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172 THE ANCHOR.

place.  As yvou wind your way toward
the store, walking on a one board
sidewalk which soon increases to one
of two boards, vou finally are greeted
by a three board walk a few rods from
the store’s platform On drawing
near, you are first of all attracted by
a number of dry goods boxes and egyg
crates piled neatly against the build-
ing, and then by halt a dozen rosy-
cheeked hittle farmer girls.  Towards
the rear stands Charley.son of a more
distant farmer, with a erust of bread
in his coverless dinner pail, and with
dragghing shoe-strings and a some-
what fast excreting nose. You pass
by unnoticed and soon approach the
door of the building where vou are
greeted bw three medium sized boys
smoking to their heart’s content, and
who gape at vou so hard that vou turn
vour attention to the advertisements
of **Rob Roy Tobacco™ and *“*Sun
Gloss Starch”™ hanging 1in the old
tashioned window. You open the
Jdoor and walk in and immediately are
met by a carious smell of domesucity,
and become charmed with the orderly
While pass-

ing along vou glance a moment at the

arrangement of things.

tew shoe-boxes on the shelt and at the
checked frocks and blue overalls on
the counter, and then draw near the
post office. a box three teet wide and
four feet long. behind which stands
the post master who mildly salutes
vou and has an expression on his face
which shows that he 1s vety much
pleased that vou happen to dgome in
while he 1s at that honorel work. He
i1s the man who wears the best shirt
in his store. but on close examination
vou will find that he has neglected his

beard and wears a greasy neck:tie.

You walk on slowly with the intention
3

of getting near the stove, and on the
way vou are greeted by a young man
who speaks more courtcously and
cven attempts to talk about the weath
er.  Yon now pass quietly by a fat
and li[nshin;; farmer’'s wife who stares
at you sp amazingly that you feel in-
clined to turn vour eyves to the rusty
ceiling until you reach the stove.
Here you take off your gloves and un-
hutton vour coat. and at the same
time catch a ghimpse of the various
specimens of crockery, such as cups
and saucers with Dblue borders, and
vellow tea pots standing on the op
posite shelf.  After being, in a meas-
ure, inanimated by a conglomeration
of odors from the svrup, vinegar, and
kerosene barrels, vou place yourself
on a chair near the stove.  Soon your
attention 1s drawn to Decacons Brown
and Jones who are talking earnestly
about their farming affairs.  Drown,
perched on a soap-box, with his feet
resting on the stove, listens patiently
to Jones who, taking an occasional
putf from his pipe,tells about his colt,
his heavy calf, and his fat turkeys,
until vou find out that Jones wants to
“swop’ his old gray, ten barrels of
cider, a hay rake., and a crow-bar, for
Brown’s colt, two scythes, four bags
of oats, a grindstone, two syrup ket-
tles, and a dollar and twenty-five
cents. At this point youn are asked
by the voung man behiod the counter,
who wears an mitial on his neck-tie,
whether there was anything vou want-
ed. You in turn order a few cigars
and inquire after the distance to the
nearest depot. Finding it to be about
two and a half nules. vou order a
pound of ginger snaps, but receive
only a few cookies made by the store-
keeper's wife.  With this vou leave
the place, feeling perfectly contented.
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Fraternal

OR weeks the little room in the
®  Oggel House. by some cuphe-
mistically styled the *-attic”, had been
the scene 6f busy preparation  and
The F. S.
was preparing to celebrate its thirty-
fifth birthday.

mysterious consultation.

Committees had done
their work: invitations had been sent
to all members, active, graduate. and
honorary, in America, Europe, and
Asta: and then the evening finally did
come. Your Frater, keenly alive to
the moment and a little apprehensive
of the new departure, could hardly
beheve it. Strange to tell tho, not a
clock in Holland seemed concerned:
stohidly and stoically each one pointed
with mechanical precision to the hour
of eight.

A quick gasp or two, a brief mental
petition for courage, and our Frater
found himself in the gay assembly
gathered in the hotel parlors. A mem-

Holland

had gathered her fair,—a fact to which

orable half hour was that.

the typical Frater is not entirely in-
different: and then there was the priv-
ilege of grasping with Fraters grip
the hands of men who sway church,
state, and nations. On the lapel of
every coat we saw the college pin and
the society badge, beloved symbols of

intermingled nfluence and power,

Banquet

standing for so much that is dear to
the collegian, linking heart to heart
with the mystic bands of brotherhood
and Fraternalism.

Then at 8:30 we went to the din-
ing hall, and our eyes beheld a sight
to make glad the heart of man. And
the banquet and the toasts—what of
these? Even half can never be told.
The *:joyful jest and jollity™ of our
toastmaster, provoking

“sSport that wrinkled care derides,
And Laughter holding both his sides*":

the well-told history by Mr. Bannin-
ga: Dr. Kollen, the society’s gift to
the college,on ‘“*Horizons; Rev. Kar-
Prof. Boers’
joys of the
the wit of Mr. Kuiper: the lof-

sten on ‘‘Early Davs";
happy memories of the
70's™;
ty sentim~nt, and noble eloquence of
Rev. S. M. Zwemer: Prof. Veghte on
“Loyalty™; and Dr. Poppen on *‘Frat-
riotisim”—all these elude the cold type:
but fond memory shall hold them to
charm many a leisure hour,when long
vears and ‘‘dreary scas’ roll between
us and the happy days of college life.

Two ithings the banquet empha-
sized: the position of the F. S. as the
oldest society of Hope, and the spirit
of true fellowship and brotherhood
there exists between «// the members
of the society.

Among the Societies.

EDITED BY JOHN WESSELINK, "1,

Y. M. £. Al
April 21st, Rev. D. ]J. De Bey ad-
dressed the association on the subject
““The Holy Spirit, His Nature and
Work. ™

The following week the meeting
was addressed by Rev. Stapelkamp
on ‘*Heaven and Hell,” which ended

the doctrinal program. We feel con-

fident in saying that the Y. M. C. A.




