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who comprise the Association. The 
officers are elected from the juniors of 
the previous year. The continuity is 
maintained by an Advisory Council of 
alumni, all former athletes of Tech, who 
act In a purely advisory capacity and 
receive no compensation. Contrary to 
most large universities, there is no 
graduate manager or paid coaches whose 
job.s are dependent upon winning teams, 
and who influence the athletic policy of 
the school teams. 

Athletics are financed through a stu
dent tax of $2.50 per man. This is very 
low as compared with other colleges. A 
revenue of less than $8,000 is thus ob
tained on which to run fourteen varsity 
teams in addition to the twenty class 
teams. As payment of the tax entitles 
a student to free admission at all con
tests, gate receipts are small. We do 
not handle the spectacular varsity foot
ball and baseball teams which are usu
ally able to attract enough gate receipts 
to maintain all the other sports. Al
though we only had .fS.OOO, we were able 
to handle 1,671 men who came out for 
teams and to finance 189 meets. As a 
result we have necessarily attained a 
high standard of efficiency in manage
ment. That is best illustrated by the 
annual cost per man carried on the 
squad—track, $7; crew, $8.25—and the 
fact that 1,671 men tried out for teams. 
That is a record in economy and effi
ciency which is unparalleled. 

There are no hired managers, no hired 
athletes getting as much as an athletic 
scholarship, and only one coach who has 
a .steady job as physical director. There 
is no possible chance for commercialism, 
and, on the other hand, we as under

graduates benefit from the experience of 
guiding our own affairs. We come oiit 
with a greater pride in our college, a 
greater confidence in ourselves, a knowl
edge that we have played the game for 
the game's sake only, and withal we 
turn out teams as successful as the next 
college. 

All this I believe might be attained 
by other colleges through scrapping 
their highly paid and artificial system 
of graduate managers, salaried coaches, 
and endowed athletes. Make athletics 
an undergraduate affair for the benefit 
of undergraduates, and not an expensive 
system of spectacular entertainment for 
the jaded public. 

W. W. BAINBRIDGE; JR., 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology, 

Class of 1922. 

GIVE COLLEGE GIRLS 
A SHOW 

Si>i(K I am a girl, a freshman at tliat, 
and just eighteen, you may think I 

have no business to write about college 
athletics at all; but I am interested in 
women's college athletics and anxious to 
see them encouraged. The head of the 
department of physical culture for 
women would say that we have a per
fected system here. "Why," she would 
tell you, "our women have a chance to 
win their 'M's' as well as the men." 
That is all very well, but the fact re
mains that, while there are-practically 
as many women as men at Minnesota, 
oyer fifty men have been awarded the 
coveted M this year and only one 
woman. The reason for this is evident. 

Athletics are not made sufficiently at
tractive to women in colleges to make 
it worth their while to compete. In the 
first place, age-old prejudice exists in 
regard to women being indecently 
clothed while exercising. Girls' clothes 
hinder athletic activity. Women are 
not permitted .to participate in athletic 
events unless they wear full, baggy 
bloomers which have a binding rubber 
just above the knee. I remember my 
own chagrin when I lost a high jump 
because my bloomers touched the rope. 
What man athlete would tolerate such 
a hindrance while he was running or 
pole vaulting? Women must also wear 
long,stockings, which hinder free move
ment of the knee. No one ever heard 
of an international record being broken 
by any one wearing long stockings. 
There is also a lack of money for sports 
among the girls. While many thousands 
of dollars are spent to finance football, 
basket-ball, and swimming teams for 
,<>,ames with other schools each year for 
the men, up money at all is expended to 
take women's athletic teams on similar 
trips, although_we have the teams and 
would like to go. 

From all over the world comes the 
cry for women's rights, and with such 
rights comes the obligation of women to 
be physically strong and clear-headed. 
Nothing will aid this more than im
proved and encouraged athletics for col
lege women. Please give the girls a 
show in college athletics. All we need 
is encouragement, money, and a revision 
of public opinion regarding correct 
atliletic clothes. 

ANJf CoK, 
University of Minnesota, Class of 1925. 

A later is.we trill (X)iitain ofhci- prizc-winiiiiig letters from nndergradnten oiitlie nuhjeet of college athletics. 

THE OLD PEARL NECKLACE 
BY MARY VALENTINE STANLEY 

J 
"OSEPH, the Princess A. has a pearl 

necklace to sell." 
Joseph Wise was playing Schu

mann, and did not hear. He was an 
American Jew of fifty. He had a 
benevolent face, a bald head, and 
dreamy eyes. His young wife, Madeline, 
was also an American, but not of his 
faith. They had been married a year, 
and were spending a month of their pro
longed honeymoon in Vienna. 

"Joseph," repeated Madeline, "the 
Princess A. has a pearl necklace to sell. 
She has asked me to call this afternoon 
to see it." 

"Where does she live?" 
"In the L Palace, in the S 

Gasse." 
"I should like to see that palace. I 

hear it is eight hundred years old," 
"Good. You shall see the palace, 

Joseph, and incidentally I may pick up 
a jewel or two. Let us go now." 

Joseph rose obediently and put on his 
coat. Madeline pulled a turquoise vel
vet hat over her brown curls and 

wrapped herself in a seal coat with a 
sable collar. 

"I learned from Levi yesterday that 
this coat belonged to the Duchess L. As 
she was quite a dowd, it looks far better 
on me." 

Joseph looked into the fresh young 
face and smiled. 

"You are beautiful, my dear. I like to 
see you in this, coat, but I hope the 
Duchess is not cold." 

"The aristocrats were a soft lot, 
Joseph. It will not hurt them to know 
poverty. I suffered hardships, and 
worked early and late until I met you, 
dear old boy!" She bent her soft cheek 
to his. "Now it is my turn to enjoy the 
flesh-pots of Egypt." 

Arm in arm they walked through the 
gardens of the Belvedere. For a moment 
they paused In front of the palace where 
the ill-fated Sophie and Ferdinand had 
lived and gone out to die. Through the 
glass doors they caught a glimpse of the 
great marble hall and stairways with 
their statues and priceless tapestries. 

Hundreds of children, undersized, 
with faces prematurely old, many 
scantily clad, were passing through the 
iron gates and climbing the hill to the 
palace. 

"These youngsters are fed here every 
day by the Americans, Madeline. See 
the Stars and Stripes waving over the 
doors of the royal kitchen." 

"It is the American money that is 
keeping Austria alive," she replied, "and 
to-day there are seven hundred and 
twenty kronen to the good old American 
dollar. I have already cashed five hun
dred dollars," added Madeline, glee
fully. "Let's run along, Joseph. It's 
four o'clock; we dine at eight and we 
play bridge with the Levis at half-past 
nine." 

They walked rapidly through the 
gardens, and came out on the Rennweg. 

A young girl with a sacli of coal on 
her back trudged wearily by. Women 
harnessed to carts patiently dragged 
their heavy loads. A one-legged soldier 
crouched on the pavement. About his 
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neck hung a card on which was written: 
"Bitte, Ich hin cin 'blinder Mann." 

"He fought for his country, poar lad, 
and now he has no country to mother 
him," said Josepli, sadly. "Look, Made
line." 

"Yes, I see, Joseph, but you gave 
thousands of kronen for the soldiers' 
fund this morning. Let us forget them 
for a little while, and talk of something 
cheerful. Pearl necklaces, for instance. 
All my life I have longed for pearls. 
Many times I have gone window shop
ping on Fifth Avenue. One Saturday 
afternoon (I was working for fifteen 
dollars a week then) I went from shop 
to shop, trying on necklaces just for fun. 
You say yourself that my neck was 
made for pearls." 

"Well, my child, buy your little bau
bles, if you care for them." 

They walked in silence for a time, 
Madeline in joyous anticipation of see
ing the jewels on her white throat, and 
Joseph quietly content in her happiness. 

When they crossed the courtyard of 
the Hofburg, Joseph's eyes kindled. 

He recalled to Madeline the memory 
of the time when, as a boy of fifteen, he 
had come to Vienna with his father, 
who had presented a petition from the 
Jews to Francis Joseph. 

"It was in this palace, Madeline, that 
we were most graciously received by his 
Majesty; and the petition did much 
good to my people." 

His wife smiled and nodded. He did 
not know that his words had fallen on 
deaf ears. 

When they reached their destination, 
Joseph lingered to look at the lions that 
guarded the door of the palace. 

"You could tell some interesting tales, 
you old fellows," he said: "you saw—" 

"I'm glad they can't talk," interrupted 
Madeline, good-naturedly. 

The porter, a withered, pallid old 
man, opened the door with a faint "Kiss 
thy hand." He led them through the 
great stone corridor, and up the steps 
to the apartment of the Princess. A 
butler, equally old and pallid, in a 
gorgeous livery with silver buttons, 
ushered them into the salon. 

The Princess was short and fragile, 
but carried herself with dignity. 

Her white hair was piled high on her 
small head. Her face, worn by sorrow, 
was atill lovely in its delicate beauty. 

Like all educated Viennese, she spoke 
English fluently. 

She had never been to America, she 
said, but she had many American 
friends. She had frequently entertained 
Mark Twain and his sweet wife while 
they were living in Vienna. She had 
known Bret Harte, William Dean 
Howells, and many others. 

Joseph was keenly interested in her 
reminiscences, but Madeline was rest
less. That the great of many lands—. 
statesmen, authors, artists—had been 
entertained In that stately salon by the 
Princess was nothing to the young 
American. She had only a vision of 
herself wearing the pearls. . 

"Princess," she said, abruptly, "may I 
see the necklace?" 

The Princess came back to the present 
with a start, but did not answer. 

"It is quite cold here," she said, 
hastily. She touched the bell, and the 
butler entered with a tray of tea. 

He put a shovel of coal in the big 
white-and-gold stove, and stole noise
lessly out. The princess followed him 
with her eyes. 

"Dietrich was five years old when I 
was born," she said. "We were born in 
this palace, both of us, and all these 
years he has served me faithfully. My 
younger servants I have had to dismiss, 
but my old servants I hope to keep with 
me to the end." 

Her voice faltered, but in an instant 
she smiled, saying gayly, as she poured 
the tea: 

"You must drink my famous tea. This 
was given me by the Emperor of Japan, 
and I have enough' for a lifetime." 

"Delicious," said Madeline. "I wish 
that I knew the Emperor." 

The old Vienna china with its rose
buds, the squat tea service and long 
spoons worn thin by age, the Princess 
with her high-bred face and sensitive 
hands, made a never to-be-forgotten pic
ture in the eyes of Joseph Wise. 

Madeline cleared her throat for another 
effort. "Princess, it was very kind of you 
to give us a chance to see your pearls." 

The Princess bowed her head and 
drew a jewel-case from her hand-bag. 

Madeline's eyes glistened, she leaned 
forward eagerly. 

The Princess held the case in her 
hands unopened. 

"These pearls were given me by my 
great-great-grandmother, the Princess of 
A." She pointed to five miniatures that 
stood in a row on the old Viennese table. 
"See, for five generations we have been 
painted in these pearls." 

Joseph rose and studied the mini
atures. 

"I have made quite a collection of 
miniatures," he said, "but these are ex
ceptional." 

"Though the pearls are very old," con
tinued the Princess, "they have not been 
allowed to die hidden in jewel-boxes. 
They have been kept alive and beautiful 
by almost constant wearing. Ever since 
they came into our possession twice 
each year they have been dipped in sea • 
water." 

She opened the box, and, taking out 
the precious treasures, wound them 
four times around her slender neck. 
They were exquisite in color and per
fectly matched. 

"When Napoleon Bonaparte was in 
Vienna, Madame, my grandmother, was 
presented to him. She wore these 
pearls. Napoleon wished them for 
Josephine. At the coronation of Queen 
Victoria i^y—" 

But she was not allowed to finish her 
proud story. Madeline could no longer 
control her impatience. 

"Princess, how much are you asking 
for the necklace?" 

"Hermann, the expert, priced them at 
two million kronen." 

"Thank you. May I look at them 
closely?" 

Reluctantly the Princess placed them 
in her hand. Madeline walked to the 
pier-glass and wound them • around her 
lovely neck. Her eyes sparkled. For 
some moments she stood silent, smiling" 
at her reflection in the mirror. 

Joseph had picked up an illuminated 
copy of the Book of Job, and .seemed to 
liave forgotten everything but the ex
quisite beauty of the old pages. 

The Princess sat quite still, her hands 
crossed in her lap. 

Presently Madeline turned from the 
smiling face in the glass, and said, 
coldly: 

"The price set for the pearls is 
absurd." 

"Absurd!" Cried the Princess. "The 
necklace is famous, not only for the per
fection of the pearls, but because of its 
historic interest." 

"Its history does not interest me. 
Princess. If they had been worn by all 
the queens In all the Courts of Europe, 
it would not enhance their value in my 
eyes." 

The Princess shivered, her eyes filled 
with tears. 

"You have other jewels?" asked 
Madeline. 

"I had others, but nearly all of them 
were sacrificed during the second year 
of the war. I gave the money to my 
sister, the Duchess of L. My diamonds 
are in Paris, but the market is glutted. 
The windows are ablaze with jewels 
that once belonged to the aristocrats of 
Russia, who have literally poured their 
treasures into the lap of Paris." 

"True," Madeline smiled slightly, "the 
markets everywhere are glutted. You 
can't expect to receive normal prices. 
I will give you one million five hundred 
thousand kronen for the pearls." 

The Princess raised her eyes half 
proudly, half appealingly. 

"I have gladly sold my jewels to help 
others; but the pearls are so precious, if 
I must part with them, dp not ask me to 
do so at a sacrifice." 

There was no response. The Princess 
glanced at Joseph. His face was bent 
low over the book. 

The tall clock struck six. 
"We must be going," said Madeline, 

briskly. "Shall I- have my husband 
draw a check foi". one million five 
hundred thousand kronen? I assure 
you. Princess, you can do no better." 

"One million five h u ^ r e d thousand 
kronen is only about two thousand 
dollars in your American money," cried 
the Princess bitterly, "and my need is 
great." 

For a monent they looked at each 
other, the nouveau pauvre and the 
nouveau riche. Madeline, still wearing 
the pearls, looked down on the little 
Princess from her superior height and 
waited. 

A vision of what the morning would 
bring without money swept over the 
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