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Che Charge of the Juninr Class

Weary months, weary months,
Weary months forward,

All in the knowledge-path
Struggled the Juniors.
“Forward!” their teacher cried;
To do their best they tried:
All on the knowledge-path
Strove the brave Juniors.

Forward, the Junior class! ‘ |
Each wildly strove to pass,
Even tho' the teachers knew
Some one had blundered.
Each strove to make reply,
Each strove to reason why—
Theirs but to do and die!
The goal, 100.

Text-books to right of them.
Note-books to left of them. |
Teachers in front of them |
Volleyed and thundered!
Urged on by every bell,

Nobly they worked, and well.
dSome by the wayside fell—
(), how we hate to tell

Ot the poor Juniors!

When can their glory fade?
O, the wild charge they madc!
Stout-hearted Juniors!
Honor the work they did:
Let all their faults be hid—

High-minded Juniors. +




||




SSYVIIOD HHONKOHdOS




Saphomore Class

Clolors Flower
ot AND W HITE [)arsy
Matio

“T'he secret of success is constancy to purpose.”

r}fﬁf'f'ﬂ"j
President Sccrolary
FrLorenceE KEEzELL Mavrrie Davis
Viee-President Troasurer
SAanie Fristror fostrming Baapsiiaw

Class Roll

Althea Adams ['lorence Keezell
Florence Allen Mary Maloy
Virginia Allen Susie Maloy

Beulah Anderson Kathleen Marcum
Nora Armentrout [.eila Marshall
(reneva Babb Moary Marshall
Cormne Bowman Mary Martin
Julia Bradford 2 ffrie Mason
Josephine Bradshaw Sallie Massie
Margie Bryant Rosa Maupin
Dasy Buchanan Carrie McClure
Erma Cline Mary MceDonald
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Elizabeth Gilly Marion Russell
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Cecile Grasty Mabel Snidow
Kathleen Harless Ida Via
Carrie Harouft Lellie Wilkinson
Brrm'::n:* Hipes Beeeie XAl
Mannie Johnson Archie Woodzelle
Audrey Jones Mary Yowell
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Here's to the Seniors, the veteran band
Who through the long years have managed to “stand,”
Whose hands even now are touching the prize!
We give to the Seniors, so noble and wise,

The best we can give them, the blessed old dears,
Though that is nothing but three rousing cheers!

Here's to the Juniors, who long for next vear!
Here's to the Juniors, cheer after cheer!
Here's to the Juniors, so happy and gay—
May they continue thus many a day!

May Senior cares and burdens all

Gently touch both the short and the tall!

Here's to the Freshies above the rest!
Of all the girls we love them best;
Thm study hard and are always good—

Say they wouldn’t be Sophs if they could ;
What they are thinking vou never can t?Il—
But run, little Freshies, there goes the bell!

Here's to the girls of the Special Class!

Each is a winsome, charming, lass;

No worries are theirs at the end or the start;
Each simply awaits Dan Cupid’s dart.

So here's to the Specials, who want no degree!
May each one get married and happy be !
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Freshman Class

(Jalors

Cireen and Ciold

Flower

Jonquuil

.h’m’."u

“"We shall attain the summit round by round.’

Officers
President, Mary Davis
I'ice-President, FrEipa JoHNSON Secretary, FRANCES SELBY

Treasurer, Enizanirn HEATWOLE
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Ulass Rnll

Margaret Allebaugh
Mary Bosserman
Bertha Bare
Anna Buchanan
Addie Elder
Nell Farrar
May Ferrell
Vera Foster
Illizabeth Gentry
[da Gordon
Sallie Hulvey

Jessie Hannah

Laura Jones

I.dith Martz
|LI:l :'tlunl'nt‘
Sara Monroe
Kate McElroy
Nellie Maupin
Jennie Meade
Sophie Powers
Myra Richardson
Janie Still
Mary Simmons

I'rances Wiley

Nan Wiley

Lula Williams
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We Lisp in Numthers

Here's the budding Freshman Class,
Composed of many a charming lass.

“Wrank.” who from old Orange came,
For basket-ball goes down to fame.

jentry and Nan, from Albemar-—rel,
Are too good-natured ever to quarrel.

Old Nell is never known to frown,
I'ut seldom fails to go down town,

l.et the tests come when they will,
Sophie always writes to Bill,

Jennie's sometimes seen with Nell,
Llut oftener still with Mr, 5—L

If Ida's lame, or hoarse, imprudent,
She always writes to the “medical student.”

And little Sara, bright-eyed girl,
Wisheg in vain for hair that'll curl

May Ferrell, with her guiet ways,

Alwavs works and never plays.

Then comes Freida, the tallest of all—

The first thing she did was to have a bad fall.

Wiley and Still are good in school,
And were never known to break a rule,

Sallie and “Peg" are chummiest chums,
Qee one. and there the other comes.

The heart of Anna at present is sore,
Because she didn't get a letter from M-—re,

Jessie Hannah and Bertha Bare
Never grumble about the fare.

Simmons and Bosserman are very nice,
And when in class are as quiet as mice.

Ages ago it was sworn by the Fatet
That Myra and Laura should be classmates.

lda and Tacy. Addie and Kate,
Never reach their classes late,

l.Lula and Elizabeth are very good friends;
Both will be sorry when school-life ends,

Vera Foster, so they say,
Studies lL.atin night and day.

Here's to our president, Mary dear!

In all our troubles she brings good cheer.
Postscript:

Edith is our little poet,

Who ligps in rhymes but doesn’'t know it.
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Sperial Class
Flower Clolors
BLACK-EYED SUSAN BLACK AND GOLD
Muotto
“Contented wi' little and cantie wi’ mair.”

FAELIAR LASRIINER. L. v S o e s e L B President
MARCARET RANSON «. v cn vion sinesive sas siae sise siosse s |'ice-President
AR S NIONER Lot vt oot soas et et N el s i Bosnin Secretary
AV ARGARIE TG ATE 0 . L e B RN s b S I oN e e et WAV e s e Bl A5 Treasurer
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Rosa Block Vlargaret lLogan [.elia Rutherford
fiva Brahe l.ucy Mackey F.-mma Salling
[F'rances Compton VMattie Nller Carmen Semones
[Hattie Davenport Bertie Mundy Frankie Showalter
Rilla Flory Mollie Nicol [Lottie Snead
Vada Glick [ennie Raine I.thel Sprinkel
Kathleen Harnsberger  Margaret Ranson [ldna Stoutamever
L.ou Jones Mors. 5. Richardson Selda Wagner
Lallian Laghtner lsabel Rosson Tessie Wampler
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Ulass Hoem

This 1s our jolly Special Class.
A class both brave and bold:
The Black-eved Susan 1s our Hower, |

Our colors, black and gold. |

Though Juniors, Seniors, Sophs, there are,
And Freshmen too—oh, many!
[t 15 the dear old Special Class

We love the best ot any,

Musicians, artists, poets, all
Within our band are tound; _ '
some dav we'll all be Specialists

And sought the world around.
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Miscellany N

Just organizations, clubs, and trips, X
With pictures one or two; ' ;
A school-girl’s letters and some jokes H
(We warrant these quite new) ;

Some rhymes and chimes from lyric bards
And stories, feigned and true.
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Lanier Literary Suoriely

Colors
VIOLET AND WHITE

Flower
VIOLET
Motto
“His song was only Lliving aloud,
His work a singing with his hand.”

Officers
SECOND TERM
INEz CoyNER
Kate TAvLor
RutH ConN
ViIRGINIA Earyax

FIRST TERM
President, ANN1E WisE
Vice-Pres't, Harvie HuGHES
Secretary, KATE T'AYLOR
Treasurer, VIRGINIA EARMAN

THIRD TERM
Ruri Conx
ErLaoise Berry
MARY SETTLE

Katharine Anderson
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Fllaoise Berry
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Anna Buchanan
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Ruth Conn
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Sara Monroe
Nannie Morrison
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LizziE McGAHES

Alma Oswald
Orra Otley
Sophie Powers
Jane Pulliam
Lucy Pulliam
Margaret Ranson
Mabel Rawls
(sertrude Royall
Bessie Rucker
Olivine Runciman
Marion Russell
Mary Sanders
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Katherine SEH}}'
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Maude Snead
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Janie Still

Lillian Still
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Inez Wilson
Frances Wiley
Bessie Willis
Annie Wise




MDur Soriety Library

The Following of the Star .

1" Allegro and 11 Penseroso .

I'reckles .

Diddie. Dumps, and Tot .
We Two

Prisoners of Hope .

Black Beauty .

Vanty Fair .

Keeping up with Lizzie

Flaxie Frizzles

VMuch Ado About Nothing .

The Littlest Rebel .
l.ovey Mary

(Our Presidents

Claomrades . . .. .+ -

Under Western ]“:}'t.':-i
The Little Ninster .

'['h-: L‘Imir |Ilt'i:~ii|‘li[‘ ]

A Junior in the Line .

A Sweet (Girl Graduate
A Bundle of Good Cheer .
A Revolutionary Maid .
A Weaver of Dreams .

/ B

. Miss Elizabeth Cleveland
\ Sophie Powers
( Jane Pulliam
Mabel Rawls
Kate Tavlor
Inez Coyner
Margaret Hetin
Frances Mackey
[Lucy Mackey

— e e

Marguerite Garrett
Nell Farrar
Elizabeth Kelley
- Emily Ellis
_ Margaret Fox
Ruth Conn
K atharine Selby
. Shirley Cooper

—

.. Marion Russell

. . Mary Settle

Annie Wise

Ruth Conn

Inez Coyner

\ Elberta Harris

( Mary Sanders

. Edmonia Shepperson

. Juliet Gash

\ Eva Vlassey
Martha Fletcher

( Trene Daughtrey

. Helen Harris
. Nan Jennings
Hallie Hughes
Margaret Ranson
- Gertrude Royall

—







oo

el

i A0 AR

, - l.r.!.-. _h.ﬂ .-.lun
r F 1____._.....__. o N,

..._.p._....u...




“LIGHTS OF BLUE STONE HILL"




CABINET




4. Wl. @. A.

JMaittn

“I have come that yve might have life and that ve might have it more
abundantly.”

Cabinet

1Q11-12

f)f_ﬁf‘rr,f
Eva Massey .... i e vos s ws e ve son oo v President
Octavia Goode ... ... e R e T R L [ice-President
Pearl! Haldaman 000 00 sp b ue s R0 ey =" T el A Secretary
Pattie Puller ....... s T S Treasurer

Louise Lancaster ....... (i3 i T SR e 8 e s st LS OSOREO M
ILlla Heatwole . ........... g e R R S S s e e Bible Study
Tuliet Gigh . ... .0 St ek e e e e e e Missionary
B T T R T ¢ o e i st v AV CIEDOFS D
Frances Mackey 55 e s AR Aot YR L e e L R R
Pearl Haldeman .. ..... T I s S TR oo Antercollegiate
Patiicalier o o siala 0 Ser I ke LR SRs ERI I SRS T el
Pl Ravior y..wiloy.noae s al i g e R R T et Alumnae

() fficers

1912-13
Ldith Suter ..... T TN B TR e e s S B e President
Frances Mackey ......... L7 T . W ol iy LMt UM EL EA [ ice-President
MiBry Badler - o O e R Je S o R o O Secretary
Yosephine - Bradshawe -2 2000 3.0 00 il i o e 06 Treasurer

“Not by might, nor by puwer, but by my spirit, saith the Lord of Hosts."




Lullaby

Come histen, Dear Heart, while 1 tell you a tale
T'hat the little waves whispered to me,

As they lingered awhile with the pebbles to play,
T'hough the brooklet tried hard to entice them away
With a tale of the wondertul sea.

“We have had such a time, such a trolic,” they sighed:
“As we came from the mountains this morm,

We surprised a young robin just learning his song,
And we caught its gay tune as we tumbled along,

But we hung it back there on a thorn.

When we wet a green dragon fly's fine gauzy wings,
He never once minded at all. *
Then we landed a great big ‘tumble-bug, -
With a bumblebee and a water slug,

On the top of a sycamore ball.”

Now the brooklet was cooing a lullaby song,
And | never heard all the rest; |
For each baby wave, with a tired little sigh

And a splash that was meant for a drowsy good-bye, |

Sank to sleep on its mother’s breast.
—Ruth Conn.




The plot of Frank Stockton's story, “The Lady or the Tiger,” will readily
be recalled: A vouth of low degree has dared to love the Princess and to
win her love in return. The enraged King sentfences him to appear in the
arena and take his chances of death in the jaws of a hungry tiger or of
marriage to a lady—beautiful indeed, but not the Princess. There are
two doors to the arena. He is free to open either, as fate and his own
choice may decide. Behind one is the lady. Behind the other is the in-
furiated beast. The Princess motions her lover to open the door to the
right. He walks straight to it and meets his fate—the lady or the tiger which?

Stockton always insisted that he himself did not know, and he never wrote
the end of the story. But the question that has teased his readers for a
quarter of a century has now been forever set at rest by one of our eirls in
the concluding scene pictured below,

The great door swung open, and into the arena there stepped a man, so
voung, so perfectly formed in every line and feature, he seemed more o0
than man.  The pitving murmur of the multitude arose like the sighing
of the wind through the trees, until the angry glance of the King, sweeping
the crowded amphitheatre, checked their voices, and the people turned their
eves away from the silent figure standing motionless and alone before the
roval box. His eves were upon the white-veiled figure beside the King;
and in their depths there was no tfear, no distrust, no regret, only the un-
spoken question—"“Which ?”

Slowly a white hand was lifted, and, with an almost imperceptible mo-
tion toward the right, dropped once more into the folds of her veil, A
look of quick understanding flashed in his eyes; he even smiled shightly as
his heels came together; and saluting the King, he walked steadily toward the
right-hand gate.

The King and his court leaned forward; the people held their breath ;
1 tense silence brooded over the vast amphitheatre; the only sound was the
ring of the man’s sandals on the stones; the only motion, that of the un-
wavering figure crossing the space below, with his eyes upon his goal. His
hand upon the knob, he turned to the people and, with a bow of courtly
orace, threw open the iron-barred portal.

For the space of a heart-beat not a sound was heard, then the shouts of the
people burst from their straining throats. The anger of the King was for-
cotten in their joy, for before them stood the man, holding the hand of =
woman clad in bridal white. The tumult subsided. The two moved di-
rectly beneath the roval box and there were married. At the conclusion of
the sacred words they faced the King, and the woman above and the woman
below at the same instant threw back their veils. Beside the King sat the
second fairest lady in the land; but, down below, the man held by the hand
the fairest of them all—for he had married the Princess.
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T'he automobile (it's a big one) gave a sudden lurch as we turned into the
Port Republic road, but we held fast and managed to stay in.  Mrs. Burruss
dropped her bunch of daffodils, but the rear guard picked them up and re-
stored them to her while we were halting at the Ashby Monument.
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Proceeding eastward, we took the southerly route over the battlefield
Cross Keys, where Ewell defeated Fremont just fifty years ago. We came
near to sticking fast in the ravine across which the batteries thundered
that June day of '62; but finally we came out on the elevated stretches of
road sloping down to Port Republic.

Switching around to the right, almost on the river bank, we came in a
moment to the bridge, famous from that
famous day  when Stonewall crossed
it, then burned it, and then proceeded to ad-
dress himself to General Shields down on
the Lewis Farm, between the river and the
mountain. T'he view down the river to-
ward the Blue Ridge, from the substantial
iron structure that now spans the waters,
is almost equalled by the view up the
river where the broad deep current presses
down between the cedared bluffs and pours over the great dam with a
mighty splashing and roaring.
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Passing through the ancient little village by turning ninety degrees to
the left, we cross the bridge spanning the south tork of the Shenandoah;
then we turn back upon our general course toward the south, and in a mile
or two come to Shendun.,  We are informed that the postothee, as well as
the railway station, is now called Grottoes, after the renowned Weyer's
Cave, the Cave of the Fountains, and other wonderful caverns that honey-
comb the wooded bluff across yvonder on the west bank ot the river,

Of course we went through the caves—as many as we could in our limit-
ed time.  Then we
came back past Port
Republic, lingered &
little while on  the
battlefield at Lewis-
ton, visited a tew of
o iy the historic  home-
S steads in the vicimity,
and so came on to
Conrad's Store, now
known as Elkton.
Misses Conn and Me-
(yahey looked a hittle
homesick as we pass-
e MceGahevsville,
but we managed to keep them in the auto by running somewhat taster than
usual.  As we passed along in full view of the Peaked Mountain, towering
up into the western sky, Miss Harrington called attention to the remarkable
resemblance it bears, from that point, to the Rock ot Gibraltar, and Niss
King explained its geological structure to several members of her class who
were in the party. The great White Rock, just back of Rockingham
Springs, was in plain sight for several miles. It 1s a landmark sure to be
seen and remembered by all tourists who pass through East Rockingham.

Passing Cedar Bluff Falls and Bear Lithia Spring on the right, we came n
due time to Shenandoah Iron Works, then
to the Hawksbill Valley and the town
of Luray. Here Miss Hudson was at
home, and entertained the party with rare
hospitality.

L.uray nestles in a beautiful part of the
Page Valley, the long, rugged chain ot
the Blue Ridge bounding the view on the
east, while the ridges and rowering peaks
ot the Massanutten ll‘.'Ell‘.Il up jJust west-
ward. The thing that makes Luray most
famous, however, is the splendid cave a mile west of the town. This we visit-
ed, of course

The question then arose whether we should continue down the Page
Valley, east of the Massanutten, or cross to the west side.  Miss Preston
wanted to go right on down to Front Royal, but Miss Annie Cleveland was
anxious to leave a message from Hollins at New Market; so we crossed
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through the gap in the Massanutten to that historic town.  After a short stop
in New Market, and a look over the battlefield, we whizzed on down the
Valley Pike. On the brow of Rude’s Rill we had to pause and take a long
look, for here is one of the finest views in the Valley, if not in the voorld.
Here, moreover, is one of the celebrated camping grounds ot Stonewail
Jackson. Down yonder, in that brick house beside the river, lived the
voungest colonel of the Stonewall Brigade. On the bioad plains below,
through which the pike cuts like a long gray ribbon, Turner Ashby and Sir
Perey Wyndham met more than once in the shock of charging cavilny
I'his broad plain 1s Meem's Bottom.

Bevond the plain we come to Mt. Jackson, named for “Old Hickory™;
then we pass Hawkinstown and Red Banks. On Pence’s Hill we stop
again and take another long look, for here we can see the Massanutten
Mountain in all its hfty miles of length, dropping off abruptly at Keezle-
town southward and at Strasburg northward.

Giliding swiftly down Pence’s Hill we soon pass FEdinburg and come to
the old historic town of Woodstock.  Here Miss Hoffman entertains, and
we regret that we have to leave so soon.

Below Woodstock we pass Tom's Brook, Fisher's Hill, and Strasburg,
following the Valley Pike out over the battlefield of Cedar Creek, then on
down through Middletown and Stephens City, across the Opequon at
Springdale, past Kernstown, and so on to Winchester., We are tempted
to linger here a long time, but we have promised to take supper at Berrvville
and to spend the night at White Post.  So we hurry on.  As we spin out
eastward on the Berryville Pike we pass through the fields where was fought
the great battle of HEptEl‘uhEr. 1864, between I*::n‘l}' and Sheridan.  Abra-
ham’s Creek is on our right, and soon again we cross the Opequon.

It is just nmightfall when we reach White Post, and the lan-
tern on the tall grav sentinel is already gleaming out a kindly
welcome.  This is soon eclipsed, however, by the beaming face of our Edi-
tor-in-Chief, as she greets the hometolks, and tells us all to come nght n
and make ourselves at home. We do.

The next morning, after a visit to Greenway Court, we go on to Front
Royal, where Miss Preston introduces us to many of her friends, and
where Lucy Laws, with Daisy Melton and other old students, has prepared
us a roval welcome. At the latest possible moment we leave Front Royal,
with many regrets, and cut westward across the Valley toward Strasburg.
As we pass around the triple promontory of the Massanutten, we pause
repeatedly to admire the matchless beauty of the landscape—a combination
of bending river, verdant plain, and towering mountain.

In due time we pass Strasburg, Fisher's Hill, Woodstock, and other places
on the homeward wav; but we do take time at Woodstock to make an ex-
cursion to the top of the Massanutten Mountain, in order that we mav look
down upon the winding Shenandoah on the one side, and into the unique
Fort Valley on the other side. The chauffeur performed the rather difficult
and somewhat dangerous feat of turning the automobile right on the crest
of the mountain, and then we scudded down into the valley, every one hold-
ing her breath, whenever she could catch it, and gripping the sides of the car
with desperate tenacity,  But it was glorious,
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From one high point, coming up the Valley, we had a fine view of Brock's

— .

Gap. far to the west. This side of New Market we explored the Endless
Caverns; we also peeped into Harrison's Cave near Melrose, and wound up
with a visit to Massanetta Cave, Massanetta Springs, Rawley, Dayton, and
Bridgewater. In the neighborhood of New Erection we saw some of the

famous wheat fields that Mr. Dean photographs in harvest time; and at
Davton we caught a reflection of Mole Hill in Silver Lake. Round Hill
at Bridgewater, with the natural falls dam, was much admired. We had
to hurry, but we expected to do that when we started out. It 1is not
often that we have two holidays to-
cether, and we were determined to
make the most of these. MNr. Burruss said
we all had to be ready tor the eight-thirty
class Monday morning, and we did not
want to miss the basket ball game Satur-
day might, or Sunday-school Sunday morn-
ing. Otherwise we might have been tempt-
ed to go on to the Natural Chimneys,
West Augusta, and Staunton, taking in
Waynesboro and Basic City in the sweep
around the circle.  But we didn't do 1it.  Perhaps we'll go to Lexington and
Natural Bridge next time,
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