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CHAPTER. IIL

. " Harold Tmpresses.
s i T .

‘Harold Brandt was a practical fellow for.whom the sun always shg'ne
_east and. the mobn:we;;'!:, and he realized that his chances to win the class
presidency in this his. last yea:t: at Porfgrave. High were &lmost next to
nﬂﬁ, He had held minor offn.ces during the- past .three years » but his
short tenure of them nelther impressed Blanca, nor even h:n.mself He cam-
pa:.gned hard, throwing m a whole shopful of« blcycles in l1ieu of votes,

3 but the rgzae}vers of thJ.s persua31ve largess of his were few, and even of_'
- these, as. the election morning. dawned (October ¢7, 1911), he couldn't be

sure of theu- votes.

’ But. on }:hat very morning when his chances ‘seémed- at thei; lowest -ebb

‘lady luck-came to his rescue, prancing ¢n a white steed. That very morr;
ing when the seniors were assembling at Lir._Bibbly"s~ ciassnoom, in the
hour between éight and- nine, to hold their elections s the newspapers came
out with the startling announcement of & -suit by thie Taft!administration
against the United States Steel Corporation. It charged-among .other things:
tha;t it wag a mo'n;poly , that it had achieved its ‘monopoly in p)a.rt by pur-
chasing the Tennessee Coal and iron Company'fdur years beféré‘, and. that
in acquiring the Tennessee Company .Lhe Steel Corporation.-had misled Roose-
velt, who had been President at. that time. ~

_ This was the hour when Augustus .Bibbly té’uéh‘ti Americéh'ﬁ.{s.,t@ry and
Government, apd he had given it over to thé govermment of the Senior Class;
but he had d:houghi; it proper that he make a few general commentﬁswg? the

morning 's- sHocking néws. His remarks-though.general-had a slight pro -
: Rooseveltian tinge. He had not failed to refer to: the integrity of the
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man; and the f:afzfous Rooseveltian toothed-:-smile:"the ruggednes'.; of" :I”..eddy'»s.
vface, like Mount Etns, and as silent — for the time being." And that
was to be all. ‘

But not to Harold Brandt it was to be all.  Teddy was too’long a
time hero to him to let go with a few well chosen phrases of Mr. Bibb lyfs.,~
And wasn't he the best on the school's debating team, well one. of the )
bestl! Hetll show them. He was buoyed up by the urgency of his *r:l.ghteous
cause,“and' the flair for Justice; Did he have a campaign speech in mind,
Just before ‘thé elect:.on" Ta Harold's credlt 11; must be’ said that at the
first hot moments of his utterances he. was not moved ty- anything else but
the cause of;the ,great man, at least not _consc1ously.‘ Later on in his
argumentation and in. the f:i.re of his ox:a’to:‘ry the possibiii't?f of a re-
flected g].or;qr on himself mght have occured to h:Lm, which he embraced
heartlly for the good of Teddy and hmself - For ait mlght swing more 'l;han

!
a few votes to hm _ . - .

N#It was casting aspers1on on; the integrlty and honor of the man who

.x

had only_the people s interest at ‘heart," he shouted "And above all heyg
‘Taft, whom Roosevelt had elevated to the Presidency, s olely by his own
efforts]! Itts like biting the hand ‘that‘f,eed's yoo.."_ ) ’ 1

There was no denying ‘the rightness of" nis WOI‘dS_. ~Ahd the. claes 5 to
. the last member, was with h:un And when Harold looked. into their earnest
. . faces he knew he had then with him all the way. - B

Now for the peroratiom, tl;e clinching climax! “And 'fo;- that he took _
the story of his favorite subject — Mthe Big Stick." The Big Stick was the
Damoclesian Sword hanging over the heads of thebii‘a;bes‘ and would-be -
raiders of the poor man's pocket.-' No other single factor in mode:r:zi* history
had its parallel, in its influence for ‘the public welfare as Teddy's Big
Stick. - :

. Then the last follow-through, and the cappiog of the climax. He

paused to catch his breath, but more so to look into as. many faces of the
voters@ he could do so safely. O, yes, every faoe was turned to him.
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.And there was. a dea.d]y s:Llence. He ga.ve them a last balefu.l look, as if
b to tell them they can all go to— hell 1f they didn't elect -him to a h:l.gh
oi'fice, and then & last trumpet on the wide, caverns of his broad proboscxs;
and. the last blast of his words~ "And what has becone of the good Big Stick,
pray, in the hands of Taft, but a puny. too’ch—plckl" There was a burst of
applause which drowned out the rlpple of laughter that came with it.

' Harold sat dowm, but soon rose again, bowmg, celebrlty—-llke, to
ackowledge the applause. Even Mr. B:Lbbly was smiling dovm on him,. Mr
Bibbly was par.ticﬁlarly happy y. for Har_old had ,sa:!.d the words that were in
his mind, but couldn't say them because of his position as a public man.

His name was put in nommatlon for class—pres:.dent, Whn.ch he lost in
the final count. to Foster Forrest The ma,]orlty could not forget ‘Foster's
,great feats on. the grldlron. " But. they gave him the office of next ‘impoxr-
_tance - the v:.ce—-presnlency - —-‘ — by uninam.mous vote.ﬁ, :

Harold was quite pleased m.th second -place on the “tlcket" for ne
knew that under Foster he 1d m.eld the powers of the ,;pres:s.dency in all
'but the name. Pu:tt:.ng the prestige of . hls offlce to the test he pro;aeseﬁ
and succeeded- in electing Blanca to the office of-secretary over the ob-
Jjection of the. pres:.dent hn.mself » Who had ambltlons for Cynthia in that

direction.

-

For the Yearbhook it was George » Editor-—i.n—chief; and Cynthia, Asé‘bclate
Editor. For the school magazine it was again George and Cynthia.

Now Foster was befuddled and thirking in a vacuum. He glanced at
George and wondered if- his_frz.exrl had something to do with it. "Nah',m",
he almost spokeﬁont aloud to himself, "nah, George isn't.like t’n-a’_c sy tO go
‘behind a fellow®s ’oack. " If he had wanted Cymthia with h1m on tljlé Xearb”ook{:(
he would nave come to me and told me. - But that doesn't'prevent George,"
e th.ought bitterly, “from rellshlng the idea of having her at his beck-

and—call at all €imes, Vhy couln't it have been the other way: Cynthia
‘with- the harmless Harold and Blanca with George." But immediately he had
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to admit fb himself with a -smile that Blanca would make a poor editor '
even under ‘}ieorge._ i’erhatps thj.ngs; are not as topgy—tufvy as .they seemed,
He was promd of his Cynthia, ackowledging to himself that ‘after all she
was ‘the best for that spot. He gave George a smile .of approval. ' A 1:3.%1:16
bland, but a smile nevertheless. "A smile of confusion. and also regret
that he should have had any resentment, and also astonishment at the idea

that he had had any thoughts of priority over Cynthia!.s? intentions and
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' wishes. ‘ - o ' .
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. . The Face the Facade the Epic, :
The Look the Glory (if any) of it. : e
. . ie
' - ) i

What is it to. graduate? You fOii, you sweat, you ﬁi:'ay and hbbe,

- .t
»

and fyou live in a certain stratum in a certain land, you. see a light; far
away, suddenly it is close to you — and you take flight into another
' stratum, of-another land. The Land of the Graduatel A new land with

more light and less darkness? The new Land.’ .. ‘*:', "ugto the: }.aﬁd‘I will
. &7 2 ] . )

3.
I

- show thee.® ,
= You toil, you sweat, you pray, .and: suddenly it 'é finished.. You are
glad. You are sad. The old groowes, the old track, the old roadbed. A
straight line. And you moved along éasily softl} and cozily. Then.
suddenly yom have to tear up the old roddbed, track and all, and skip to a

new one.

You are sad, you are glad.

In twos you march in the central aisle to be gawked at by, the




