SYSTEM
Departments

College, Graduate, Engineering, Law, Medicine, Pharmacy

Library contains 45,000 volumes. New water works, electric lights,

central heating system. New dormitories, gymnasium,
Y. M. C. A. building, library

732 Students 74 in Faculty

The Fall term begins September 9, 1907. Address

FRANCIS P. VENABLE, - President

CHAPEL HILL, NORTH CAROLINA

DON'T FORGET
That Christmas is near here* You must fill the Christmas

filling, and in order to do so you must visit our store and our

goods* We have the largest line of Christmas boxes of the

finest Candies ever brought to Durham*

Our Baskets of Fruits are Beauties Fresh Nuts of all kinds

Trakas *fc Company



C. E. KING & SONS
Three Registered Druggists

The Prescription Drug Store
224 W. Main Street Durham, N, Carolina

B- T- Hronbeimefs Department Store
DRESS GOODS, LADIES' SUITS, COATS AND SKIRTS,

LINENS, NOTIONS, UNDERWEAR, ETC.
Call Solicited « « « « 113-115 m. main Street

YOUNG MEN AND BOYS WILL FIND A LARGE SELECTION OF

CLOTHING and FURNISHINGS
-AT-

T. J. Lambe Sons & Company

JEWELERS
SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO REPAIRING

116 WEST MAIN STREET

N . UNDERWOOD
DURHAM N. CAROLINA

Everything in the latest style to be found in Millinery at

Mrs. L. Perkinson's

127 E. Main Street



HEADQUARTERS
A* G- SPALDING & BROS.

ATi-iT trnrir^ rr\r\r\Q the b£st and only
/A 1 rlL.ll. 1 VavJv^LyO ^ ^ official ^ #

School Supplies and All Kinds Stationery

at

J. HENRY SMITH'S
Before deciding where to attend College write for information to

Salem Academy artb College

WINSTON-SALEM, NORTH CAROLINA
The oldest and one of the very best colleges for young women, in the South. At-
tendance more than 400

The Dull Scholar Many a so-called DULL SCHOLAR is

so because of some defect of the eye.

DON'T NEGLECT THE EYES OF YOUR CHILDREN.

DR. S. RAPPORT, Eye Sight Specialist
Office over Kronheimer's Store

BOYS GO TO JOHN LEACH'S BARBER SHOP
Shampooing, Shaving, Hair Cutting and Dressing= ALL KINDS OF TOILETS=====

JOHN LEACH'S BARBER SHOP
BASEMENT FLOOR OF TRUST BUILDING



L. B. MARKHAM & CO.
tailor made Suits, Shins ana fancy Ue$t$

"WE FIT THE IliVTIO TO FIT"
REAR SCALES' SMOKE HOUSE DURHAM. N. C

3\* 3Macknall ^ Son
^Druggists

MAIN AND CORCORAN STS.

TRY OUR SODA FOUNTAIN. COOLEST PLACE IN TOWN.

Pocket Knives
That Will CUT

Sec Our Patterns and Prices
Taylor <Sc Phipps Co.

School Suits

BOYS' SCHOOL SUITS are now in

order and we are ready for the fall

rush. :::::::
We're Well Schooled in the Art of School Clothes

and know exactly what the strenu-

ous School Boy wants. : : :

Schooi Suits, $3.00 to $8,50

Sneed - Markham - Taylor Co.



PRIDGEN JONES
jFjne Sfyoes
E. R. THOMAS

oppositb iPruagist and jflbarmacist Durham
Union Station r North Carolina

We Know Our Business and we Want Yours

Durham Steam Laundry
THOMAS BROS,, Proprietors

EXPERT WORK^^ PROMPT DELIVERY
Main Street, Durham, N. C.

High Grade Shoes for School Boys and Girls

at

PR1TCHARD-H0RT0N CO. ^/Srs
Miss Katie L. Johnson

If l S l) Class

103 1-2 Main St. DURHAM, N. C.

Iff* ^afylers' Sons,
LEADING JEWELERS AND OPTICIANS

Repairing a Specialty. Established 1888.

110 W. MAIN STREET.

Dr. L. M. EDWARDS
Surcjeon JDenUst

Office over Thomas Pharmacy PHONE 657 Corner Main and Mangum Streets
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DURHAM COUNTY LIBRARY

3 3450 00716 5937

V)earby 5 J^ugs are

JfVesl) an^
Viitot, Ifuyler's Can&ies ij VVtTC,

anb 3io6aks.
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= ^ Kp-to-T)ate
CLEANING, T«llor

PRESSING, 4 ailuI
ALTERING.

Phone 578 213 1-2 W. Main St.

Durham, N. C.

UAn Jj ~- - rtmtlAm« For School Teachers or Pupils. For
I iCdUUUdriCr5 Boys' and Girls' school hose* Special

! numbers every day m the year at \ 5c

per pair.

For Boys' and Girls' school umbrellas, a splendid Gloria Silk,

rustless frame umbrella always in stock for real service
(^Qq

ELLIS, STONE & CO.

ISAAC 1ST. CARR
Surgeon Dentist

OFFICE OVER KRONHEIMER'S STORE



B. N. DUKE, Pres.

F. L. FULLER. Vice-Pres.

TKe Fideli
Durham*

CAPITAL, - - -

SURPLUS,

TOTAL RESOURCES, -

Lmrgemt Surplus of any Mot

Savings Depe

$1 .00 and upwards taken and 4 p

;:

. J.>"-

: '-
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The Hollada
|

School and College <&rc

OPPOSITE POST!

Amateur developing*



Julian S.Cari
President.

Wm.J.Holloway
Cashier.

TO THE

FIRST NATIQNALBANK
THE BANK OF THE TOWN

Wfe Strive toOWge and Accomodate tliePCBUC

4%^AVINOS
DEPARTMENT

We Issue Certificates of Deposit*
bearing" FOUR percent Interest*

$l£2 opeivy Ttbu ar\ Account

aSURB bind
1S
>SURE FIND

5afe DepositBoxej- for Rent
Burglar & Fire Proof VAULTS

You Carry they^^

We invite ^Cour account and promise
%uch care and personal attention as shall

best protedt and promote^Your interest.

^VeKnov/VburV^nfe


