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• Joel Chandler Harris 
JOEL S. BROWN. 

((There's a shadow on the cotton patch; the blue has left the sky J. 
The 1nourning rneadows echo with the south windJ s saddened 

sigh). 
And the gold of all the sunshine in Dixie) s turned to gray
B1tt the roses and the violets shall h·£de his face away.)) 

-Grantland Rice. 

T is given to few American authors to inspire such heart
felt expressions of grief as these, but Joel Chandler I-Iarris 
has so endeared hin1self to all his readers- and they in

clude all people of this and other lands that he is in truth 
n1ourned as one of those vv ho have touched the deepest chords 
of life and love. The appeal in his works is universal, for the 
stories \vhich pleased the children on the Georgia plantation 
\vere equally pleasing to the children of Europe, Asia and Africa. 
The fact of his popularity is attested by the translation of his 
"Uncle Remus" tales into t\venty-seven languages. IIo,v dura
ble his quickly \YOn fan1e shall be is for the future to decide. 

But in all pern1anent literature there are certain marked 
qualities and distinctive features \vhich are commonly assigned, 
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as the reason for its living through the ages. And if we ex
amine the writings of Harris we find that they contain these 

· very qualities. 
The value of his works as a contribution to folk-lore is gen

erally conceded; indeed there are some who prefer to regard 
him as an historian, an anthropologist, rather than as a literary 
artist. The anthropological value of his work, however, is inci
dental. Homer is a fountain source for the student of the pre
historic Hellenes, but this fact does not detract from the literary 
worth of the Homeric epics. So the value of the writings of 
Harris to the anthropologist ·Joes not in the least impatr their 
art value. 

And furthermore, Harris' contribution to folk-lore is by no 
means the chief value of his work. The mere fact of their 
ethnic value presupposes those life qualities which make 
literature. 

What then are the qualities of permanent literary value in 
the \vorks of Harris? 

First is the universality of appeal, which is attested by the 
general popularity of his \vorks. Harris simply \vrote these 
folk-lore stories as tales which he had heard from the darktes 
vvhen, as a boy, he had loafed with them about their quarters. But 
he found that the essential elements of these quaint superstitions 
\vere common to the folk-lore of Europe, Asia, and Africa. The 
stories told on the plantations of Georgia were such as atnused 
the coolies in the rice-fields of India. 

But one might ask vvhether this broad interest \vill be pern1a
nent or \Vill pass \vith the present generation. Inspection sho\vs 
that the elements of these darky stories are essentially the satne 
as those of the tnyths of Greece. Harris personifies Bre'r Fox 
and Bre'r Rabbit. who typify our sentiments and life-attitudes 
and represent moral conceptions; while the Greek mythological 
heroes- who have animal ancestry- personify the virtues and 
vices of life as conceived by the Greeks. The difference is one 
of degree in development. We have the myths of the Greeks 
fashioned into comeliness of form by generations of art evolu
tion, portrayed upon a background of scenery at once both pic
turesque and romantic, and clothed in costumes of words from 
the richest language of the ages, worked out b) the tnaster 
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artists of that beauty-loving race. In the stories of the 
Southern darky we have a store of crude beliefs, brought over 
from the dark continent, perverted by what the negro learned 
long ago from the \vhite man and what the white man has for
gotten, and set to form by an artist of another race. We see 
therefore that the simple stories of negro folk-lore have in them 
the same qualities \vhich have given other myths, once perhaps 
as crude as these, a permanent place in the literature of all ages. 

Some critics think, however, that Harris' universality is due, 
not to any serious literary quality, but rather to his humor. But 
Harris was not in fact a humorist. "He was a gentle mystic, 
who lightened mystery with a cunning human word and a 
smile; . . . a seer who foretold the past as if it were the future, 
a wanderer by the far currents of life where the life of man 
and bird and beast flowed more softly in the same channel, . . . . 
the one guide of our times who kne\v the way back home, not 
through creeds and dogmas, or theories, but through the dim
mer, less trodden wood-paths of history, past all civilizations, out 
of the din and fret of the evolving mind to the final source of 
history in the heart of the simple, primitive folk." But the 
main reason that we find his folk-lore tales { unny is because 
of the contrast they indicate bet\veen the primitive man and 
vvhat vve are to-day. "Mr. Harris was more particularly an his
torian and philosopher- an historian of man and creature rela
tionships, a philosopher in his po\ver to interpret them to us." 
His creative genius consists in his ability to present a certain 
stage in the development of mind and memory in the form of a 
lore. And as we read them the shades of the prison-house 
which begin to close upon the growing boy vanish away; the 
tales seem almost a prenatal part of memory- which they really 
are; for Uncle Remus who tells them has crossed life's meridian 
into the second childhood of the race \vhere the heaven that lies 
about us in our infancy begins to return, so that he can inter
pret life to the little boy who "by the vision splendid is on his 
way attended." Our illusion is so complete that we \Vhose life's 
star has faded into the light of common day- seem to pass for 
a time into another age of men and mind: so perfect is the 
cha rn1 of his art. 
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And herein the works of Harris supply the n1issing link in 
our American literature. We have no mythology. Our ances
tors came to this land a civilized people; our history is accurate, 
not legendary. We have no mythological heroes, who, in the 
peeping dawn of history's day, fought with a dragon for the 
o-olden fleece or rode over deserts drear and wildernesses wild in 
b a life long quest of the holy grail. And so, as it is said, \vhen our 
literary men wish to get close to life- close to the heart of 
things in the primitive man- they must turn for their subjects 
to the fabled lands of Europe or else find them in the folk-lore 
of an earlier race than ours on the American soil. 

Now, in the negro folk-lore "Uncle Remus" has discovered 
a new literary source. How great that source may be remains 
yet undetermined. But if we may judge it by the \Vaters that 
have already flowed, we should think it not inconsiderable. 

And yet he writes not as a searcher after literary matter, but 
in his own words as "merely a simple minded old fello\v who is 
very anxious for a few chosen friends to like him." He \vas 
simple indeed, so simple that he paid no attention to the super
ficialities of life, but, \vith the vision of a seer and the touch of 
an artist, transcended life's actualities and gave a voice to the 
strong, sitnple impulses of the unaffected mind and heart. 

And yet with it all \ve can not regard him as the "foremost" 
literary man of his times. "Rather, he -vvas farthest behind of 
them all, a man who clung to the shadows, not, as some sup
pose, out of shyness, but because he \vas familiar only \vith ele
mental things and wild to the conventionalities of things" He 
lived deeper in the heart of things, "far back \Vhere God and the 
child live in every man." There he sought "that long-buried 
deposit of old races \vhich, \vhen it is found and refined into 
words, becomes the lore, the folk-scriptures that bind all nations 
and races together by the same traditions." 

In this way we have a mythology of our own. It is not 
reasonable to suppose that all this so-called negro folk-lore 
came from the banks of the Congo- as the fact that the dialect 
cannot be traced back to the African vernacular will attest-but 
much of it came from the Severn and the Avon as \vell. The 
untutored African \vas unable to absorb from his ne\\ environ-

• 
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ment anything except the elemental and the superficial. So 
while he went about his menial tasks each day, he was absorb
ing, with the intuitive grasp of the savage, the elemental con
ceptions of his master, which the master had forgotten. In the 
plantation life on the Chattahoochee and the Savannah, there 
\vere mingled with the Congo lore the spirit of the tales of the 
A von, the pathetic stories of the marshes of Innis fail, the beau
tiful legends of the lakes of Caledonia, and the wild adventure 
of the sea-swept land of the Vikings. To our O\vn primitive con
cepts are given a primitive expression in a primitive life. And 
him who has found them and interpreted them to us we must 
recognize as the "brother of all men, the Homer of little chil
dren, the near of kin to the creatures." And 

"The people of the woodlands-the fur and feathered clan-
The bear-the fox-the rabbit-will mourn him more than man." 

For not long ago he went to the place \vhere "though ten thous
and ears should listen, the keenest could hear him no more. He 
became a part of the silence- the awful, mysterious silence
that sits upon the hills and shrouds the mountains." 

But he had charmed the world, though from it he had dwelt 
apart with Home and Nature fatne could not lure him away, 
he cared not for it. And instead of fame, he won love, for "the 
pulse of human sympathy vvas strong in him and throbbed 
through all his message to the world," and though silence has 
closed upon him, 

• 

"Wherever song is loYed and story 
Cheers the \vorld's firesides, there he dwells
A guest, regardless of earth's glory, 
To whom Time \vaves no sad fare\vells.'' 
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Bright Morning Star 

c. Cl.EVEI .. AND K.JSER. 

0 A1 on11·11g Star, at break of d£1)', 
lfllzen all the others fade at. 0:)1

, 

Thou, 7C llo hast llept 11te through the 11ight, 
Art still alone HI)' g1tiding l1"glzt. 

Tlz')' blessed radiance I feel, 
And eartlzlj' sorrows fronl 1ne steal, 
As ul/zen 011 bended, trcn1blt"ng k11ee, 
Tllj' T·ruth reveals itself to uze. 

And th')' soft ra3's fall tender!')' 
Into 111')' soul, and clzeerfull')' 
1 'tC a11der on; 111 )' path grows br(glz t 
B)' tlzj' eternal guiding light. 

!11 life 1.11 death) thou art to 111e 

A strong, serene realit')'· 
l)ll fear not n1/zen I cross tlze bar, 
Brt.ght 1 orJu·ng Star, Bright ]1,1 orning Star. 

• 

• 
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In the Power of the Chief Priest 
s. E. I ITCH El.l •• 

1 J I 11' had fallen upon the ancient city of Tecuzco, an In
dian city of the \ stern \ 1or1d. l)ark form could be 
seen here and there on their \vav ho1ne after the adven-.., 

tur ~s of the clay. 1, ron1 the lake that lay near the city caine the 
rippling laughter and rn rry shout of a party \vhich had gone 
n1t for a rid:> on the \\'atcr. ,.fh air \Vas caln1 and rene, the 

cloncll ss hca vcns \vere sl udded \Vith n1yriad of stars. 13ut in 
the city itself the vi \V \vas ob true ted by n1a sive bui 'ldings and 
n1agnific ·nt tctnple to,vcring to\vard the ky. 

In th tetnples \V ~rc shrines to the 1\ztec god \vho \vere 
bloodthir ty and r tuir d htunan acrificc . and for the acri
fic victitns \V re tak n fron1 the trib ubject t th \zt c rule. 
\ n1ong these tribe \vere the 'foltian \Vho had long \vith tood 

th i\ztec arn1 and had b n con JUCred only \vhen their leader 
had fallen i11 battle. '] he c people believed in th ~Gr at pirit 
that h i the onl) truf:) o I and di 1 not require acrificc oth r 
th<tn the cattle and product of the land. 

rt '"a'"' no\v the t itne ior the 'T'ol tia n.._ to fu rn i h a acri fie for 
tiH haled r\zt c god and th.. hicf I }rie t had proclain1 d that 
the acrifict 1ntt t bt furni h d. J ,ut the T'oltian ha tily all d 

• 

a con neil of \var and n1a 1 1 I uicol. on of their lat chief, con1-
1nand r of th i r arnl) t hu d claring that they '' re "illing to 
die in battle but n v r a 'ictin1 on th altar of th hated god . 
and dct ·rn1ining to aiT) out th ir long ch ri h I puq c of 
dc .. .trO) iug the \zt c rclihion. 

1 I uicol \\a a ) oung n1an o f hvent. ' . tall. \vith con1plc.:·ion 
hrightl::r tha11 th "'0111111011 rnn f Indian ~ and \Vith fi rc black 
C) .._ \vhi h b< d d no good to th hated 1\zt c.., . ] Ie ha 1 gain ·cl 
. o 1 n e ;7\ . p p c r it n c t i 11 \\ a r un d r hi ..., fat h • r. and h gat h c red 
qui< I"' I~ togt tht r hi fore of v ral thou and brav ... . 

II a I o \VH~ th hi f 1 ,ri ... t; his face and I ng hago-y I ck 
\V r · spatll red \Vith bl d f hun1an being~ \Vh 111 h ~ I v "d t '"a -
rifict to the ~·o Is by Ia ' ing t h h arts f vi t in1 n the acr 
altars. ] 1 \vas th "hi f :-ldvi r of l\lont..:ztuna and in r ·alit· 

p 

th 1 O\Vtr bthin I th thr n. Ie b li vc I th \zt c \\' Cr th 
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chosen people and that the surrounding tribes vvere ordained by 
the gods to be subject to then1; and so when he heard of the 
action of the T oltians his anger was intense, and he persuaded 
the king to order out ten thousand warriors with instructions to 
reduce the rebels to order and bring instead of one, an hundred 
sacrifices ; for the gods by this tin1e were angry at the resistance. 

"Speed! Speed! lest the gods destroy us all." 
And speed they did, but it was to their ruin. The) fell into 

the pitfalls dug by the enen1y. Many were cut do\vn by s\vords 
and felled by spears, and the hitherto invincible Aztec army fled 

in headlong confusion. 
This brilliant success was only the beginning of the great 

undertaking of Huicol, for he had defeated only a small portion 
of the Aztec army and there \vere boundless resources and an 
innumerable host yet to overcome. H e could not hope to \\ in 
over these in the open field; but relying on the faithfulness of 
his men and their natural aversion to all things Aztec, he began 
laying plans to capture Tecuzco. He might surprise the city by 
night, but to do this he must have some one spy out the fortifi
cations and determine what side it '''ere best to attack. Too gen
erous to ask any one to go, too brave to shrink frotn the duty, 
he resolved to go himself. So the gloom of night found hin1 on 
the edge of the lake borJering on Tecuzco. He had disguised 
himself perfectly, and stealthily tnade his \Yay unnoticed past the 
sentinels at the gate of the city. 

He had gone only a fe,v yards \vhen he heard a shrill cry as of 
a child in distresc:;. He ran for\\ ard, intending to rescue the 
child. Again he heard the noise, louder than before and c:;een1-· 
ingly just aboYe hin1. Looking up, he sa\v a n1assive tone 
building \Yith a flight of steps leading to the uppcnnost story. 
SV\rord in hand he rushed up the tnarble steps unttl he catne to 
the room \vhence procee\.led the cries, the shrieks of d) ing- chil
dren. A score of shaggy priests ''ere dancing around the sacred 
altar \vhile in the center old IIalco 'vas tearing out the hearts of 
sn1all children for sacrifice ! 

Forgetful of his O\vn danger and thinking only of rescuing 
the sufferers, H uicol stepped into the rootn, erving out: 

((Hovv long, 0 ye sons of evil, \vill ye defy the po,vcr of the 
Great Spirit? The end of your don1ination is at hand., 

• 

• 

• 
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So saying he rushed forV\'ard, thinking to slay the \vhole con1-
pany. Right and left he drove his trusty blade, felling one at 
each stroke, but he had not noticed that they too were anned. 
Each had a short dagger and they began to press in on him. He 
held out against them until old Halco, seizing his opportunity, 
brought the young man down by a stroke in the back. One of 
the priests bent over him \vith a raised dagger, but Halco, recog
nizing the prisoner, stayed his hand. . A gleam of triumph shot 
over his face as he said : 

"The gods are at length appeased. Bind him hand and foot 
and cast him into the dungeon and we will sacrifice him before 
all the people at the appointed time." 

Before the appointed titne, ho\vever, the city was threatened 
by a calamity that struck terror to the hearts of even the bloody 
priests. On the eastern coast a new race of beings had appeared 
\vho were \vorking such ruthless destruction that the people 
questioned whether they \vere gods or men, for they fought \vith 
fire and thunderbolts and rode on animals the like of \vhich had 
not been known. 

When these strangers first landed the revolting Toltians had 
allied themselves \vith then1 and advancing toward the in
terior had now almost reached Tecuzco. Montezuma sent his 
whole army against the invaders, but all to no purpose. Those 
who \vere not blown to pieces brought back the fearful story of 
destruction. 

Halco detern1ined to offer up Huicol at once if thereby 
the gods might be appeased. Huicol had been cast into 
the dungeon unconscious. \ Vhen he came to hitnself he was in 
pitchy darkness. I-Ie tried to rise, but the thongs held him 
firn1ly. Though exhausted fron1 loss of blood he rouseJ him
self and rolled across the enclosure in a vain atten1pt to find a 
way of escape. Presently he rolled upon something vvhich gave 
hin1 a sharp cut. After considerable labor and pain he brought 
his hands in reach of the object. It \Vas a piece of sword blade 
and \vith it he cut himself loose from the cords. Then he \vas 
free to \valk about, but could not find any opening in the \valls~ 

Finally he sank do\vn in despa ir to a\vait his fate, and he cared 
not ho\v soon that might come. 
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For a long tin1e he lay there, he knew not how long. At 
length he \vas aroused by a ray of light and on looking up he 
saw the figure of the Chief Priest in the doorway above. 

"Your time has come, young man; you have brought ruin 
on us all. This day you shall be devoured by the gods and we 
shall be delivered from the all-conquering foe." 

With this he dragged Huicol along a narrow passage which 
led to the altar of the god Huetzil, who was considered the most 
po,verful of all the gods. As they came out to the altar they 
heard noises as of loud explosions which gradually became 
louder and more constant until it seemed as if a n1ight) thun
derstorm were breaking. 

Huicol fell unconscious \vith a ne\v vvound inflicted by the 
terrified priest, who ran down into the street in search of the 
cause of the disturbance. The Aztec host \vas fighting, retreat
ing, falling before the strangers, \vho \vere none other than 
Spaniards. Their bullets \vere doing terrible \Vork \vith the na
tives, \vhose arro~'S could not pierce the Spanish n1ail. The 
\vork of destruction \\·as a\vful and cotnplete. Houses and tem
ples alike tottered on their foundations and fell to the ground, 
and the few surviving braves sought refuge outside the city. 
The priests and shrines of the gods \vere turned over to the Tol
tians, who made short \vork of then1. 

Huicol was avvakened by a hand upon his shoulder and a 
• • votce saytng : 
"The infernal priest has died with his religion ; the .,:\ztec 

kingdom is no more. Con1e forth and live \vith thy people !" 

• 
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llaiJade in the 

HI/zen sununcr boughs are bleak and bare, 
IVhere late the sugared peaches grc'l , 

If all tlzc ~ orld seenz.s full of care, 
And skies arc grc)' a1ul chill to I'! ic1 ~,
If girls arc deaf 1 1hen S1. eethearts sue, 

/J nd bO'\'S are blind to ladies 7 1ilcs, 
• 

1 .. he1l let us sa~v. as -c: 1ise Hzcn do 
uC0111C, let 1ts sec/~ tlze Jlapp·y Isles.'' 

T·hat is the 1 aud of J .. auglztcr, 7 her 
o lovers /on~ iu 'l'ain nray 'll oo, 

];or l 7 c11us lclnples, 7 ,Jzite and fair, 
l~isc 1·, a sl\ .. )' of fla'l It ss blue; 

There bloonz /rcr roses, 'l 'as/zed iu der 
1 

1 here Cupid l~isscs, T's.vchc sntilcs, 
T·lzc ancicut earth is glad and IIC'lt.',

Conlc, let us sec/~' the llappy Isles . 

• 1)' c. I c t us s c c /,· t h r 111 if 7 c d a 1 c, 

lf ·c 111ay uot fi11d tlzcnt qrtic/.. .. ly:-7 Ito 

1ust not aclnzit, iu sad despair, 
''7/rc Isles ar far O'l~;.'ay aud fc-;, .'' 
} . ct c·ou1"0gt ! l"lzouglt the 'll'ay tlzcJ c/o 

lA'c ';n id rou g II roads and sl cc p deli/ s . 
.. lnd slornt')' sea~ to lra1 cl tlzrouglz,

Contc, let tiS seck· llr Jlappy lsi s. 

I ,·inccss, 1 ~·no'i no one but ·vo11 
• 

It ould , o 7 ,;o, nze tlzo~, -z car·y uriles . 
• l11d say, 7 itlz spirit g ) ncl fru , 

u 0111c, I I us s ": the Flapp:y Isles!'' 

11 
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• 

The Lady in Black 
c. CLEVELAND KISER. 

'' SN'T this George Sappington?" 
"That's my name, sir, and may I ask-well, well, Frank 

Rogers- \vhat \vind blew you to this jumping-off place?'' 
"~1ind your \vords, Sap, old man." 
"I beg your pardon, Frank; I believe this is your home town." 
"Yes, and a good one too if you but knew it." 
The southbound vestibule had just rolled into the little town 

of Hampton, and, as usual, Frank Rogers was on hand to meet 
the train. He was indeed surprised to meet one of his old col
lege pals whom he had not seen since the day of g raduation, 
four years ago. 

"Where's the hotel, Frank?'' 
"Just a block up 1Iain Street, Sap, but if you will \vait a fe\V 

minutes, I'll consider it a pleasure to direct you to it." 
The train was rolling off. Rogers was busy shaking hands 

\vith friends, while Sappington attended to having his g rip and 
sample case sent to the hotel. As the little station \vas being 
cleared of its transients, the t\VO fellows walked slo\vly up 
~~ain Street. 

"\iVhat are you doing for a living, George?" inquired Rogers. 
"I am \vhat you call a drumtner. I've been on the road for 

three years traveling for the National Bis-Gee, Frank, \vho is 
that \voman that just passed us? She's a beauty." 

((I don't know her, George. She came here only to-day: 
some say she is poor and going to \York in the factory district. 
But vvhat about yourself?'' 

"0, I have been traveling for the K ational Biscuit Cotnpany 
for three years; at first my territory "as around Buffalo, but 
my health failed and later I \vas transferred South, and have 
been here only three n1onths." 

((Here's your hotel; but, George. can't you spend the titne 
\vith me? Ho\v long ,,·ill ) ou ren1ain here?" 

"For a couple of da; s, and, if possible, I shall be glad to 
take supper \Vith you this evening." 
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"Good, I \vill call at the hotel at six." 
Sappington walked into the hall-\vay of the time-worn frame 

building, registered, and was shown a room on the second floor 
at the farthest end of the long corridor. Pulling the table near 
the open vvindo\v, he took from his hip-pocket a little book in 
which he kept the names of his custotners ; but he could not 
collect his thoughts. l-Ie n1adly slan1n1ed the book on the table. 

"Damn it!" he muttered. "\Votnen \~ ill be my ruin yet. I 
don't see \vhy I can't get them out of my head, but that woman's 
face appealed to n1e." 

He \Valked the floor for several tninutes nervously pulling at 
his closely trimmed mustache. 

"I must stop this business," he thought, "or I will lose 
tny job." 

Starting back to his chair he glanced out of the \vindo\v only 
to see again the woman whose face had been haunting him the 
last hour. As she rapidly \valked across the street, he followed 
her \vith his eyes until she finally disappeared in the drug store 
below. 

"I will find out her name," he said, and hurriedly rushed out 
into the street and into the drug store, \vhere she \vas buying 
son1e stationery. Walking up to the cigar stand, he asked for 
a "Principe," and inquired of the clerk who the \voman in 
black \vas. 

"I don't know, sir," said the clerk indifferently, "she's a 
t . t " s ranger tn our O\Vn. 

appington vvatched he r until she turned a corner at the other 
end of the street, and then slovvly retraced his steps to his roon1. 
H e could not understand himself. \Vas he losing his mind, or 
\vas he merely yielding to the desire to satisfy his curiosity? fie 
had been \vith scores of \vomen, and had flirted \vith many, but 
none had appealed to hin1 as this one. He felt no desire to talk 
business, but he collected hin1self and started out to meet his 
engagetnents. 

As he \vas about concluding his business \vith the first firm 
on his list his attention \vas diverted to one of the many passing 
the sto re. H urrieclly excusing hin1self, he \Yalked to the door 
to catch a g lin1pse of the figure that had attracted him so per
sistently, \Yhen he noticed on the side\valk a sn1all piece of yel-

• 
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low paper, considerably crun1pled and written over, \vhich he 
picked up and slipped into his vest pocket till he should finish 
his business. 

The last on his list was the large firm of Harper & Son, 
and, having made a good sale, he \vas in the act of closing his 
sample case \vhen he heard a woman's voice call: 

''11rs. Bridges wants to kno\v if her order \vas filled and 
goods delivered." 

"Yes ma'am, an hour ago," \vas the reply from the rear of 
the store. 

The voice was as pleasing to Sappington as the face, and 
he wondered where he had ever heard one like it before. 

"Ah, there she is again," he exclaimed under his breath. 
"May I ask," he inquired of the salesman '\vho the woman in 
black is?" 

"I don't knov.r, Mr. Sappington, she's a stranger to me." 
"Thank you, sir,-Good morning!" 
As he turned to leave, he muttered to himself: HI will find 

out \vho she is," and his mind returned to the problen1 of the 
insistent impression this unknown face had made on him. 

The tovvn clock had struck one; the morning work \vas 
done; 11ain street was crowded, but Sappington kept his e) e 
only on one central figure just in front of him. He followeJ 
her dovvn the street two blocks, and then out the short road 
until she reached the row of factory houses. 

"Surely Frank Rogers \vas right," he thought. Evidently 
she \vas poor and had come to the town to work in the factory. 

When she came to the third house she went in and closed 
the door behind her. She just had time to take off her hat vv hen 
the door-bell sounded, and when she opened the door, there was 
George Sappington. 

"Is this where Mrs. Bri·dges lives?" he inquired. 
"No, sir, Mrs. Bridges lives up the road in the large two

story residence with the pretty lawn." 
"Thank you," and Sappington turned and retraced his steps 

to the hotel, baffled once more, but even more detertnined to find 
out who she \vas. Each glitnpse only added to his anxiety, and 
she \vas no\v becon1ing the one thing in the \vorld that \vas 
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\\·orth living for. The dining room doors \\ere just being closed 
as he returne'-1, but he \vould rather have missed a thousand 
dinners than one look from those eyes. He \vent thoughtfuly 
to his rootn, and then, for the first time, he remembered the 
piece of yello\v, crumpled paper he had picked up that tnorning. 
Quickly unfolding it, he read: "l\1L \vait for me at 2 :30. GS." 

"Those are my initials," thought Sappington, Clbut whom 
have I ever kno\vn with such initials as M. L., and \Vhen did I 
ever send this message to anybody?" 

He clinched his fists and thre\v himself on the bed with a 
"Confound it all! These flirtations in silks and satins are only 
made to run a man crazy, as if he did not have enough already 
to put him to the bad !" 

At this instant there was a knock on the door. 
"Come in," he shouted. The porter handed him a note ad

dressed in a fetninine hand- but \vhom the devil did he know 
in that town? Quickly opening it he scanned the three or four 
lines of an invitation to call, and \vas struck with the signa
ture "M. L." 

Pulling out his fountain pen, Sappington scribbled off a brief 
note of acceptance and directed the porter to hand it to the boy 
to be delivered to no other than the person from whom it came. 

As he started to meet his afternoon engagements, he \vas 
still saying to himself: "Who is M. L. ?" 

"I vvonder if he has forgotten me," murmured the tall lady 
in black as she vvas placing a small \vhite rose in her hair. Just 
at this instant the door-bell sounded, and she greeted the visitor 
in a manner that made an effort to be natural. 

"Come in, lVIr. appington, just put your hat on the table 
and vvalk in the front room; I'll be back in a minute." 

" h, she's more lively than I thought," commented apping
ton ; "but \V ho in the name of common sense is she?" 

The n1inutes stole slowly by and it seemed like an hour to 
Sappington before she carne in. Time an\.l again he seemed on 
the point of explaining to himself her identity, and then the so
lution just escaped him. Finally she appeared, and, \vithout 
allo,ving him n1ore than a glin1pse of her, in i ted nervously 
that they go on the veranda, It was an unusually \vann night, 
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and the moon vvas just peeping over the trees. The little cot
tao-es stood like faithful sentinels in the still night, casting their 

b 

symmetrically quadrangular shadows on the ground. After a 
fe\v rather forced conventionalities, there was a pause, and Sap
pington found himself plunging into the problem. 

"Pardon me, but what is your name ?" he asked bluntly. 
"You seem to have the advantage of me." 

((I had a name once,'' she replied with careful reserve, "but 
I am known as M. L. now. I know very fe\v people in this 
town and it is my intention to remain behind closed doors the 
remainder of my life." 

There was another pause, and then Sappington persisted: 
"~1ay I ask where you knew me before?" 
"It is useless to ask, Mr. Sappington. I saw you this morn

ing and now since the \vorld has been blotted out for me, I 
could not deny myself the pleasure of an evening once more 
with an old friend." 

Her \vords seen1ed ahvays to suggest an inference, but he 
couldn't catch it. 

"Have you resided here very long?" 
"No, only a few days. Years ago my father_, who was a 

wealthy merchant, went into bankruptcy and lost everything he 
had. Our pretty suburban home was sold at auction. Father 
was left \vi thou t money or friends, and being an old man, could 
not begin life anew, and grieved himself sick. When he died, 
there vvas a little insurance left us. It was not long before 
mother follo\ved him and left me alone in the \vorld. With the 
small amount of money left I managed to live, but I made a bad 
investment and lost the little I had. My uncle and aunt, who 
have no children, and who live in this house, offered me a home, 
but I insisted on \vorking, and shall start in the factory l\1on
day morning." 

"But do you think you are physically able to undertake the 
trying ordeal and close confinement of a position in a factory ?" 
he asked \vith undisguised concern. 

((I am too independent, Mr. Sappington. As far as my 
future happiness is concerned, I have nothing to look for\vard to, 
and I never expect to have any more friends except those fe\v 

• 
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working in the factory. It matters not how soon I go to meet the 
loveJ ones who have gone and left me." 

George Sappington had listened intently during her sad nar
ration and as the soft voice spoke to him with such appealing 
pathos, he longed to tell her that he would be a friend to her 
and make her happy. Then the mystery of her identity seized 
him again. 

"I have endeavored to recall you, but I must admit you have 
the advantage of me," he said. As she made no rejoinder, he 
turned abruptly to her and said: 

"Are you merely flirting with me, or have you some good 
reason for withholding your name ?" 

"Mr. Sappington," she said, "I am no flirt, I assure you, and 
tny intention in having you here this evening was merely to en
joy one n1ore pleasant evening \vith an old friend." 

"I thank you for the honor," he replied with some irritation, 
"but you do me a great injustice to \vithhold your name from 
me, and I beg you not to persist in doing so. By the \vay, do 
you recognize this ?" And pulling the crumpled paper from his 
pocket, he held it out to her. 

As she glanced at the writing she exclaimed: 
('George Sappington, who gave you that? Where did you 

get it? It is my most precious souvenir, and I cherish it above 
all others." 

" I ever mind where I got it, I have it," he replied, returning 
the paper to his pocket. "I have been trying to find out all day 
\vho you are, and even yet have failed, but one thing I have 
discovered - that I love you." 

At these words the young woman shrank backJ her face 
paler than ever. For a few moments both were silent. 

"I beg your pardon," he resumed slowly, "it was not my in
tention to shock you, but I might as vvell be frank with you. 
George Sappington has, for the first time in his life, found the 
vvoman he \vould call his wife." 

"lVIy God," she exclaimed. "Has my foolishness resulted in 
this? vVhat have I done?" 

" Tothing yet, but \vhat I \vant you to do " 
"I'll meet you before the train goes to-morro\v and tell you 

all." 
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"Under one condition- that you come prepared to go 
with me." 

The girl fell back in her chair; after several minutes her 
face brightened, and, as she lifted her eyes to meet his, no more 
\vas the lady in black a mystery to him. Looking intently into 
her eyes, and putting his arm around her, he drew her close to 
him and softly said : 

"I know you now. Kiss me, Marian, and tell me that you 
will go \vith me." 

"Go with you, George? Indeed! 0, how could you for
get me!" 

When the southbound limited came rolling in the next ·day 
Frank Rogers was on hand. 

"Hello, Frank, old boy," cried Sappington, "this town is bet
ter than I thought. Let me introduce you to Marian Loring, 
an old school mate and sweetheart of mine, soon to be my wife." 

• 

• 
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In the Editor's Chair 

Of all the forces giving an in1petus to the n1ad 
Foreword rush of no\v-a-day happenings journalistn leads 

the vanguard-s\vi ftness, up-to-dateness, record 
of things done rather than of things thought, is the keynote of 
the modern journal. In their zeal to be abreast of the tirnec; 
many even of our most conservative magazines find then1scl v·~s 
so engrossed in the concerns of material progress as to have 
little time for sporting \vith the nymphs and listening to the 
muses. With all respect for this spirit, \vhich exalts the n1an 
\vho does things, TnE MERCERIAN hopes to escape being bound 
over completely to such methods. But the Editor, seated com
fortably in the Editor's Chair, \vould dream as \veil as study, 
prophesy as well as chronicle, philosophize as \veil as investi
gate. He would stroll \vith the fairies to wonderland and with 
the nymphs to the realm of beauty; but never \vould he forget 
the men and things about him. He will try ever to be alert, ob
serving, original, cosmopolitan, progressive. 

It will be our aim this year to maintain the high 
Our Aim standard established last year and, if such 

things may be, even to make the gro\vth of the 
magazine comn1ensurate with that of the college at large. 

As \Ve have said \Ve shall endeavor to be cos
Literary Spirit mopolitan, but we recognize that literary spirit 

must gro\v out of the conditions of real life. 
National literature is dependent upon national history and the 
conditions of national life. So \Ye recognize that the produc
tions of college students have their inspiration largely in the con
ditions of the local college con1n1unity. 

As to the environment here progress and devel-
College Spirit opment have wrought changes that are pleasing 

and desirable. The last few years have seen a 
hustle and bustle on l\1ercer's campus, which, ami·d clatter of 
hammers and noisy drone of busy \Vorkmen, have brought n1uch 
material progress. 

l\1ercer's last year \\as the best in her history. It has seen 
the fruits of the efforts of past years mature, as \veil as brought 

I 
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a harv·est of its own. The endown1ent movement has been fin
ished; the new library is now complete and in use; a year 's ex
perience has shown the nev1 Students' Hall a splendid success; 
and a steady increase in attendance bespeaks the growing popu
larity of J\1ercer. 

And indeed-if we may presume to prophesy-
Prospects we would predict still greater achievements to 

con1e. And somehow we feel that the spirit of 
material achievements is crystallizing into the finer elements of 
life, that the resultant mental alertness and alacrity will be con
ducive to the art-expression of the life of the college. 

A college journal, to have real literary worth, 
Our Ideal should be an expression of college life, of which 

we can find no better description than that 
given by President Woodrow Wilson: 

HI have had sight of a perfect place of learning in my 
thought; a free place, and a various, where no man could be 
and not know with how great a destiny knowledge had come 
into the \vorld- itself a little world; but not perplexed, 
living \vith a singleness of aim not known \vithout; the home 
of sagacious men, hard-headed, and with a will to know, 
debaters of the world's questions every day and used to the 
rough \vays of democracy; and yet a place removed--calm 
Science seated there, recluse, ascetic, like a nun, not knowing 
that the \vorld passes, not caring, if truth but come in ans\ver 
to her prayer; and Literature, walking within her open doors 
in quiet chambers with men of olden time, storied walls 
about her and calm voices infinitely S\veet; here 'magic case
ments opening on the foam of perilous seas in fairy lands 
forlorn,' to which you may \vithdra\v and use your youth for 
pleasure~ there \vindo\Y CI open straight upon the street \vhere 
many stand and talk intent upon the world of men and busi
ness. A place "here ideals are kept in heart in an air they 
can breathe, but no fools' paradise. A place where to hear 
the truth about the past and hold debate upon the affairs of 
the present, \vith knowledge and without passion; like the 
\vorld in having all men's life at heart; but unlike the \vorld 
in 1ts self-possesston, its thorough "ay of talk, its care to 
know more than the n1oment brings to light; slo\v to take 
excitement, its air pure and wholesome with a breath of 
faith; every eye within it bright in the clear day and quick 
to look toward heaven fo r the confirmation of its hope." 



f 

t 

22 THE ~1ERCERIAN 

Of the life of such a place- of its every phase- turned to 
shape and given a "local habitation and a name" in the atmos
phere of the Mercer catnpus, \Ve shall endeavor to make THE 

• MERCERIAN an expresston. 

At a recent meeting of THE l\1ERCERL\ ~'s staff it 
The Magazine \vas decided to form a magazine club, the pur
Club 

pose of \\ hich is to foster the interest of the 
magazine by awakening general interest in literary work. In 
order to be a member of the club one tnust become a contributor 
to THE MERCERIAN, and no one \vho gains membership in the 
club will be retained unless he continues to contribute. 

At the meetings of the club subjects relative to the interest 
of the magazine will be discussed, themes for treatment will be 
suggested, and an effort will be n1ade to direct the minds of 
would-be authors along proper lines for production. 

The staff has also decided to offer a tnid-year 
The Mid-Y ear prize for the best article contributed to the magaPrize 

zine during the Fall term. The prize \vill be 
awarded at the beginning of the Spring tern1 by a con1n1ittec 
selected for the purpose and shall consist of a full page an
nouncement, in the magazine, of the name of the \vinner and the 
comments of the a\varding cotnmittee upon the merits of the 
winning article. 

It is hoped that these things \vill serve as spurs to prick the 
sides of the intent of the literary talent in the student body. 

Greetings 
We heartily greet our students, ne\v and old, 
and our fello\v students else\vhere. 

\\' e are also glad to greet Professor Carl 
W. Steed in the chair of English. Last year Professor Steed 
came to us from the North Georgia Agricultural College at 
Dahlonega, Georgia, and occupied the chair of Htstorv and 
Economics. This year he assumes the chair of English .. 

We are also pleased to welcome P rofessor Charles H. West
brook, Jr., to the chair of History. He was graduated at l\Iercer 
in 1906 and after spending two years of study at Harvard Uni
versity he is called to a professorship in his Alma Mater. 

.. 
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Professor Godfrey, of the chair of Physics, who has been 
away on leave of absence for the past year, doing graduate work 
at Cornell University, resumes his duties this year. We are glad 
to \velcome Professor GoJfrey home again. 

Professor Carver who, during the last year was supplying in 
the department of Physics and Astronomy, takes charge of the 
department of Biology. vVe are indeed glad to have Professor 
Carver remain with us and to greet him in his permanent position. 

And I saw a new Library and new Society 
Old Things 
Have Become Halls; for the old \vere passed away. And I 
New saw thetn vanishing amid the clouds of dust 
frotn antique volun1es borne by eager, pale-faced students and 
hauled by dusky forms with hand-carts. And I saw proceeding 
frotn the old Library the sn1oke and flame of lawyers' speeches 
and it did melt \vith the heat thereof. And the old Library has 

passed a\vay. 
But I saw a nevv Library and in the midst of it is light and 

it is spacious and beautiful; the \valls of it are white and the 
very air of it learned and serene. It seems a fit abode for 
kno,vledge, and \visdotn sits 'vithin its gates. There truth, \Yell 
organized, a\vaits serenely caltn, the coming of him \vho \vishes 
•to knovv her. And there, itntnortalized in storied forn1, abide for 
aye the Muse-inspired sons of time; the records of their songs 
to be sung by learning's n1agic art unto the souls of tnen 

in ages hence. 
But \vithin ne\v \valls these antique things seem clothed in 

n1odern garb; and since the ne\v library has appeared, behold, 
to the Librarian : All things have become ne\V. 

The New 
Library 

\Vith the con1pletion of the ne\v Library the 
dream of years has materialized. It has long 
been the desire to make the library-as it should 

be- one of the centers of college life, a dream certainly not pos
sible of realization in the olJ building where everything was 
cro,vded and inadequate for the demands. But in this ne\v 
Library there is indeed opportunity for such a hope to be realized. 

The building is of unusual beauty, classic in outline, and in 
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its position at the end of the campus forms one of the n1ost at
tractive features. 

The interior is spacious and inviting in appearance. In the 
1nain entrance hall is the delivery desk and on either side are 
the large, well lighted reading rooms, the librarian's office and 
reference rooms. In the halhvay t\vO flights of stairs lead to 
the upper story. Here also is a large hall and on either side 
are the ne\v homes of the Phi Delta and Ciceronian Literary 
Societies and also reference rooms \vhere research \VOrk may 
be conducted. The society halls are commodious and \veil 
adapted to the needs of the societies. 

In the rear of the building is the stack room which is three 
stories in height with capacity for seventy-five thousand volutnes. 

1V1ercer's characteristic word has always been gro\vth. The 
Library is built for growth through years to come. May \Ve 

not now begin to dream of some plan by which these stacks may 
soon be filled? We hope that in sympathy with the Mercer 
spirit some such movement may soon be set on foot. We feel 
now that the Library can take and hold the place it should have 
in the life of the college. ' 

• 

• 

• 
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Books and Authors 
. H. M. DARGAN . 

T:aE ELEMENTS oF TilE P oPULAR NovEL. 

The American public is generally supposed by cynics to wor
ship two gods - Money and E ntertainment. W e love the first 
so much that we will part with it only in exchange for the sec
ond. So it is not very surprising that many millions of dollars 
are spent annually for books which may be amusing, but cer
tainly do not conform to high literary standards. It is the 
duty, however, of the reviewers, even when they are mean 
enough to sneer at the discernment of the reading-public, to in-
vestigate the power of books which interest fifty thousand or 

more of our fellow-citizens. 
The " Six Best Sellers" represent a definite class of American 

literature. They are nearly all hall-marked with the same traits, 
and composed of the same elements. When we analyze them 
carefully, we find the old tricks of the romancer's trade worked 
in almost identical ways, the puppets moved about by the famil
iar ·emotions, and talk ing the usual thread-bare bombast. ·with 
certain exceptions, modern romantic novels produce the impres
sion of having been made from a formula- a very valuable one, 

from a pecuniary point of view. 
Since some of us may possibly want to be novelists in the 

future, it may be pleasant to attempt a list of the elements 
which compose this fo rmula. Let it be understood at the outset, 
however , that many works of fiction which have great sales, de
servedly or undeservedly, are not in the class here considered. 
T he following '' himsical list is meant to characterize only the 

cotnn1on romantic type. Love, of course, is the greatest of th ings which make the 
world go round. L ong experiment and development have 
proved that it is almost essential to the E nglish novel, and he 
is a very daring writer indeecl who neglects the tender passion. 
If all the people who marry happily in books could do so in real 
life, Heaven only knows what the population would be. But 
what is most remarkable about the book's love-making, is the 
absence of any clear-cut lefinition of the sub ject. Courtship 

' 
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and marriage appear as a lifeless business demanded by literary 
convention. Some times it would seem as if the author were 
himself heart-whole, in which case he can not reasonably be ex
pected to do more than follow the conventional models. 

Probably Mystery is the second most powerful agent. Bar-
num observed wisely that the United States liked to be fooled, 
and surely it is even more fond of being kept in suspense. Mys
tery is of course the prime motive of the detective story, but 
shrewd writers have seen that a dash of it adds zest even to the 

more purely romantic type of fiction. 
Villainy is usually the third ingredient. Wickedness is al-

ways more interesting than goodness, both in fiction and in real 
life. What would Faust be without Mephistopheles, or Othello 
without Iago? Amy Sedley may possibly charm sentimental 
people like Dobbin, but the whole world is fascinated by bad 
Becky Sharp. In Stevenson's "1Iaster of Ballantrae'' the entire 
interest centers around the heartless, accomplished elder brother. 
We may pity, and eyen like, the unfortunate dupe, but he does 

not entertain us. 
Closely connected with villainy are the evil passions Reve11ge 

and Hate. Tht>se dear old melodramatic words, so much mis
used and laughed at, rea11y stand for two of the n1ost uncon
trollable emotions "e possess. It is therefore perfectly natural 
that an art \vhich professes to hold the mtrror up to nature, 

should reflect them as n1ainsprings of action. 
Even in this highly civilized age and country, the old \datn 

\\·ithin us can still be stirred b) Fighting. Certainly in books 
which appeal chiefly to boys, and probably in thoc;e best liked by 
men as \veil, this is the strongest element. _.-\.11 kinds of contest 
can be grouped under this head, fron1 the struggle for con1tner
cial supremac) to rivalry in love; but the life-and-death physical 
scrap is probably the most exciting and popular. 

Local color} which is son1etimes looked upon as a cornpara-
tively modern discovery, is really as old as Creation. Indeed, a 
great deal of this element is found in the first chapter of Gene
sis. Nowadays, \vhen \\ e travel so much more extensively than 
our forefathers did, C os11zopolitanisnz} \vhich in its \vorst form 
is a sort of misdirected patriotism, has grown up as a substitute 
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for local color. In recent fiction they both play a highly itnpor
tant part. 

A novel that is filled \vith lengthy descriptions of things and 
persons, or an adventure tale in which the characters all sit 
do\vn and deliberate before they do anything, is almost sure to 
have a very small sale. Conversely, more marvellous adventures 
occur in one chapter of a "Best Seller" than in the \vhole length 
of Robinson Crusoe. This Swift Action (though undeniably a 
literary quality) O\ves its undue importance in recent years to 
one of the \vorst features of American life. A disordered rush 
of events characterizes our books and our existence. The 
things \vhich are really worth while are crovvded out by hurry 
and worry. 

"We, brought forth and reared in hours 
Of change, alarm, surprise-

\Vhat shelter to gro\v ripe is ourc;? 
vVha t leisure to grO\V \Vise?' ' 

Nevertheless, in spite of a thousand fla \VS \V hich offend the 
reader whose ·days are mostly spent among books, the Best Sell
ers have a real and meritorious function for men of business. 
"Problem" plays and "psychologic" stories ar·e stale and \veari
sonle to an active n1an \Vhose \vorking hours are devoted to com
bating genuine difficulties and real live human nature. Books 
for him are not idols, but entertainers- he does not demand 
that they be \Vorthy of his admiration, but rather that they amuse 
him \vhen he is tired. Such a man is an eager reader of the 
class of novels just examined, for he finds in then1 the harmless 
pleasure \vhich he seeks. It is n1erely as entertainers, therefore, 
that these books should be considered) and as such they seetn 
fairly entitled to their ephemeral existence. 

The Barrier. Rex E. Beach. I-Iarper and Brothers, T e\v York. 
The Barrier is a frontier novel, of the type which claims kin

ship \vith Cooper's immortal Leatherstocking tales. Its scene is 
laid in the \vilder part of Alaska- "the last frontier," as the 
advertisements call it - and the characters include a trader, 
1niners, an army officer, t\vO truculent desperadoes, Indians, a 
French-Canadian, and the inevitable girl. Several people fall 
in love \vith the girl, a gold n1ine is discovered, and numerous 
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fights take place. The principal elements found in it are: Love, 
Mystery, Villainy, Fighting and Swift Action. It really is dif
ficult to see why The Barrier should have headed the list of "Six 
Best Sellers" during the early summer} for it is neither better 
nor \VOrse than many other sitnilar books. It is a stor} of ele
mental passions, and it probably O\Ves its tremendous populartty 
to a sort of fierce and fervid po\ver, and the absence of any thing 
better. The plot is nothing to boast of, the character-dra \Ving 
is frankly neglected, and the style is sloppy and deficient in 
taste. But these are literary objections. Cotnpared \Vith other 
books in its own class, T he Ba?"rier is a fair r epresentative of the 
"Best Sellers." 

The Black Bag. Louis Joseph Vance. Bobbs-Merrill, Indian
apolis. 

The opening situation is expressed by the three magic worJs
"Alone in London;" and from the time when the hero falls do,vn 
stairs with an unkno\vn assailant in his arms, there is a con
tinuous succession of startling events. The interest centers 
around the black bag, \vhich the villain steals, and the hero and 
heroine subsequently re-steal. The g rand climax, when the 
r eader finds out who the heroine really is, \Vho the villain really 
isn't, and other thrilling details, is \vorthy of a master of 
m,elodrama. 

The chief elements of interest a re Love, JJ1 )'Sfer'J', Villainy, 
Swift Action, and H anso1n Cabs. From first to last the adven
turous hero takes no less than eleven cab-rides, one trip in a 
_private carriage and one frantic flight in an automobile. 1'he 
large share of romantic interest allotted to that prosaic thing, 
the hired Yehicle, seen1s out of proportion unless \Ve recall that 
the author has precedent to justify him. Let us ren1en1ber that 
the London hanson1 fi~ures prominently in the \VOrks of Dtck
ens, Stevenson, Conan Doyle and many others of less fa1ne. ~n 
instructive and scholarly treatise 1night be \vritten about The 
H anso1n Cab in Literature. 

The Law of the I\lask. I-Iarold 11acGrath. 

The hero ( \V ho is the usual N e\v York club n1an) hears a 
beautiful voice beneath his \vindow one lovely night in spring. 



E'CH ? -
I I c runs dO\\ n stairs to inv ~ tigate, but fail o eli cover the 
singer. 1 )eing sor 1) sn1itten, he adv ·rtises for th J7air Un
kno\vn in the tnorning n ~\\'Spap r. 1"his leads to a corrc pond-
nc · and a 111a ked int rvie\v. 13ut th lady prove ver) CO) and 

finally runs a\vay to ]taly \vhere the hero of cour e goe too. 
11 e chases her around the 1 ·nin ula up to .1onte arlo, "here 
they gan1ble a little, and finally corner her in the ilia riadne 
ncar Florence. J\t this point the '' ick d 1an \~'ith th car 
takes a hand in th gan1e, an l a ghastly a a ination occur . 
. -..trang to say, th n1ur 1 r r n glcct t hi "Tradi or . ''hen 
h plunges his stiletto in the victin1. ]:Jut thi i the onl) criti
cisnl \vhich can h 1nadc about o orthodo .. a rotnanc for all 
the tock ingrcdi ~nts are contain d in it judiciou ly n1ingled to 

prodnc:. the prop r ffcct. 

Exchanges 
C. . You 1 s, Editor. 

"\ Vhoevcr think a fault lc piece to cc, 
Think what ne'er \\a , nor is, nor e'er hall b .'' 

-Pop£". 

'fh , litor in the fir .. t i ue .. ·pect to acquaint hin1~ If \Vith 
hi c -labor r in thi dcpartlnent of th '' ork. \\ c b li ' it i 
t h duty of v (\ry J .. hang eli tor to t forth, in the beginning, 

hi. p licy and plan . 
'I h fir. t thing "' propo · to d i to ugac t 

Rt•gulnt l: d 
l)i t 

that. in accordanc "ith thi dit r' \\' 11- -
fined i'"lea n th ubj ct f \\ t ' . ur eli t 

f< r <.out ril tttor .. , th fare in thi c tabli 1unent i t b f the 

plaiu in1pl ~ varict) '' ithout an .. .. of ac harin'" n1att ·r Cln l. 
like\\ ise it i hop ·d. "ithout t l ~ tr ng a da .. h of l itt ·r... It i, 
H .. ualh th ca .. -nnd \\hat \\ritcr. aanatcur r th r\vi \\ill 

• 

c utradict th .. tatcan"nt ?-that it i .. the · p ctati n an 1 de ir 
of v r , ontributor t din upon 1ninc pi and rvcd '' ith 

• 
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delicious refreshments at the critic's hands. We believe such a 
diet is too rich for a writer's digestive organs and hence an in
vasion upon his vitality. We cannot, therefore, countenance it. 
Lest such fare be instrumental in influencing your inward ele
ments, in barring from the system the much needed nourish
ment, and in diminishing your physique to a d\¥arfed condition, 
\ve earnestly beg that you do not, at all times, expect those 
dishes saturated with innumerable "sweets;" but be content 
to give your system the required change. A rich man once 
chose a ((cream and tart" diet for his literary appetite. He 
\vould have his servants bring clippings of only the good things 
said of him and place on his table, to be read at his pleasure. 
The result vvas that the tnuscles controlling that part of his sys
tem grew weak and flabby. As no contributor desires to weaken 
his literary efficiency, we conclude that he will \Visely select a 
tnore \V holesome diet. 

As to the method to be employed in giving out 
P olicy Proper this critical fare- in more technical language 

called one's policy- it is hoped to make it 
somewhat strict but not severe. According to our conception. 
it is our duty to criticise favorably as well as unfavorably. We 
will eagerly seize every opportunity to acknowledge the good 
qualities of any article. Like\¥ise, we must maintain the critical 
standard in pointing out the qualities which fail to measure up 
to the requirements. As far as in us lies, literary standards will 
be maintained in the criticism, and a careful search will be tnade 
for the merits of each work. Every literary artist desires to 
know what his fellow-workers are doing. The editor hopes 
that in this department you, fello\v-critics, vvill find a 1nirror 
that will reflect our honest and candid opinions of your college 
journals. In your columns, we shall look for a like mirror that 
vvili reflect your conscientious vie\vs of our vvork. 

\'V e are glad to have at hand the comn1encement The Georgian 
number of the Georgiarn, which, on the whole 

is an excellent issue. We offer, however, this general criticism: 
It is so crowded with history and fiction that those who would 
invoke the muses have not had fair play. In but one or two 

• • 
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instances is the note of what we term college poetry touched. 
Too deep a search is made for a moral problem. So the poems 
do not flow with the music and melody of college life. It is not 
to be wondered that our college poems are no better ; for, at a 
time when the muses would bring " jest and youthful jollity," 
they are forced to visit us with "sheer grief," "sad lament," and 
the serious problems of ulife." Our main interest in "The True 
W orth of a Man" lies in the fact that the writer knew \vhen to 
stop. "Accidental Circumstances" begins with the difficult task 
of dishing out advice, to which college men turn a deaf ear. To 
the reader's pleasure the tone changes as the story progresses. 
"Edgar Allan Poe" is a good historical sketch. A deep dive 
into the mystery of his poems was not made. The article on 
"Under-Graduate Life at Oxford" is entertaining. Even an 
American Freshman could feel what the writer has said as he 
reads it. W e congratulate the Georgian for the excellency of 
this number. 

Orange and 
Blue 

After having reviewed the Orange and Blue. 
\Ve are brought to the conclusion that there is 
not enough energy and interest attached to that 

department of the college. It seems that a college with the ·en
rollment and reputation that Auburn has could do more work 
along this line. We must admit that many colleges with more 
limited means than Auburn are doing superior work in college 
journalism. One good feature however of the magazine is that 
it reflects the various activities of college life at Auburn. 

We are in the field a little too early this year, but \Ve hope to 
have more exchanges at hand for the next issue. 
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Athletic Department 

EDWARD ]ELKS, Editor. 

The Athletic Department of the 11ERCERIAN ex
G reetings tends its strong right arm and glad hand in a 
hearty greeting to all the friends who \vere maJe last year and 
those to be made this year. \Ve hope to make this the brightest 
year in the department, and to this end, \Vith all the g race that 
in us lies, v.;e purpose to give the latest and best accounts of 
what is happening in the world of athletics at Mercer. 

No athletic editor could feel that he had done 
" Prospectus" his full duty by the department if he left out of 

the first issue the usual "prospectus." O f course 
"our prospects are good;" "we expect to put out a winning 
tean1 ;" '\ve are not afraid of T ech and honestly believe we \vill 
beat Georgia and make Auburn open her eyes;" "we have fine 
n1aterial and a good coach to begin \vith." "In fact, I think our 
outlook is the best in our history." Ancient history, you say? 
Well, if the acquisition of the best coach in the State, the pres
ence of the largest number of candidates ever seen on the Mer
cer field and the g reatest interest and enthusiasm ever visible in 
the student body count for anything, then this time-\vorn phra
seology is to have the breath of new life breathed into it and 
these predictions are to be flavored with truth. 

To go a little n1ore into detail, let us see upon \vhat the 
prophets base their forecast. 

J\Iercer has for her football coach this vear 11r. 
~ 

Our New Frank Blake, the most successful prep coach in 
Coach the South. The college is surely fortunate in 

getting him, and this is our n1ost encouraging 
assurance of a good season. During the past two ) ears we have 
had excellent coaches, but none with such a reputation for put
ting out \vinning teams as Blake's. 

Blake did his first coaching vvhen a junior at \ 7 anclerbilt. In 
this first year he brought Bo,ven Institute, Nashville, Tennessee. 
to the front \vith a rapidity unheard of before in prep football. 

• 

• 
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The next year under his coaching Bowen easily won the prep 
championship of Tennessee. But this defeating all the teams in 
his ovvn territory did not satisfy the "hustling" Blake, so he met 
Gordon in Atlanta. With neatness and dispatch the Bowen 
eleven "cleaned up" Gordon and won the prep championship of 
the South. 

Gordon, seizing her opportunity, signed Blake for the follow
ing year, 1905. This year he turned out, without a doubt, the 
best prep football team that has ever been seen in Georgia. They 
made a brilliant record, rolling up the best scores ever ma:de by 
any football team in the South, not even excepting Vanderbilt's 
great football machines. Such scores as 90 to 0, 97 to 0, 103 to 
0, and 47 to 0 were tnade by this great prep eleven. The two 
seasons following, Blake remained at Gordon, refusing several 
flattering offers from different colleges. 

Blake's career as coach of prep teams is the most remarkable 
of any in the South. The Southern prep championship he first 
won at Bovven over Gordon and then at Gordon over Bowen. 
His teams have not confined themselves to playing prep schools, 
but for the last fe\v years have met about as many college as 
prep teams. Most of their defeats \vere by college teams and a 
larger per cent of these were played away from home. During 
the five years of his coaching, Blake's team has lost only four 
games agains prep teams, two on the home grounds and two 
abroad. 

With such a man as this for a coach, with nine men of last 
year's team returned and \Vith ten or t\velve players from prep 
teams, ~1ercer can not but have a \vinning team. Look out for 
us, vve are bound to win ! 

Mercer should congratulate herself on the good 
Assistant fortune which has brought Mr. H. C. ),filler to 
Coach her as assistant coach in football. He is a c;trik-

ing example of the ideal combination of mental 
ability and athletic achievement. This year he will take two 
dip1omas at 1/fercer, one in the literary department and one in 
la 1.V. His athletic career began in Richmond College on the 
1905-6 'varsity. Tvvo seasons he made such a record in this posi
tion that he vvon the reputation of one of the fastest tackles on 
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the Southern gridiron. Spalding gave him flattering mention. 
While at Richmond, he won more track medals than any other 
man, taking nine, for hamtner throwing, for putting the shot, 
for broad jumping, etc. He pitched and played center field one 
year on the Richmond 'varsity. Last year Coach Miller was 
\vith Ho\vard, at some time or other playing almost every posi
tion from end to end. This year he is with us and has already 
shown his real worth in putting out our strong second team. 

Coach Miller says he has high hopes of Mer-
Track Teams cer's having a 1908-9 track team. He is already 

devising plans for work and confidently antici
pates some excellent records. Fellows, let us rally around him 
to make Mercer's first track team. Let us make one that will 
be felt! 

Schedule The schedule for the season of 1908-09 an-
for 1908-9 nounces l\Iercer's first Thanksgiving game. 
Heretofore Georgia and Auburn have played in 11acon on this 
day, but no\v that l\Iercer has entered the field \vith the force of 
a center rush as a contestant for honors in football, this holiday 
gatne is to be reserved for the home team on home ground. No 
longer are the l\Iercer boys to be called upon to expend thetr 
energy and enthusiasn1 on the daring deeds of the other fellows, 
however g reat the interest in these contests n1ay be. Very nat
urally the energ) and enthusiasn1 110\\. \\ill be increased ten
fold and the interest \vill take on the po\ver that goes \vith the 
personal element \vhen l\Iercer is one of the fighters. Inlpa
tiently do \Ve a\vait the coming Thanksgiving day \\hen \Ve shal1 
be allowed the privilege of ranging ourselves along the sid ~ 
lines and rooting for our 0\\-n tean1. vVe are ready and \vaiting 
for Ho\vard. On \Vith the game ! let rooting be unconfined ! 

l\1r. Coleman, the tnanager of the football teatn, has arranged 
the schedule printeJ on the opposite page. A glance over it 
shovvs an improvetnent over forn1er schedules, both in the stand
ing of the colleges to be played and the selection of the places 
for the games. Six of then1 are to be pla) eel in :rviacon, '' hile 
t\vo are a\va) frotn hon1e. 

' 

• 
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Mercer vs. Florida (Macon) ································-·····························October 10 
Mercer vs. Auburn (Macon ) ............................................................... October 17 
Mercer vs. Georgia (Macon) ............................................................... October 31 

Mercer vs. Dahlonega (Macon ) ·····-·······-·······-····-······-····--.. November 7 
M ercer vs. Gordon Institute (Macon) ................................. November 14 
Mercer vs. South Carolina Military Academy 

(Charleston, S. C.) ..................................................................... November 17 
1viercer vs. Tech (Atlanta) ............................................................ November 21 
Mercer vs. Howard (Macon) ...................................................... November 26 

Basket-Ball The manager of the basket-ball team, Mr. T. 
W. Tift, is authority for the statement that bas

ket-ball is indeed very much alive here at Mercer. Negotiations 
are under way for the employment of a coach and with the keen 
interest of the boys as shovvn in the continual questioning as to 
what is to be done in basket-ball this year, the promise is bright 
for a successful season. 

Saturday, September 3, M ercer played Locust 
tt:~~:; ~~ove 0 Grove in the first football game of the season. 

The game is not listed on the schedule and was 
only a practice game, but as such, is significant as an indication 
of the comparative strength of our present team. The score 56 
to 0 is several times as g reat as that of any game vve have played 
heretofore with L. G. I. We also notice that on the same dav 

• 

the U niversity of Georgia defeated the Olympians 29 to 5 and 
that Tech carried off from Gordon Institute a score of 32 to 0. 
Our score makes us feel the more confident that the 1\1ercer 
1908-9 football team will have undreamed of success. 

The First 
Game 

The opening gun of the football campaign 
against college teams was fired October 10 when 
Mercer met the University of Florida. The re

sult was the one anticipated all along by every member of the 
student bo-dv- a brilliant success. The score, 24 to 0, is some-• 

\vhat eloquent, especially when read by the light of last year's 
game. At that game the defeat was by a score of only 6 to 0, 
and this year they claim to have and in reality do have a many 
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times stronger team. Is it a wonder, then, that we are satisfied 
and likewise proud of our tnighty 'varsity? The best thing 
about the whole game from Mercer's point of vievv 'vas th~ 

remarkably fine team work and add to this a number of unusu
ally brilliant plays by the orange and black men and then see 
what you have. All of which is only proof of the truth of our 
far-reaching claims and predictions. It assures us of a team 
in which we cannot put too much faith and which it \vould be 
·difficult to esteem too highly. We express our confidence in 
every man on the team and assure him that we are right be
hind him. 

• 

• 



A SUMMER GIRL 

A Summer Girl 

SAMUEL MINTURN PECIC 

She wears a saucy hat 
And her feet go pit-a-pat 

As she walksJ· 
And the sweetest music slips 
From her saucy little lips 

When she talks. 

She fascinates the street 
With her gaiters trim and neat, 

Made of kid J. 
For they twinkle as they pass 
Like the rillets in the grass, 

Half-way hid. 

Her skin is soft and white, 
Like magnolia buds at night 

On the boughJ· 
But for fear she'd be too fair 
ThereJ s a freckle here and there 

On her brow. 

Dimples play at hide and seek 
On her apple blosso1n cheek, 

And her chin, 
Shyly beckoniug to you, 
uDon't you, think it's tinte to woo? 

Pray be gin." 

Then her u..1inson1e, witching eyes 
Flash like bits of sum1ner skies 

0' er her fan, 
As if to say, uT¥ e've met; 
You 1nay go now and forget

! f you, can." 

37 
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On the Campus 

ULY 0. THOMPSON, Editor. 

1\1ercer·s opening this year \\as really of a phenotnenal na
ture, \vith something like three hundred and sixty students \vho 
hail from points all the \vay from the Lakes to the Gulf. Under 
recent developments i\~Iercer is ranking herself \Vith the leading 
institutions in the South. In the thoroughness of her \Vork she 
is second to none; in her record at debating she is first atnong 
n1any; and in athleticS,-\\ h), she is to-day famous as causing 
a Waterloo for the n1ost successful college team that ever played 
south of the l\Iason and Dixon's line. But get in a sha·de, Bud, 
and see the procession go by, for there's going to be another 
night-shirt parade at JVIercer, and in this one, even the faculty 
\vill participate! 

At the opening exercic;es~ addresses \\·ere tnacle by Dr. Van 
De \Tenter of Savannah and Rev. B. J. vV. Grahan1, associate 
editor of the Christian Index. 

\Ve all miss the pleasant stniles and cordial handshakes of 
Professor I\Iacon, '' ho is no\v dean of the faculty at Howard 
College, and of Professor \ Tan Landingham, \vho ts asststant 
professor of Euglish at Richmond College. 

Dr. Harrison (in logic class) : 
\vhere does the moon ever appear 
cart \V heel?" 

Rev. 1\Jlr. l\lcCiuney (alone) : 
or about Christmas Eve." 

"Now gentlen1en, \vhen and 
to any of you the size of a 

""At sunset in the north, on 

lVlr. Edward Freeman, \vho \vas the president-elect of our 
Y. 11. C. A., has been critically ill during the latter part of the 
summer and \viii not return to I\1ercer this ) ear. He has been 
succeeded by ~dr. M. F. Roberts. The attendance upon the Y. 
M. C. A. is better than ever before, the auditorium being \vell 
filled every evening. The other officers for the year are : Vice
President, U. 0. Thompson; Secretary, P. ~A.. Duncan; Treas
urer, A. A. Lummus. The chairmen of committees are: ... 1is-

• 

• 
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sions, P . E. Lester; Personal \Vork, J. C. Estes; J\1embership, 
'vV. T. l( nox; New Students, II. P. Bell; Music, J. J. Watson; 
Bible, E. C. Calhoun. 

The fall-term debaters are do,vn at it. Clement and Griffin 
\vill wield the battle-axe for the Phi Deltas \vhile R oberts and 
vVatson will "shew the eagle" for the Ciceronians. And if these 
knights in blue take victory from the stahvart \varriors in 
critnson, they'll have to "get up early in the morning." 

T he question of an increase in the athletic fee had been 
\veil discussed in chapel. But one thing more remained that 
n1ight be said, and none dared to say it. The boys waited with 
bated breath for the final vote, when su ddenly, from the n1idst 
of his verdant host, Povvers arose, seized the bench in front of 
hin1, leaned for,;vard at an angle of 45 degrees and put the eter
nal question : "Professor I-Ioln1es, I \Vant to kno\v if that six 
dollars permits a man to take his lady in to the games?" 

~Iessrs. 0 . C. Griner. G. T. Lee and Jack Henson, of the 
class of 1906, have entered the J\Iercer Lavv School. 

Rev. 1\I. H. Massey, pastor of the Statesboro Baptist church, 
paid us a visit on September 20. 

_ \t the first meeting of the l\ Iercer Glee Club about thirty
fi\ e expressed their desi re to join. Dr. Dingley Bro\vn \vill be 
di rector of the club again this year and from present indications 
there \vill be at least t\Yent' Yoices. If vou \\'ish to live out 

~ ~ 

your "three score and ten., ·don't n1iss hearing these fello,vs. 

Professor Sellers: "nir. Hogan, if \ve heat potassium chlo-
ride to a certain ten1peratnre, '"hat do \Ve get?" 

IIogan: "Oxygen." 
Professor Sellers: "\Vhat else?" 
H ogan: "A solid fluid." 

l\1 uncly (during chen1istry 
can't ) ou let 1\I nndy con1e on 

lab classification) : "Profe sor, 
Tuesday inst ead of Thur dav ?" 

~ ~ 
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Dr. W. H. Sn1ith, secretary of the Foreign 1viission Board, 
spoke at the Y. M. C A. Friday evening, October 2, on the sub
ject "Mission Study." 

Among the class of 1908 who have paid their annual visit are 
1\Iessrs. Latimer, Barksdale and Fulton of the acaden1ic depart
ment, and Copeland and Dukes of the La\v Class. 

But that reception at Tattnall Square church- did you hear 
about it? And didn't they have the greatest number of \vays in 
which to satisfy the appetite, "please the eye and stimulate the 
imagination" of Mercer men? The addresses of the evening 
were made by Superintendent Stallings, Professors Holmes and 
Edenfield, and Mr. C. W. Coleman. But the chief feature of 
the program was the address of Dr. Harrison, secretary of the 
Mercer faculty, most of whose members are single, of whom he 
is chief,- Selah and other\vise. When it comes to hospitality 
and some one to be hospitable with, the universe pivots around 
Tattnall Square. 

Rev. Vv'. l\1. Sentell of the 1910 class is now pastor of the 
Second Baptist church. 

Messrs. R. J. Mincey and \TV. A. Adamson, who \vere gradu
ated in the class of 1907, are no\v holding professorships at Lo
cust Grove Institute. 

Professor Sellers has charge of the dining hall department. 
He fills his position with satisfaction; \Ye fill ours \vith-"credit." 

Professor l\1 urray: "l\Ir. Tift, translate 'Rien sans peine. · " 
J\1r. Tift: "I dunno how, sir.'' 
Professor l\1urray: "In your particular case, Mr. Tift, that 

proverb is, 'ad hominem.' " . 

Dr. Harrison and Professor Edenfield took in the sun1n1er 
school this year at the University of Chicago. 

• 

• 
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Professor Steed was connected \vith the Universitv of Geor-
• 

gia summer school. 

J\1EDALS AwARDED AT Co :rvr:rvrENCEMEN T 1908. 

Trustees' Medal.. ....................................... _ .......... ·····-··········-··············-'A' . P. Wright 
(Excellence in Eng lish Composition ) 

McCall l\I edal.............. . .... ··············-············· ..... -........ Robert Le,vis Render 
(General Excellence) 

Blalock Medal.. ...................... .................... .......................... ]ames Porter Davis 
(Science E ssay) 

l-Iard man Medal ..... -. ········-··········· .... ··················-·············-·········--····· ......... ]. T. Watson 
• 

(Winner in Oratorical Contest) 

Strenuous efforts are being made by the two literary socie
ties to raise funds with which to equip their commodious homes 
in the new Library building. The Ciceronians have the follo\v
ing officers: President, M. F. Roberts; Vice-President, Paul 
Whatley; Secretary, F. B. Clark; Treasurer, J. A. Scogin. 
The Phi Deltas: President, P. A. Duncan; Vice-President, C. 
M. Griffin; Secretary, J. vV. Adams ; Treasurer, E. C. Calhoun. 
These gentlemen are apt to present to former alumni of the in
stitution some golden opportunities for aid . 

Nicholson: "Railroad, I heard the unkind remark that your 
brother Wiley had more sense than you." 

R. R. H ollings\vorth: "That's easy. H e's never appropria
ted any of his." 

"' 

The J\Iercer boys are ahvays on the alert. A t the announce
rnent of l\Ir. !(ern 's visit to the citv "The l\Iercer Den1ocratic -
Club" vvas immediately forn1eJ , and definite steps \vere taken to 
g ive the vice-presidential nominee a \':arm reception. 6\ good 
delegation n1et his train an 1 accon1paniecl hirn to the City 
J\.uditorium \vhere the speaking took place. Three of the boys 
\vere accorded seats of honor on the rostrum. orne good yelling 
\vas indulged in and a rousing spirit in favor of Bryan and l(ern 
\vas rnanifested. 

• 

• 
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The officers o f the club are : Pres ident, 1\. ; \. I,.J tunnnts ; \ Ticc
I resident, J. n'I. I....ord; .. ·ccrctary, I-I. H. I-fogan; Treasurer, H .. 
1~. I-I a r d a' v a v . . 

l\1r. \~' . J). Upsha\v, the brilliant editor of the Golden Age 
and a fo rn1er i\I e rcer rnan. tnacle his fare,veii address at chapel 
on the 1st inst. I-Ie is going to Texas as g~eater opportunities 
fo r good are open to hin1 there in the fight \vhich is being \vagcd 
arrainst \vhiskev. He is to usc his splendid influence in speak-• 

ing and \vriting to run "booze" out of th e Lone Star State. If 
they don't \vatch out, he's apt to rope son1e o f those I'cxas 
steers. Go it_. l Tpsha,v .. and \vhen you've "gone and done it," 

con1e back and \Ve boys \Yill give ) ou an orthodox "I-Ii-yi !'' 

To \vhon1soc' er it tnay concern- I)ersonc;' Phannacy and 
others- \Ve give the foli o,ving infonnation as to the \vhcre
abouts o f the 1908 class. ] ust this request · Don't expect to 
get it all at once. 

Atnmons, Toshua Coltunbus ............................................. Coletnan-Teaching-~ 

1\rnett, r\lex l\Iatthc,vs ............................... ·-················-········l\fill cn-Tcach ing 
Barksdale, R obert Le,vis ............. ·-····················· .L ou isYi lle-Setn! nary 
Cates, Robert Boyd .................................................. \\'ayneshoro-:\Terchant 

!1a vis , J atnes Porter ·········································-··· ~ orman Park-T eaching 
Davison, Charlec; (_ len1cntc; , J r ............................... L ouisvillc-Sen1inar) 
Fulton. Joseph Ed\\'arcl ................................................... I.Jouisvi1Ie-Sen1inary 
Garrett, Charles H ancs .......................................................................................... i\ f aeon 
D oing graduate \Vork at l\Iercer and \vorking at City Post Office. 
Golden, Erastntt<5 Zeruleus Franklin, J r .................. Atlan ta-Clerking 
Ham i I ton, Zecha nah Pierce .......... ·-·············· ........... D tt d Icy-Teaching 
Jameson, Ed,vard J efferson ................................ Cochran-Pastoral \vork 
J ohn~on, Lucius Berton .............. -.................................. .Louisville-Seminary 
Knight, Abbott CI in ton ................................ Brunswick-" X o thing Do in" 

Latimer, Leon .:\I o bl ey ............... . .............................. L ou isvil Ie-Sem ina ry 
1\Icl\Ianus, John \lexander ..... Cambridge-Harvard La,v School 

Melton, Frank Balkcom ········-············································Dawson-Teaching 
1\1osley, Ellis Parker ....................................... J\Iacon-lVIercer Lav~ School 

Parham, Joseph Byers ···········-································· Tallapoosa-Teaching 
Price, Samuel S ter ling .......................................... ::\I cDonough-In business 
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Rainey, \A.lillian1 McCorkle .. ............................................. E llaville-Teaching 

Rayle, Albert Lewis ·····························-················-··········································Baltimore 
Johns Hopkins, studying medicine. 

R ender, Robert Lewis ........................................ .................. Nev.; Haven, Conn. 
Doing graduate work at Yale . 

.. haw, R oy 11ilton . ............................................................... \ raldosta-l\1erchant 

Steed, George Colon .. ···········-·························-·····High Shoals-Preaching 
Strickland, Roger Head ...................................................... Concord-1\I~rch1nt 
Sumner, Walter R obertson .. ................... ........... \Vaynesboro-Teaching 
Sutton, Clement Evans ................... ·-······· .Near Washington-Teaching 
Underwood, John LaFayette ....................... Blue Ridge-Enjoying !.ife 
Wheeler, Joseph Calhoun ............ 1\1acon-Graduate vvork at l\Iercer 
White, Benjamin Lewis ............................ _ .Atlanta-Studying n1edicine 
Wright, Wellington Pierce ........ ................ ........................................ N e\v York 

Reporter on the J\r ew York W or! d. 

\Ve received the follov.;ing cotntnunication from the aspinng 
JOUrnalist of the Sophomore class : 

_-\_ FADLE OF 4\ FRESH:\fAN. 

CHAPTER I. 

Oft had a certain verdant Freshman natned R eid proved niul
self the freshest of the fresh as the follo\ving tales vvill t sti fy. 
On a certain day he was requested to phone 161. \vhich happens 
to be the police station. But in doing so he entangled hin1self in 
a g reat trouble, for the naughty police captain becoming vexe\l 
by the numerous calls fron1 l\Iercer "Freshmen," proceeded to 
\Vax \varm under the colla r. So he heartlessly requested his 
royal freshness to n1ake his presence visible to him. In fear and 
trembling 1Ir R eid hurried to to\vn and getting things sonle
\Vhat n1ixed! he placed hin1self at the tender n1ercies of the city 
fire clepartn1ent. O nly a fe\v n1oments \vere needed to sho\v the 
n1istake that had been ma·de, and cheered up by sotne counsel!ing 
\vorcls, the dazed Freshn1an continued his \vay t o the police sta 
tion. But so pitiful \vas his pleading and so dejected his app~ar 
ance that even the heart of the station sergeant \vas touched and 
he repented him of his harshness and sent the poor Fre hn1ar 
back. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Mr. Reid, Freshtnan, rejoicing muchly that he had not been 
sent up for life, opened his boyish heart to his fello\v-feecler-. at 
breakfast the next day about his narrow escape. 

Now the boys were greatly touched by his narrative, h1-:t ia11-

mediately began formulating plans by \vhich they conlcl re~ieve 

him of his burdensome locks. Very beautiful hair had l\1r. 
Freshman Reid and he \vas greatly endo\ved \vith wisdom. ( 1-Ie 
thought so, therefore it \vas so, for as a man thinketh, so is h~~). 

But nothing would soothe their craving for hair. and off they 
went to plot his dovvnfall (of locks). So it happened that ~'her, 
Mr. Reid went on his way over to the drug store the trap was 
laid for his undoing. The secret signal of the National Associa
tion of Hair Cutters was sounded and the mighty cutters gath
ered around their Skin-ney captain and awaited the coming of 
the noted Freshman in a certain valley on Tattnall Square whirh 
was known to the Indians as "The-vale-where-the-hair-falls." As 
the unsuspecting Freshman passed, whistling a merry tune, he 
\vas seized by six hundred men armed to the teeth with hair
lifting implements. In spite of the gallant fight \vhich the Fresh
man put up to save his hair, he \vas completely overpo\vercd, 
and as the soot from a chimney on a \vindy day falls slowly to 
the hearth, his shady locks fell softly into the up-reaching arrrs 
of lVIother Earth. W. L. vVoon. 

I 
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• 
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By the Way 

ON COLLEGE COURSES. 

A CoNsENsus oF OPINION AS DEDUCTED FRoM A PosTAL-CARD Cl\x,-.. \~S. 

On May 27 the I llustratcd mailed seven hundred return-postal cards to 
all members of the Class of 1908, including those who a re no longer in 
college. They bore the followtng communication: 

"It is the endeavor of the Harvard Illustrated 1\t! aga~ine to pr.;-scnt in 
statistical form the estimate of the Class of 1908 on the courses and the 
instruction in Harvard College. Your conscientious cooperation in answer
ing the questions on the attached card will help to bring out representa
tive and possibly serviceable results." 

On the face of the reply-card there were blank spaces for enumerating 
three "favorite courses" in the order of choice, and three "most regretter. 
courses" in similar order. There was also a blank space for "reasons." 

The men who liked English A say this about it: "Of great practical 
use." "Puts premium on imaginative and refined work." "Interesting." 

DON'T LET 
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''] ust what a Freshman needs to introduce htm to college work." "~lost 

dtrectly and itnmediately practical." Tho5e '' ho regret the course say 
"Spoiled my wnttng. Before I caine to college I had done good work on 
a new~paper The mise rable padding engendered in English A spoiled 
tny style for journalism for some time." "A young and Inexperienced 
instructor who lacked the slightest trace of sympathy. Criticism harsh, 
continual, and unnecessanly offensive. vVith the exception of Enghsh 
A, every course I have taken at Harvard has been both pleasant and of 
distinct value as a factor in education." "Kills all originality, bestdes 
being an unholy bore." "The course \vas all right, but my Instructor 
"as an overworked, irntable man." "The section meetings prestded 
over by assistants are absolutely Yalueless." "Because of its too youthful 
and therefore harsh instructors." 

* * * 
Economics 5 is regretted because "it proved so uninteresting that it 

was impossible to do the reading without going to sleep," "it is very 

A bel's Pha.r 111 a.cy 
''BILL'' ABEL, '07' PROPRIETOR 

.Anything in the I>rug Line 
PHONE 646 BICYCLE DELIVERY 
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Club 
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badly managed and unfatrly marked, the an1ount of study having appa
rently no relation to the grades." 

Anthropology 1 "as put down as a favorite "on account of the way 
conducted, but the lecturer was very poor," "it \\as very interesting and 
appealed to me because I sat under a good ·man," "broadly educational, 
and useful in almost any position in life." The "regretted" comments 
are: "A course that should be taken only by prehistonc fossils and 
those with a good sense of humor," "taken as a 'snap,' not interesttngly 
presented," "it is not at all in line \vith the rest of my "ork, and I got 
nothing from it," "uninteresting and unprofitable because no ·work con
nected "ith tt," "absolutely a waste of time to take the lectures. How
ever, I n1ay not be a judge of its value, for I only took it the first half
year, got a 'C' and then dropped tt." 

"German 2A I regret, owing to failing in the course, due to a general 
inability to learn languages. I also feel that the instructor did nothing 
towards personal help \vhich I have seen in so many of the courses." 
The same man makes a comment on his favorite course, which is \vorth 

H. . Lamar & Co. 
~~DRUGGISTS ~~ 
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quoting for its general bearing: "Botany II is conducted in a very 
charming n1anner; one may ask questions in the lectures; clear explana
tions are put on the board; a review of the previous lecture is given in 
C\' ery lecture, etc. In the laboratory you feel free to really work, and 
you are in small sections and may come and go \vhen you \<\ish, if you 
do six hours a \veek on ~1onday, Wednesday and Friday. The whole 
course makes you feel like the instructors are interested in you." 

* * * 
Among the reacons for regretting courses that have not yet been 

quoted are the following: "No desire for cinch courses.'' "A 1 :30 and a 
9 o'clock, "ith a petty ac;sistant, who gave an E on an hour exa:mina
tion as the result of quec;ttons rnarked B, E, C, respectively." "These 
courses stupefied n1y intellect, deadened my imagination, and imparted 
to n1e no knO\\ ledge, absolutely no knowledge whatever." "Owing to a 
bad n1ark in the cou rse, yet I did a lot of work," "sophorific lectures," 
"I learned a whole lot of facts and dates most of which I have for
gotten," "reprehensible person who had it in charge," "my utter unfitness 
for scientific work," "accursed nature of the German language, and the 
instructor's unfailing Teutonic insolence," "because I took them as snap 
courses, not really having ttme to give them the necessary attentton," 
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"physical discomfort of Roylston Hall," "in a little while you forget all 
you ever knew as these thtngs do not occur in every day life," "the as
sistants knew no more than the students." One man ltked English 2 
"because Shakespeare gtves the highest and best delineation of huntan 
character and motives." He says also: "I \vas only in college the better 
part of one year. My daily regret is, and my life-long regret will be, 
that I left college before I had graduated."-The Harvard I ll~L-drated 
Magazine 

PRAYER 

One day I asked l\1an-Altve to tell me his notion about prayer. This 
is what he said: "In my boy-days I used to try to corner Detty and 
make it do \vhat I wanted it to do; give me what I wanted to have, 
absolve tne from the consequences of my acts, and croon me to sleep 
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with approval of my ignorance and folly. But later and, through much 
pain, I learned that prayer '\\ hich attempts the attainment of fehcity that 
is partial and personal is not prayer at all, but usually the senseless mut
terings of a th1evish spint "hich would purloin goods wtthout paying 
the price. Prayer really ts the soul reaching out for good-not some 
little and particular good, but the whole good. The soul is no pauper. 
It is the \vealthtest thing in the Great Plan. Prayer is the soul's at
tempt to enter into its e~tate.' "-Richard ~Viglz tman in American 
Magazine. 

REALISM 

A little girl being left alone a good deal, finally protested that she \Vas 
tired of being left alone with only God and her dolly; she "wanted some
body with sktn on." 

A Radcliffe girl, writing in the Harvard Illustrated i11 aga~ine, says 
"she hopes 1t isn't true, as a certain "estern college has reported, that 
Harvard men no longer like those 'wuff games' and would 'wather wow 
in a wow-boat or eat a chocolate C\veam,' and that they think of adopt
ing as a ne\v cheer, 'Huwwah for books and marbles ! Iluwwah for tops 
and stwings."' 
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Discovery of Indian Spring 
]OEL s BRO\VN 

((A·ynzph of the Grotto, these sacred spruzgs I l?eep, 
And to the JnurJH'ltrs of these waters sleep-
Ah, spare nzy sluvzbers, gentf;, tread thy cave 
A -nd dr£nl? in silence or in silence lave." 

I1:E red n1an has gone fron1 the Georgia hills but the little 
5pring \vhich bears his natne still sends forth its uHealing; 

Waters." Silently the tiny 5trearn. untiring and never 
varying, "trickles fron1 the cleft of the rock into the stnall nat

ural basin, unaltereJ by ''cat her o r 5easons,'' furnishing an end
lee, blcsc;ing directly frotn the laborator) of nature. In the days 
of the red 1nan his tents \vcre ahvays found on the adjacent hill'>, 

filled \vith invalids "ho \\ere brought to be cured. lint they 

tnust then return to the '' ar-path or huntino· g-round for no on 
could n1ake a perrnancnt rc idcncc there because of th super

"tition that the noic,e and g·atnbo ls o f the ~qua" c, and papoose" 
\Vou ld drive the pelt fro tn the · Ilea ling; \~' ater . ·· 

In that long ag·o .. ,vhen the country in that vicinity \Vas 

clothed in its S\\ addling·" f nat u rc, and the red n1an an d \Vild 
bca t alon trod the hill and valle\~ "e t of the cnutlg-ee · 
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DISCOVERY OF INDIAN SPRI G 

"And beneath the bending \\ illows, 
With the white mist a11 around them, 
And the moonlight just before then1, 
Went forever, these two lovers, 
Far and onward to the sea; 
Living in the great hereafter.'' 

53 

'fhe lover from the south\vest \Vho con1es frotn the ~·I usee
gees is the creek, Obooth-la-a-coosta, \vhich flo\vs frotn this di
rection; the stopping of the lover on the hill is the check in the 
progfiess of the strcan1 n1adc by the bend around the hill; the 
stamping of the lover is the rushing of the \Vater over the falls. 
The n1aiden is the peaceful creek, Opotheohoolo, \vhich cotnes 
fron1 a northerly direction, frorn the direction of the Co,vctas; 
the drinking of the maiden is the flo\ving of the spring' \Vaters 
into the creek; the meeting of the lovers is the junction of the 
two creek~; and their life together is their course to the sea. 

But the red man's hunting ground ic; no\v gone: 

'· · o longer doth he, facing \Vest, 
!vleet with unflinching gaze. its sun; 
Instead, his eyes are dropped to earth· 
I-I is glory's fled, his race is run;" 

and he drinks no n1or of the healing \Vaters. But although his 
race is run, the beautiful creations of his fertile savage fancy 
will hang ah\ ays about the place he lo\·ecl: and though hi glory s 
fled, at least a shado\v of it shall ever lino-er about the prino
ancl haunt it in the future. 

\Vhen the \Vhite tnan cante, he cnt\vined about the "'Cenc the 

tender S\vcctness of rornancc. It \Va in 1 r.92 i .. ·ty year after 
glcthorpc ha·d landed on )-' ,11nacra \V bluff, that \VC fir "'t find the 

pale-face drinkinrr of the healing \Vaters. On an t\uo-u t day a 
solitary huntstnan \VaS \\'Cndincr hi \vay to th nortlnvard, ju t 
south of the 'fo\valiga ( roa ted calp). II is huge n1u cular 
fran1e \vas cotnpletely 'quipped and hi \vholc contour indicate(! 
that he kne\v nothinO" of f ·ar, even in the unkno\vn \Vild rness 
through '' hich he \Va st a ling. 1 h ~ tnelancholy on hi fac · 
th' \Vild flashing o f hi ad, dark ~yc .. · the occasional "igh. n1ore 
a\vc-in piring than the \vild sighing of the breeze throuah th 
thicket \vcrc proof that h' hunt ~d not tnerel.' for O'an1e or for 
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love of adventure, but that deep in his soul was a purpose that 
knew no turning, a purpose that made him venture into paths 
hitherto untrodden by white men. 

Ever on the alert, the wary hunter was startled by the \vild 
war whoop of savages lurking in ambush about him, and turn
ing the huntsman found his retreat cut off by a hundred savages 
who rushed from the thickets lining the Towaliga. The only 
way of escape left open to him was to the north. Pursued by 
the Indians vvhose wild yells rang in his ears, he fled over the 
hills, until almost ready to fall from exhaustion and thirst, his 
vitals scorched as with fire. But hope whispered "a little far
ther" and soon he was able to spring into a canebrake dark as 
night, where he slept unconscious of anything that occurred 
around him. 

When he avvoke he gazed dreamily about him, arose and 
staggered for\\rard until he stumbled against a stone. Here, to 
his delight, he heard the trickling of water and, quickly kneeling 
down, he slaked his burning thirst with the cooling vvaters. But 
strangely ~enough, to him, none of the unpleasant feelings which 
usually follow such indulgence were experienced. 

Greatly invigorated by his sleep and the cool draught, he set 
out to put greater distance bet\veen himself and his enemies. 
Still pursuing a northerly direction he made his way toilsomely 
through the canebrake and across the creek. As he reached the 
other side he heard a well-known signal to which he responded 
and on receiving the reply he emerged quickly from the swamp 
and ascended the hill to about the place where the Elder house 
now stands. 

"Hello, Gabe," called a fan1iliar voice from under an oak, 
"whar did you come from? Have you been squattin' in the 
thicket yonder?" 

The face of the huntsman- who was Gabriel Dunlap
lightened like a flash. "I'll be stnashed," he answered, "If here 
ain't J ube Cochran. J ube, I'm gladder to see you than if I had 
knocked out a panther's eye on a two hundred yards line. Cause 
why? I'm lost and ain't no\\rhere if you ain't somevvhere." 

The two hunters feasted heartily on their huntsman's fare 
and then sought a resting place among the rocks on the bank of 
the creek \vhere they slept until they were awakened at midnight 
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by a gun shot. Rushing out to find the cause of the alarm they 
ran almost fairly into two fortns, vvhether red men or palefaces, 
they could not tell. They proved, ho\vever, to be friends, Doug
las \\'atson \vho, like Cochran, was a government spy, and Ben 
Fitzpatrick, an orphan boy \vho vvas th~ boson1 companion of 
\Vatson. 

\ \Thile they \Yere seated by their catnp-fire, Dunlap related to 
his con1panions the incident of his finding the spring and the 
exhilarating effect '' hich the \Yater had upon hin1. Immediately 
the party set out to find the \Vander ful spring. \Vatson claimed 
he had found it about a n1onth preyious to this titne, but because 
it smeiied like gunpo,vcler had fled from it. 

In the morning \vhen the party started on their \vay back, 
the: travelled do\vn the strean1, but soon they were an1azed by 
encountering an opposite current. The n1ystery of it hovvever 
\vas soon explaineJ by the discovery of another creek coming in 
fron1 an almost opposite direction. Crossing this the party con
tinued the journey until about noon. \A/hile preparing for dinner 
the gan1e they had killed, they \vere attacked by the Indians \vho 
fearfully outnumbered then1. But they fought bravely until, 
overcome by nun1bers, Cochran \vas felled by the blo\v of a \Yar 
club and \Vas only saved :frotn being scalped by Fitzpatrick, who 
drove his hunting knife to the heart of the brave. \\! atson gath
ered up his fallen con1panion. and followed by Fitzpatrick 
plunged through the creek into the dense S\vamp beyond, \Vhere 
they \vere covered fron1 pursuit by the ~athering darkness. 

During the night Cochran recovered; but no trace was seen 
of Dunlap. Diligent search failed to discover hin1 and. \varned 
bv the sig-nal sn1okes o£ the enen1v, the other three set out to 

~ . 
the nearest block-house on the Octnulgee. 

But Dunlap \Yas not lost. He had been shot through the 
shoulder and had fallen unconscious; he \vas scalped by the In
dians and left for dead. There he stayed for hours until con-

~ 

sciousness gradually returned, and lying there half Jreaming, 
half \vaking, he suddenly felt soft hands bathin~- his fevered 
head. It \vas too gently done to be a savage touch or the rough 
hand of his fellow huntsmen. A gentle S\veetness breathed upon 
him; the pain of his wounds \vas forgotten. To \Vord, nor sight, 
nor sound had told him what \vas happening; nor vvere such 
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necessary - his spirit knew her; as if by inspiration he whis
pered: ''Nora." The long search \vas over. For twelve years 
he had \vandered over this country between the Towaliga and 
the Ocmulgee, seeking his "Bright Eyes" who had been stolen 
during an Indian raid in Bibb county. No'v he had found her. 

She suppressed an involuntary scream as she recognized him. 
"0 my more than brother," she said tremblingly, "have we met 
at last, after so many long and \veary years of separation, each 
of which has seemed an eternity?" 

She bound up her lover's -vvounds after the fashion she had 
learned from the dusky companions of her girlhood, and together 
they fled as far as possible from the vicinity of the fight. They 
succeeded in escaping detection, and the next day began a weary 
journey homeward. After many days they saw the curling 
smoke from the cabin of their childhood. The long lost had re
turned ; there \vas joy and merry-making- a marriage; and the 
two \Vho had loved and suffered so long found happiness at last. 

And thus did he \vho found the little spring of healing waters, 
tnake its discovery a link in a wild romance. And though the 
red man n1ust leave the scene around which his legend had cast 
a magic charm, yet the white man who came after, has not 
lacked the ties of tender feeling to bind him to the enchanted spot. 

My Love 

]. S. PRUITT. 

-~1 '\' Love £s Hke a snow white rose -
For angel gardens meet,· 

Soft as the evening zephyr blows, 

Her 1'0ice conzes clear and sweet. 

JI y Love £s like a lily fair, 

So tender, pure, divine-

/ often breathe upon the air 

The 'Wish that she were 1nine. 
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Henry Timrod, th~ Southern Poet 
• • I 

c. CLEVELAND KISER. 

N a volume of lyrics by Capt. William Henry Timrod, a 
South Carolina mechanic, we find a poem addressed "To 
Harry," in which he predicts his son's future: 

"There is no lasting grief below, 
My Harry! that flows not from guilt; 
Thou canst not read my meaning no\v
In after years thou wilt. 

Thou'lt read it when the churchyard clay 
Shall lie upon thy father's breast, 
And he, though dead, ·will point the \Vay 
Thou shalt be always blest." 

These prophetic lines proved true, for the son took up the 
work where his father left off and won for himself honor and 
distinction. The "Harry" of the poem was Henry Timrod, the 
poet of the "Lost Cause." His poems are not only true Ameri
can, but true Southern literature. Nearly every poem he wrote 
contained Southern sentiment. In "The Cotton Boll" there is 
nothing that so aptly describes a summer day in the "sunny 
South" as the following: 

"Yonder bird, 
Which floats as if at rest, 
In those blue tracts above the thunder, where 
No vapors cloud the stainless air, 
And never sound is heard." 

And one has a perfect picture of the Southern cotton field when 
he reads: 

"And lo! 
To the remotest point of sight 
Although I gaze upon no waste of snow, 
The endless field is white." 

Timrod wrote odes and sonnets, but devoted himself more 
particularly to other forms of the lyric, splendid examples of 

• 
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which he has given us in his "Carolina," "A Call to Arms," 
"Charleston," "Ripley" and his "Ethnogenesis." 

He wrote previous to the Civil War and during reconstruc
tion days, and his soul spoke through these poems. Timrod's 
whole life and ambition were wrapped up in the war between 
the States. Although, on account of ill health, he could not give 
hitnself to the cause he so loved, he could do a much greater 
\vork in rousing the spirit of his countryn1en and kindling en
thusiasm that tneant infinitely more than could have been ac
complished by the sacrifice of one life. In words \vhose fire and 
passion even now thrill the soul of every son of the South, he 
called out to Southern men to fight for the cause he thought 
was right, and nobly did they answer the call. He has been 
rightly tern1ecl the poet of the "Lost Cause." When he urged 
young men to the front in "_-\. Cry to Arms'', \vhat powerful 
pleading is in his lines: 

"Come with the weapons at your call
With musket, pike, or knife, 
He wields the deadliest blade of all 
'Vho lightly holds his life." 

And then he turns to his native state and begs her, in his song 
"Carolina," to heed the call: 

"I hear a murmur as of waves 
That grope their way through sunless caves, 
Like bodies struggling in their graves, 

Carolina! 

And now it deepens ; slo\v and grand 
It swells, as rolling to the land, 
An ocean broke upon thy strand, 

Carolina! 

Shout! let it reach the startled Huns! 
And roar with all thy festal guns! 
It is the answer of thy sons, 

Carolina !" 

His ''Ethnogenec;is," "the birth of a nation,'' which \Vas writ
ten during the meeting of the first southern congress at Mont-
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gomery, February, 1861, has a truly patriotic, yet pathetic and 
gentle tone. His syn1pathetic and spiritual nature is in evidence 
throughout the poem, acknowledging as it does the "Lord of 
Hosts" as the leader. This is considered by some his best poem. 

To one who reads Timrod doubts his technical skill, and 
although each line, after careful study, appears to be worked 
out mathematically, yet, when we read him, we lose sight of 
this fact, and his verse sounds as hat tnonious as the ripple of the 
brook and as regular as the tread of soldiers. 

His "Vision of Poesy," written in his youth, is his longest 
poem. He displays wonderful imaginative ability here when 
he converses with the unseen spirit, reaching the climax when 
the spirit tells him : 

"All lovely thtngs, and gentle-the sweet laugh 
Of children, Gtrlhood's kiss, and Friendship's clasp, 
The boy that sporteth wtth the old man's staff, 
The baby, and the breast its fingers grasp-
All that exalts the grounds of happiness, 
All griefs that hallow, and all joys that bless, 
To me are sacred." 

Although an ardent lover of nature, the poet is lacking in 
descriptive power. His best attempt at description is found in 
his poem to "Katie," his English wife, when he was pleading 
with her to come with him to America. In this poem he proves 
again his devotion to his native land when he writes: 

"Katie! my home lies far away, 
Beyond the pathless waste of brine, 
In a young land of palm and pine I 
There, by the tropic heats, the soul 
Is touched as if with living coal, 
And glows with such a fire as none 
Can feel beneath a Northern sun, 
Unless-my Katie's heart attest
'Tis kindled in an English breast!" 
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We find here a slight touch of description, yet one must rdraw 
greatly on his imagination. Verse which is devoid of descrip
tion, however, is not necessarily devoid of beauty and the 
other elements which constitute good poetry. 
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But while he has been called the poet of the "Lost Cause," 
and while many of his poems pertain to the war between the 
states, he has given us several little love lyrics, the most strik
ing one perhaps being "The Lily Confidante." In this poem, 
when the "silly lover" begs the Lily to tell him how to woo his 
"Lily," the "Confidante" replies: 

"Love's the lover's only tnagic, 
Truth the very subtlest art; 
Love that feigns and lips that flatter 
Win no modest heart. 

Like the dewdrop in my bosom, 
Be thy guileless language, youth; 
Falsehood buyeth falsehood only, 
Truth must purchase truth." 

In his naturalness and simplicity Tim rod is like Wordsworth, 
and does not require a second rea·ding; in his thought and phil
osophy he resembles Tennyson, the greatest of English poet 
laureates. And unlike his fellow southerner, Poe, he was opti
mistic and his poems speak of a bright, cheerful disposition, de
spite his physical and poverty-stricken condition. 

In his brief and tragic career, as well as in his artistic tem
perament, Timrod resembles most another southern poet, La
nier, for on account of ill health, he was compelled to retire 
from the army, and later became a war correspondent in the 
West. He was dying with consumption, however, and did not 
remain long in the West, returning to his native state to spend 
his last days. He evidently had a premonition of his approach
ing death, for in "A Common Thought" he 'vrites: 

, 

... 

"In a dim and murky chamber, 
I am breathing life away; 
Some one draws a curtain softly 
And I watch the broadening day. 

As it purples in the Zenith, 
As it brightens on the lawn, 
There's a hush of death' about me, 
And a whisper, "He is gone I" 
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Even to the last he kept up his work, dying with the proof
sheets of his own poems by his side. He was only thirty-eight 
years old when he died, and had he lived longer, it is evident 
from his poems, that he would have ranked among the foremost 
American poets . 

Ballade of Forgotten Knowledge 

H. M. DARGAN. 

Back from a bookless summer's rest 
When autumn leaves are turning sere, 

We have, the truth mu,st be confessed, 
Forgotten all we learnt last yeGtr. 
Long days in country at1nosphere 

Where fields are green and breezes blow, 
Have made our knowledge disappear. 

Where are the things we used to know? 

We find we have, in every test, 
Which we approach with trembling fear, 

Forgotten the knowledge we once possessed-
Forgotten all we leMnt last year. 
The dry old facts we used to hear 

Day after day, just a year ago, 
Seem somehow very new and queer

Where are the things we used to know? 

L' ENVOI. 

~ Have you, we wonder, teachers dear, 
Forgotten all you taught last year? 
Is this YOUR mournful query-"OH, 
Where are the things we used to know! • 
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A Natural Miracle 
JoEL S. BRowN. 

HE mysterious aspect which simple things sometimes 
assume is an endless cause of wonder and comment and 
many are to be found who believe that miracles are still 

occurring. Indeed there are events which at first seem impossi
ble except in the light of divine interposition, but on examina
tion prove to be only natural results of forces which, though 
unknown to us, are in reality ordinary enough. 

Be that as it may- Mrs. Mason was annoyed. The beauty 
of her company room had been spoiled, and for days and weeks 
crowds of curious neighbors and meddlesome strangers had 
been coming and going to break the usual decorum of her home. 
More than that, she was herself sorely perplexed, and, it must 
be admitted, her perplexity was surely turning into a supersti-
tious dread. 

It had all commenced with the thunder storn1, the spoiling 
of the carpet by the white-wash water from the leak, and the 
gradual appearance of the figure on the wall. The water soaked 
through the plastering overhead and washed a fine \vhite sedi
ment from the wall, which settled on the floor. With feminine 
interest she watched and worried over it. After the storm she 
was observing the large wet place on the wall when her atten
tion was attracted to some dark lines running through it. She 
worried over it at first only because it spoiled the beauty of the 
wall. But as it dried the lines became clearer and more numer
ous. Day by day they began to take a definite shape and, to 
her vivid imagination as she returned to it, developed into a 
picture as though the unseen hand of some master artist's spirit 
were tracing them there. 

Afraid to trust her own eyes, lest it be but the creation of 
her fancy, she called her neighbors to see it. They, too, to her 
consolation- as well as dismay- could see the picture. All 
agreed that it was the picture of a woman. And it continued 
to develop; in a few days there was another rain and after this 
there appeared the picture of a child in the mother's arms, and 
later, by her side, a man of robust form. For several ·days it 
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was cloudy and the frequent rains kept the wall constantly damp 
and the roDm seemed unusually dark. When the weather 
cleared, however, and the wall dried the aspect of the picture 
was more terrible; bet\yeen the man and the woman, and slightly 
below their faces, the outlines of a coffin began to be traced; 
and in it was a beautiful little child. 

Excitement ran high and interest was intense. News of the 
thing went from house to house and spread like wild-fire among 
the gossips of the street and was greatly magnified by the news
paper reporters. Crowds thronged to see the curious pictures. 
Various theories \vere advanced as to their cause and import. 
Was it a chance formation? Had some black substance been 
washed in by the water and happened to settle there? Was it 
the freak of a lightning flash, as some of the newspapers had 
suggested? Or was it the shadow of a ghost who visited the 
room, as some of the old people suggested, because some foul 
murder had been committed there? Or had this room once been 
the abode of some master artist whose spirit, indignant at the 
disrespect recently shown his apartments by carpenters and 
plasterers, had broken the bonds of the spirit realm and returned 
to his earthly abode to sanctify it again with his divine touch? 
Did he paint upon the wall because he had no other canvas? 
or so that the picture could not be separated from the room? 
Or was it by decree of cruel fate that the picture had thus ap
peared? Was it the \varning of some on-coming evil or the 
curse of some secret sin? or was it, as at the feast of Belshazzar 
of old, a hand sent from God writing upon the wall in unknown 
terms, the fate and destiny of the household? 

As for Mrs. Mason, she knew the pictures were there; she 
knew they were not painted there by any visible hand, and 
\vhether they came by chance or supernatural power n1attered 
iittle to her. The throng came and went with curious interest 
but she made a personal application of the matter. To her mind 
it was a terrible foreboding. Disaster seemed gathering over 
her home. She was nervous and undone and finally the strain 
of living in such dread threw her into a pitiable lethargy, re
signed to the fate she was coming to feel inevitable. The throng 
of spectators who came only added to the painful effect upon 
her mind and made it impossible for her to banish the matter. 
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One morning as she sat meditating she was roused by a rap 
on the doorstep. "Some other curious fellow, I guess," she 
groaned as she started to the door. "0, I would that it were 
fate itself knocking. I am tired of this; I want an end of this 
suspense, even if the end be doom." 

She opened the door. Doom !-Did fate thus make its ap-
pearance? A "curious fellow" indeed. It was Uncle Mose, 

the plasterer. 
HGood mo'nin', Miss Sallie," he said humbly, removing his 

old hat, besmirched as it was with lime, and holding it under his 
attn, "how's you dis mo'nin' ?" 

"Good morning, Uncle Mose. I am not feeling very well 

to-day." 
"Miss Sallie, dey tells me der is sum kine er cur' ous picshur 

on yo' wall." 
"Yes, Uncle Mose," she said with a sigh half under her 

breath. 
"Uh-please 'urn, kin I see 't? Hit mout be's I kin tell ye 

what kased it. I don' mean ter be p'sumpshus, Missus, but I 
'members sump'n' dat happen' when I's kals'minin' ub dis 
hous'." 

Mrs. Mason's expression brightened like a flash. Her breast . 
fluttered as she flung open the door and in her voice there was 
a tremor of excitement as she said : "Yes, come in, Uncle Mose." 

The old darky tottered feebly up the steps and followed her 
into the house, his ragged old coat, besmirched with whitewash, 
hanging away from his bent and crooked form; and his silver 
gray hair, in striking contrast with his black but kindly face, 
lent a charm to the melancholy smile he \vore. 

On entering the room the whites of his eyes shone as he 
surveyed the "cur'ous picshur." His broad thick lips dropped 
apart; he propped his hands on his hips with arms akimbo. 

"De Lawd hab mu'cy, Missus," he exclaimed, "I's 'sponsible 
fer dat picshur be in' dar." Mrs. Mason looked at him in silent 
dismay. "Yes 'urn, Missus, when I's kals'minin' dis room las' 
year, fo' you moved hyah, dar wus de most purtiest picshur dar 
on de wall, an' it wus so purty I w'u'dn' tear 't down; an' lo an' 
behol', dat leak's done wash'd de kals'mind mos' off ub it· and 

' 
dat's de kase ub all dis." 
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By and By 

J. S. B. 

,, Y-and-by"-how often have the hopes of the future 
chartned us into ecstacy at the sound of these magic 
words. How deeply have we reveled in anticipation 

of the bliss of "by-and-by." What dire dread has crept stealth
ily into our very vitals at the thought of the awful consequences 
of its coming. How vivid are the visions of our fancy and 
what a world of meaning, wrapped up in the possibility of the 
future, is unfolded to each of us as we imagine the dark veil 
that hides the hereafter lifted up for us to peer through the misty 
morn of things about to happen into the clear daylight of the 
uby-and-by ." 

The little boy a\vaits with quivering anxiety, each nerve alert 
and spirits buoyant, the days when he shall be a man and cast 
off childish things. The little maid with timorous longing and 
hesitant expectancy, anticipates the swelling of life's volume 
into the S\veet realities of womanhood. The wretched urchin, 
shivering in the biting wind, longs for the time when maturer 
strength and years shall free him from the torture of an unkind 
home and the sting of poverty. The barefooted girl with 
stringy hair and \van, wild ·eyes, cherishes an unbreathed hope 
of happier hours. 

\iV retchedness CO\vering to its lair of stra\v, villainy shiv
ering, hunger-stricken, through the dark, are conscious of a 
future. The prisoner behind the bars waits longingly for the 
day of his release or beguiles the horrors of an awaited death 
with hope of a life beyond. The proud grandee and the misery
stricken \vretch alike linger in the saloon) trying in vain to blot 
out the thought of future judgment with the blackness of new 
vice. The wretched woman, the victim of vice and passion, 
either attempts to dro\vn, in revelings and crime, the conscious
ness of sin and shame; or timidly withdraws in silent woe as 
best she may, into seclusion, longing for the time when the sod 
shall hide her from the world's blighting gaze. 

Two lovers, far apart, hope for the "by-and-by" when wild-
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est longings and passionate desires of yearning hearts shall have 
an end in a long, fond embrace anJ the calmer hours of con-

stant companionship. 
The fond tnother \vho, \vith pallid cheek and streatning eyes, 

kneels sobbing over her dying infant, can find consolation for 
her grief only in the expectation that in a better \vorld she will 
meet the dear one again. And suffering mortals, lingering on 
sick beds, beguile the misery of death's slo\v, painful coming 
with the firm faith in the awaiting bliss of the "by-and-by." 

The saint who suffers righteous indignation at the presence 
of evil and of misery in the world consoles the wear) hours of 
benevolent toil with the as~urance that it is all a part of God's 
great plan and "by-and-by" the righteous shall receive their re
ward and the wicked be cast a\vay. 

The present is not \vhat it should be; \Ve are never satisfied 
with \vhat we have; the ideal is ahvays just ahead. Whether 
things be \veil or no, the perfect bliss is never present; the fu
ture holds the gratification of our every desire. A little hope
ray from a ugolden some\vhere" lights up our path while we 
await the coming of the "by and by." 

Phrebus Teasing 
]. S. B. 

Ah, strange is ti11te, ·how slow it creeps, 
W hi! e I so aJZxious wait, 

It seenzs that Phoebus surely sleeps 
While I await 1ny fate. 

When I' nt with one I love so 1.uell, 
How .rn.tiftly tin~e does fi)', 

And then 'tis difficult to tell 
When Phoebus passes by. 

Ah, if he would reverse his pranks 
And sleep not in the sky,-

F or tlzen he would receive 11ry thanks, 
And could be Cupid's spy. 
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The Story of Ali 

Q. E. D. 

From "The Pelaguniad." 

* * * * * And it did so happen that when our heroes 
came to the ancient city of Damascus, they sat them down in 
the shade of the palm-trees, and began to converse with a der
vish, a very holy man. And he told them a tale: 

NCE, \vhen the Caliph Omar vvas ruling in Bagdad, there 
lived in one of the suburbs of the city a poor wood
cutt·er named Ali. One morning when he, \vent out into 

the forest some\vhat earlier than usual, he saw a little old man 
with a long white beard, sitting under an oak tree. The old 
man \vas very, very old, and he seemed very tired and feeble. 
And he said to Ali : "Pardner, I am a stranger here; I have 
come all the way from Mecca on foot, and I vvould fain enter 
the house of some hospitable l\1ohammedan and rest. If thou 
couldst do so much for me, trust me, I have that about my per
son which would repay thee \veil." And Ali said unto him: 
"Gladly, old sport, \vill I shelter thee; not for desire of recom
pense, but from love of thy venerable mug." So the ancient 
man abode with Ali seven weeks and ate prodigiously, and 
never paid a shekel; but Ali could not bear to turn him away. 
Wherefore the neighbors scoffed at Ali and said : "Thou fool, 
that venerable person is an old hobo. Give him his walking pa
pers, for thou robbest thy wife and children to feed him." But 
Ali would not hearken, for the patriarch was so pitiful to look 
upon. Presently his cash gave out, and it was necessary to 
borrow from Moses Abarbanel, the Jewish usurer. And Ali 
mortgaged his house and gat thirty dinars in exchange therefor, 
and bought gay raiment and bird suppers for the old man and 
took him to the shows. And the aged sir was greatly pleased, 
and had a swell time, but spake not of recompense. So that the 
neighbors jeered again at Ali, and said: "Thou bally ass, hast 
thou no brains? Why dost thou spend all thy substance on one 

l 
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who has never done aught for thee?" And Ali's wife began to 
be very weary of her guest, and sought to make things unpleas
ant for him, so that he would either pay up or leave. But he 
heeded her not, though she was very rude. As for Ali's chil
dren, they loved the old fellow, for that he told them quaint 

· stories, and never tired of amusing them. But at last even Ali's 
patience came to an end, for his money was all gone, and his 
health was broken by working all day and sporting around all 
night. So he made many hints to the effect that there was one 
old man too many in that house; but the worthy old gentleman 
did not seem to comprehend. One day at breakfast Ali's wife 
began to speak about swindlers, and her remarks were very 
harsh. And finally Ali bade their ancient guest point-blank to 
depart. The patriarch arose with great dignity and said: "These 
fourteen weeks have I found shelter in this house; there is my 
board." And he flung great store of gold upon the table. Then 
he said : "Thou didst mortgage thy house for thirty dinars; I 
will write thee a cheque for that amount. But know that I am 
thy uncle Abib, who went to Mecca when thou wast seven years 
old, and made much money as a merchant. I returned from 
Mecca a weary old man, intending to share my fortune with my 
nephew Ali, if he was hospitable by nature, for I think hospi
tality the first of all the virtues. So I prepared this little test 
for thee, but thou hast failed in it at the last. Therefore I must 
bid thee adieu. Selah. Tamam." And he departed at once, in 
spite of the entreaties of Ali and his wife. 

Now our heroes marvelled at the tale, and inquired if it were 
true. But the ·dervish said no, it was a-li. 
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The Stygian Smart Set 

]. L. WIMBERLY. 

ENERALL Y speaking, I am the most light hearted per
son in the world, but occasionally I am troubled with 
the blues. At such times I can put any old fashioned 

misanthrope to shame. Thus it happened that one night about 
twelve o'clock, when I was in an unusually cynical mood, after 
"cussing out" everything in creation, including myself, I began 
to wish I was dead. Hardly had the thought entered my head 
when my old friend Lucius \Valker strolled into my room. 
Lucius had been dead t\vO years, but somehow I was not in the 
least surprised at his coming. I understood the whole thing, 
I thought: my wish had been granted and I had died, and 
Lucius had come to show me the way below. I \vas very grate
ful for the change. 

"I am so glad to see you, Lucius. How is the Underworld 
treating the boy?" I asked casually. 

"About as well as can be expected," he answered. "But 
Johnson, how are you ?" 

"About as \veil as a 'dead one' can be. I didn't know it was 
so easy to die. I suppose you have come after me?" 

"Oh, no," he answered "you haven't died yet, and any way 
you would give every one down there a case of the blues. Be
sides, you don't really need Hades, you know. You get the 
effect without going there." 

I felt inexpressibly sad and disappointed, and he, seeing this, 
tried to cheer me up, promising to see if he could not work on 
the "Old Gov'nor's" sympathies enough to get me in. But it 
was no use. I was utterly hopeless. Finally he told me he 
might be able to get me a complimentary ticket for a couple of 
weeks if I promised to be cheerful. 

We talked a long time before he left and laid our plans in 
case he could get me in. A week or two later he returned with 
the coveted permission and we set out at once upon the journey. 
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II. 

We were approaching the Styx, but as yet it \vas hidden 
from view by a grove of dead trees. Through this grove there 
poured a never ending stream of dead men. All sorts of dead 
were there: dead game sports, dead beats, and others too numer
ous to mention. As I \vatched them we heard a steamboat 
whistle, and my companion caught me by the arm and hurrie-d 

me along. 
"What is that?" I panted. 
"That? 0 that is the steatn ferryboat Pluto, commanded by 

Capt. Charon. We must hurry or we will miss it." 
uBut I thought he paddled his boat," I said in my aston-

ishment. 
"He did once, but that vvas fifty years ago. You see," 

Walker explained, "a Yankee promoter came along about that 
time, and nothing \vould satisfy him but he must establish a 
steam ferry. Said it would pay all sorts of dividends. He 
formed a syndicate and built the Pluto} and now he manages 
the finances and Charon runs the boat and works a little graft 
on the side. They divide the proceeds of their graft after al
lowing the company a tnodest dividend." 

"But how do they do their grafting?" I asked, anxious to 
learn as much as possible. 

"Oh, he and Charon have a new dodge every trip. But here 
is the boat and you shall soon see for yourself." 

Hardly had \Ve boarded the rickety old tub, \vhen it began 
s}o,vly to leave the shore. 11any desperate leaps \vere made by 
souls fearful of getting left. Some succeeded by a hair' s breadth, 
but others splashed into the \Vater. 

When we \vere about half way across the engines suddenly 
stopped, and Charon hastily dropped anchor to prevent the Pluto 
from drifting. He then \vent belov{, but soon appeared on deck 
again and called all the passengers together. 

"La:dies and gents," he said in a foghorn voice, t(Splash my 
bulwarks if the engine hasn't broken down, and the only way 
as I sees to get the Pluto across is to get out the life boats and 
tow her. But the cre\v, gum haul their mizzen torps'ls, has mu
tinied and \von't tow us a boat length until every person aboard 
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pays them fifty cents for their extra work. They've hid the 
oars, and unless you ante up we're likely to stay here- at least 
that's the way it looks through my binocular." 

Every one indignantly objected to this outrageous treatment, 
for each one had already paid his fare. Charon then coolly lit 
his pipe and sat down to await developments. The passengers, 
seeing no \vay out of the difficulty, finally paid him the required 
amount. He then knocked the ashes out of his pipe and or
dered the crew to launch the boats. 

After the Pluto had been to\ved about t\vo hundred vards, ., 

the engineer came up and announced that the engines had been 
repaired. Thereupon Charon called in the boatmen and the 
ferryboat proceeded on her course. But the money was not re
turned. Charon was always considerate of the crew, and de
cided they had earned the money by their hard labor and self
sacrifice in the hour of need. 

{To be continued.) 

Summer's Close 

BY MADISON CAWEIN. 

The n~elancholy of the woods and plains 
When Stt1n11ter nears its close; the drowsy, dint, 
Unfathomed sadness of the 1ntsts that swim 

About the valleys after night-long rains,· 
The hum1ning garden, with its ta1.uny chains 

Of gourds and blosso1ns, ripened to the brint ,· 
And then at eve the low ntoo n' s quiet ri1n, 

And the slow su,nset, ~vhose one cloud retnains, 
Fill me utith peace that is akin to tears: 

Unutterable p~ace, that moves as in a dream 
'Mid fancies sweeter than it knows or tells: 

That sees and hears ~uith other eyes arnd ears, 
And walks with me1nory beside a stream 

That flows through fields of fadeless asphodels. 

-McClure's for November. 

• 
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In the Editor's Chair 
When we look about us at the various activities 
of our fello\v students, such as athletics, debat-Clubs in 

College Life 
ing, magazine work, we are somewhat inclined 

to \vonder that there are so many among the student body who 
take no part in any of these. But then even greater diversity 
of activities is needed, for the different individualities of differ
ent persons demand different channels through which to ex
press themselves. And the conviction grows stronger that there 
is a necessity for more organizations of the student body, which 
have as their purpose the stimulation of spontaneous, produc
tive \Vork on the part of each individual. Steps have been .Laken 
in this direction in the organization of a Magazine Club, and 
also a Contributors' Club under the supervision of the Chair of 
English. Movements are now on foot looking to the organi
zation of a club the purpose of \vhich is to \VOrk in experimental 
psychology, under the direction of the Chair of Philosophy. 
We sincerely hope that these movements will succeed and that 
others like them may be inaugurated in other lines. We would 
not advocate club work to the degree that it should detract 
from class room work; but why could not clubs be organized 
that would increase the proficiency of class work, as is the case 
with the others mentioned? Why could not clubs be organized 
in the science departments and clubs formed in which the mod
ern languages are spoken, to acquaint the student with spoken 
languages? Such clubs if entered into voluntarily by the stu
dents, would facilitate their class room work and utilize the 
time now spent in frivolous pursuits, and so prevent the college 
days of some students from being merely a drinking in of in
formation. Such clubs cannot be developed to the same degree 
as in colleges with larger student bodies, but we see no reason 
why they should not prove very beneficial to every man in 
Mercer. 

College 
Democratic 
Clubs 

Among the many interesting features of the re
cent Presidential campaign are the steps taken 
by the campaign committee of the Democratic 

party to enlist the interest and influence of college students in 
the work of the campaign. The method of doing this is by the 

; 



IN THE EDITOR'S CHAIR 73 

organization of Democratic clubs among the students of the 
various colleges. Each club has its own officers and at all the 
Democratic gatherings is accorded some prominence, thus being 
recognized as a factor in politics. All of the campaign litera
ture is sent to the club for circulation among its men1bers and 
they are kept well infortned in regard to all campai~ matters. 

Ho\v effective these clubs have been as vote-getters in the 
recent campaign we know no way of ascertaining. This, how .. 
ever, is probably the least important feature of the movement. 
If it were not at all influential in this capacity, it would still be 
well worth while. Aside from the experience gained by the 
officers and members of the club in the management of such 
organizations, is the general idea gained, of the management of 
movements of larger scope. Advantageous, too, is the personal 
contact into which the members, the officers especially, are 
brought with the managers of the movement. It awakens a 
keener interest among the students of the colleges in which such 
clubs are organized, in national questions and the main features 
of campaign issues and recognizes in the young American the 
hope of the solution of our various national problems. 

And not only does it recognize him as the one upon whom 
the solution must devolve, but it gives him opportunity to equip 
himself for such responsibility and incentive to do so. The 
campaign literature with which the clubs are supplied is not 
merely the political clap-trap of newspapers and gossips, but is 
a scientific treatment of the questions at issue between the po
litical parties by men who are not political haranguers, but 
scholars. The books sent are valuable contributions to the 
library of the economics department. And the students, in an 
atmosphere where men hold debate upon the world's questions 
\vith knowledge and without passion, intent upon knowing the 
truth, are guided in the fonnation of their opinions by instruc
tors in social science. Thus the students are interested by being 
recognized as political factors and are guided in the formation 
of their opinions in such a way as, it is hoped, may tend to the 
solution of national problems according to the principles of social 
and economic science, and not by party feeling. 
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An Mercer is taking the initiative in an effort now 
Intercollegiate being made to revive the old oratorical associa
Oratorical 
Association tion that once existed among the southern col-
leges. The glories of the former association have not been 
forgotten. In those days fierce forensic contests raged and the 
orators who stood under the banner of the Orange and the 
Black usually carried off the spoils of victory. And the memory 
of those glorious days is still cherished by those who then lin
gered in 11ercer's classic shade. Throughout the state the 
friends of Mercer and of the other colleges as well, are anxious 
to see the contests of former days renewed and will no doubt 
be gratified at the present movement. It is earnest! y hoped that 
the efforts at renewal now being made will speedily materialize; 
and to further the good work the Phi Delta and Ciceronian So
cieties stand ready to contribute time, talent and-interest. 

The purpose of the association is to engage the various col
leges in intercollegiate oratorical contests and debates. We feel 
that such contests are essential to the best interest of the col
lege as a \\'hole, with particular reference to the literary socie
ties. Without them interest in athletics is likely to detract 
from the enthusiasm of literary society work. We want to see 
the time \vhen the intercollegiate forensic contests shall be as 
stubbornly fought and characterized by as much enthusiasm as 
those on the gridiron and the ·diatnond. 

The matter is now under consideration by the council on 
intercollegiate debate and at an early date other colleges will be 
asked to join the association. And if the students of the other 
colleges are as anxious to give expression to their eloquence as 
the l\fercer men are, we doubt not that the association will be 
speedily formed and that the glories of the present day will 
outshine the splendors of the past. 

Furnishings For The Ciceronian and Phi Delta Societies are 
Th~ New n1aking efforts to raise funds for the furnishing 
Soctety Halls of their new halls in the second story of the Li-
brary Building. The societies are not content with raising 
merely the amount needed to purchase necessities, but they have 
aspirations to,vard beautiful appointments that shall make the 
halls among the handsomest society halls in the state. The old 

• 
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halls, located on the fourth floor of the Main Building, have 
never been adequate to the needs of thriving literary societies. 
The new halls, however, are commodious and beautifully fin
ished; and the societies are endeavoring to put in as handsome 
furnishings as possible. An earnest appeal is made to the 
alumni of Mercer, who are proud of having been Phi Deltas an·d 
Ciceronians in their college days, to respond liberally to the de
mands made upon them for the furnishing of the new halls. 

Death of In the death of Mr. C. B. \Villingham, which 
Calder B. occurred on October 26th, Mercer lost one whom 
Willingham she feels she could really call a friend. Whether 
in matters of counsel and advice or matters of business, Mr. 
Willingham was always her true friend, and in his passing 
away the university feels a keen sense of loss. 

Mr. Willingham was born in Allendale, South Carolina, 
February 29th, 1852, and was educated at the University of 
Virginia. On leaving college he came to Macon and entered 
business. Such has been his life and dealing in the community 
in which he lived that every one, the humblest laborer, the busi
ness man, the professional man all classes, loved him and 
held him in highest esteem. He was a model citizen, conserva
tive at all times, firm in his convictions, charitable to every one 
who \vas in need. He was public spirited and a leader in every 
enterprise for the public good. He was a member of the board 
of education and a deacon of the First Baptist Church of Ma
con, and formerly a trustee of Mercer University. Besides the 
benefit of his advice and counsel Mercer has always been a re
cipient of his generosity. He was one of the leaders in the 
recent endo\vment movement, as well as a large contributor to 
it. There are many men in Georgia who have been the benefi
ciaries of his bounty; for several years he has been one of the 
largest contributors to the Ministerial Fund of the university, 
as well as the personal benefactor of several men in the uni
versity each year. There are many men in Georgia who owe 
their start in life to C. B. Willingham. 

Mercer, with the public generally, feels the loss sustained 
in his death and she shall be slow to forget his honored memory. 
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We regret that the ill health of our Exchange 
Change in 
The !\1ercecian editor, Mr. C. C. Youmans, has necessitated his 
~taff resignation from THE MERCFRIAN staff. But we 
are g ratified at having 1fr. C. Cleveland Kiser as his succes
sor. 1\Jr. Kiser is a tireless \VOrker and faithful contributor and 
we are sure of a good department under his editorship. 

Books and Authors 

H. M. DARGAN. 

"THE FUNCTION OF CRITICISM." 

Truly this is a phrase of much gravity. When Professor 
Saintsbury has devoted three ponderous volumes to the history 
of criticism, and the theory and methods of the gentle craft 
have engaged the thoughts of great men from Aristotle to 
Matthew Arnold, it would be very beamish of me to make any 
oracular remarks on the function of so ancient a calling. There
fore, this page is only a rambling speculation on the laws of 
criticism, as laid down by authorities, and does not attempt to 
state any definite conclusions. 

The first requirement of criticism is that it should be indi
vidual and honest. At first sight this seems a self-evident propo
sition, but there are many considerations which tend to stop 
our mouths when we start to express an idea at variance with 
that of other people. Sometimes we are checked by fear, some
times by deference; and often we can not tell what motive it is 
that gives us pause. Certainly it is both egotistic and foolish 
for boys to bray their private notions abroad, before they de
velop any true intellect to form opinions; yet on the other 
hand it is a noble thing to go ahead fearlessly, and say what we 
think, even if it shocks our best friends. If I must choose, I 
would rather be courageous than respectful. 

Another theory in regard to criticism is that it should be 
constructive, as opposed to destructive. In other words, we 
should only criticize what we like, and hold our tongues about 
what we don't like. The word criticism, in popular speech, is • 

j 
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almost synonymous with condemnation, but according to this 
theory, it should mean only approbation. This is a beautiful 
idea, but incredibly difficult to put into practice. In the first 
place, not one-tenth of the books published are commendable. 
If the critic's office is to influence the minds of others, is it 
right for him to let this rotten stuff go by without a protest? 
This question can be answered by saying that the critic's busi
ness is not to influence the minds of others, but to act as a sifter, 
picking out the good things, and ignoring the bad. This con
ception of the reviewer's duty gets us confused again with the 
first law, that his opinion should be honest and frank. How 
can an unangelic man always commend to the attention of his 
fellows those things which he personally likes? It often hap
pens that we like a thing, without being able to justify our 
liking, for taste is not governed by conviction- which is a pity. 

I leave it to my interested readers (if I have any) to 
straighten out this argumentative muddle, adjust its conflicting 
reasons and impulses, and concoct a theory of criticism to suit 
themselves. I had a lovely theory of my own once, but it 
busted, and I am now seeking a more efficient, if less beau
tiful, one. 

Somehow Good. William, De Morgan. Henry Holt and Co. 
New York. 

Somehow Good will probably be utterly unreadable for those 
who are not accustomed to its author's detailed and talkative 
style of narrative. A novel that does not become really inter
esting until the first hundred-and-fifty pages are past, is not 
likely to be very popular in spite of delightful English and a 
great power of making the characters lovable. Still, there are 
some readers who like a sleepy sort of book, and the editor 
must confess that he sympathizes with them. Probably any 
admirer of Dickens or Thackeray will find something agreeable 
in Somehow Good. Undoubtedly, Joseph Vance} Mr. De Mor
gan's former novel, will fairly capture the heart of the true 
lover of Pendennis and David Copperfield. We must be willing 
to expect nothing in the nature of exciting events in 1 oseph 
Vance). the author simply potters along in the most delightful 
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way, and tells us the une:ventful story of his hero's life: how 
Joseph first met Lossie Thorpe and fell in love with her (which 
the reader does too) ; how Lossie married someone else, which 
nearly breaks Joe's heart; and how he tried to mend it by mar
rying Jane, his second-best girl; and the queer state of his af
fection which ensued. It is all rather melancholy, but very 
charming and lifelike. The characters are real, human, and in
teresting- the more so because they have no unusual adven
tures. Joseph is certainly a great novel ; if not in the very front 
rank, near it at any rate, and infinitely better than the ordinary 
truck of "Six Best Sellers." 

The plot of Somehow Good is much more novel. The hero, 
Algernon Palliser, separates from his wife Rosalind in India 
for apparently very sufficient reasons, and she returns to Eng
land with her daughter, Sally. T\venty years later, Palliser 
comes to London, and receives a stunning electric shock under 
circumstances which cause him to be brought to Rosalind's 
home. She kno\vs him at once, but he has lost all memory of 
his former life from the effect of the electricity. He can re
member languages and customs, and retains complete control 
of all his other intellectual faculties, but of course he does not 
know his wife. All efforts to establish his identity fail, and he 
settles down into a new life and finally remarries Rosalind, who 
has never lost her love for him. At this point the interest be
gins to centre around her anxiety lest he should recover his 
memory, recognize her, and renew his forn1er rage at her faith
lessness. Their life together with her daughter Sally (who 
knows nothing of her mother's previous history) is so delight
fully happy that Rosalind has a great dread of any revelation. 

It would be manifestly unfair to give the rest of Mr. De 
Morgan's plot. Whether or not Palliser's memory returned is 
a point which had best be discovered by rea·ding the book. Let 
it be sufficient to say that the end justifies Tennyson's line in 
In Memoriam, from which the title is taken : 

"Oh yet we trust that somehow good 

Will be the final goal of ill." 
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The Servant in the House. Chatrles Ratnn Kennedy. Harper 
and Brothers. New York. 

The Servant in the House is a play which was presented at 
the Savoy Theatre in New York last spring. Published by 
Harper, it has had a great sale and stirred up much discussion. 
It has even fallen into the hands of the ladies-club lecturers, and 
itinerant idiots have made a living by reading it aloud at moun
tain resorts this summer-a dubious compliment to the book's 
merits. Ho\vever, it certainly grasps at the biggest kind of uni
versal problems, and attempts to solve them in a way both 
thoughtful and praiseworthy. 

Two of the most important persons in the play are William 
Smyth, an Episcopal vicar; his brother Robert, a mender of 
sewers, and Manson "the servant in the house," who is Christ 
reincarnate. The gist of the action is that the vicar is rebuked 
by Manson for his unwillingness to recognize the disreputable 
Robert. The greed and selfishness of Makeshyfte, the reverend 
bishop of Lancaster, is also the object of much scathing satire. 

The purpose of the author is to cast discredit upon artificial 
social distinctions. His motto is a saying of George Frederick 
Watts: "The hunger for brotherhood is at the bottom of the 
unrest of the modern civilized world." As a Christian, Mr. 
Kennedy insists upon a high and almost unattainable standard 
of life, and he seems to think that the modern clergy, led astray 
by the world (and its too proverbial companions), are failing in 
their duty to their fellow-man. 

The efficacy of his satire does not lie in the portrait of the 
covetous, pharisaical old bishop, which is not true to life, but 
in the character of the vicar, who is really about as good as 
the average human being of his class. All of us must realize, 
with a qualm of conscience, that in the vicar's position we would 
do well to imitate him; and yet his conduct is vehemently stig
matized bv l\1anson as unchristian in the extreme . 

• 

The book is certainly tonic and uplifting, but it seems to us 
that Mr. Kennedy has attempted more than he can accomplish; 
for these great \vorld-problems can only be discussed powerfully 
by great men. Yet it is fair to admit that he has taken a splen
did stand on a great moral and social question, and expressed 
his opinion in excellent literary form. 
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Mr. Crewe's Career. Winston Churchill. The Macmillan Com
pany. New York. 

Mr. Churchill's latest book deals, like Coniston, with American 
state politics. Indeed, we may suspect that the author, who was 
recently defeated for reform governor in Vermont, has used his 
political misadventure as the material for a successful novel. 
However, Mr. Churchill's career was probably far from being 
the same as Mr. Crewe's. 

Although this novel is entitled to far more consideration than 
other Six Best Sellers, it contains several of the usual elements, 
such as love, ambition, politics and greed. Mr. Churchill has 
done much good character-drawing and the style is pleasant and 
readable for the most part. The figure of Mr. Crewe, the tact
less, ambitious, autocratic millionaire is an amusing bit of cari
cature. Mr. Crewe determines to be a leader of the people, and 
yet he treats everybody with magnificent arrogance. He butts 
in on everything and everybody, pulls some political wires, and 
finally runs as "reform" candidate for governor against the rail
road interests of the state. 

Yet 1\1r. Crevve is really a subordinate feature of the book. - -
The ideal politician, as Mr. Churchill conceives him, is portrayed 
in the person of Austen Vane. This hero is the son of Hilary 
Vane, the chief counsel of the Northeastern railroad, which 
practically governs the state to suit itself. Austen is so much 
liked and respected personally that he might run against both 
Mr. Crewe and the railroad candidate, but keeps out of the race 
from regard for his father. This raises a nice point in morals: 
whether public or private duty is the stronger. Austen Vane 
knew very well that he could have been governor of the state, 
and done the duties of that great office more justly and efficiently 
than they had been done for years. He also knew that if he 
opposed the railroad interests which his father represented, it 
would break the old man's heart. He obeyed the filial obliga
tion, and refused the political one. Did he do right? 
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Exchanges 

C. CLEVELAND KISER, Editor. 

"I am nothing if not critical."-Shakspere. 
• 

Since the last issue of THE MERCERIAN, the Editor of the 
Exchange Department has resigned on account of ill health, and 
we feel that the staff has lost one of its most promising mem
bers. It is with much hesitation that the new Editor takes up 
his work. 

Following the thought contained in the quotation at the be
ginning of this article, we come to the conclusion that there are 
two classes of people: those \vho criticise, and those who do 
not; those who think for then1selves, and those who employ 
others to think for them ; those who dig deep and get at the 
bottom of a piece of literature, and those who are superficial 
and linger on the surface. We are inclined to believe that to 
the latter class belong the majority of people. We are too 
prone to accept the opinions and vie\vs of others, when, to use 
an orJinary expression, we should be more curious. To this 
end the present Editor of the Exchange Department will work. 
While we "tote fair" with others, we shall expect them to re
ciprocate. And so here's hoping and wishing a prosperous year 

• 

to all of our exchanges. 

The After a careful reading of The Wake Forest 
Wake-For~st Student, we offer a criticism, a part of which 
Student may be applied to almost all college magazines. 
College da; s are a distinct period of every college man's or wo
man's life. These days can be lived or reproduced by none but 
college students. Students themselves know, and the world 
ought to know the distinctiveness of college days as contrasted 
with the other stages of one's life. Of course only a small pro
portion of the life of any college finds expression in its journal; 
but it should be the duty of a college paper to characterize the 
spirit, feeling, and experience of this happy period of life. It 
should be so that we could distinguish a college magazine by 

• 
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looking on the inside instead of the outside. There is only 
one experience of student life that has been extensively treated 
in college magazines, and that experience is love. But there 
are other themes for treatment. There is, for instance, a de
mand for humorous articles which ought to be satisfied. In 
The Wake Forest Student we find a lack of the features \Ve 
have mentioned. 

"The Origin and Development of the Elegy" is a thorough 
discussion of the growth of this form of literature from the 
time of the superstitious ancients to the thoughtful present. 
The writer discusses the elegy as springing from the overflow 
of the emotions and from the national and personal desire to 
pay lasting tribute to the lost. The theme is developed logic
ally. "The Pastor of Golden Gate Church" fought the battles 
and reaped the reward that every true man of God is sure to 
fight and reap; but, in telling us of it, the writer pursued almost 
as long a journey as did the pastor. "The King-Maker of 
America" is a well ·developed criticism on the life of Alex. 
Hamilton. The basis of the theme is historical and the appeal 
is to the patriotic. 

We do not believe the first issue of The Bruno-
'I'be Brunonian nian reaches its usual standard. It contains 

plenty of verse, and "The Rhyme of the Street 
Organ" and "Two Songs" deserve special mention. The 
thought in the latter is exceptionally good. We advocate a con
tinuance of verse contributions, for, as a rule, most college 
magazines contain too little poetry. Good poetry is just as 
essential as good prose in order to have an attractive college 
paper. "Psychology Applied to Healing," and "Alcohol as a 
Food" are both timely articles and fairly well treated. While 
we believe the mind has much to do with the physical condition, 
we cannot concede that it cures diseases. In the latter article 
we heartily agree with the author that the way to cure the alco
hol habit "is by teaching [sic] men to appreciate thoroughly 
sound bodies and unhampered minds." "College Boarding 
Houses" was evidently intended to be humorous, but fell short. 
There are bits of humor, but not enough to make the article in-

• 
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teresting. By far the best story is "The Will of the Gods," 
which carries us back to mythological Egypt. The subject of 
uThe Adoration" is misleading. We expected a real romance, 
but were delightfully surprised to find that it was an adoration 
of the uSouthern Cross." 

As we peruse the pages of The ArchiveJ the 
The Archive things which most impress us are the editorials 

on "Writing" and "Verse." Indeed these t\vo 
features of college life cannot be overlooked, and we wish to 
emphasize what the editor has said, and insist that those en
dowed with genius shall use a little "elbow grease," and thereby 
make our magazines more interesting and attractive. Trinity 
College gets out a good magazine, and we congratulate the editor. 

The first article, "The Spain of To-day," is effective and the 
author gives us conditions as they exist, and we note that Spain 
must have "vigorous positive spirits" in order to attain equal 
standing with her sister governments. The author of "Clar
issa'' has evidently studied the impulsive nature of Italian women. 
His description is good, and the idea of "spiritualism" makes 
the story very effective. "Scuffletown" is not as good as the 
others. The author's description of the town and people strikes 
us as being very good. Certainly a "dozing dog unmolested," 
"old men going to sleep in split-bottom chairs leaned against 
the store," "their flap-eared mules switching their tales faster 
than they can do anything else," "while the 'possum dog is to 
them a thing of beauty and a joy forever" certainly this de
scription is typical of a people living in a "sleepyfied sort of 
place." Not less interesting is the article "Some Experiences 
in Novel Reading." The author shows a thorough appreciation 
of Thackeray, Dickens, and Eliot. The verse is abounding in 
true college sentiment. "The Eternal Woman" deserves special 
mention. 

We wish to congratulate The Georgian on its 
The Georgian first issue, as it sho\vs n1uch work and taste. 

The editor is brief in his editorials, and the 
magazine would have proved more attractive if one of the 
stories had been cut out to give space for one or t\vo more edi-

• 
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torials. We note with pleasure the initial article "Heidelberg" 
of the "University Series," which is a new feature. The article 
is interesting and enlightening, the best in the magazine. "An 
Estimate of Rudyard Kipling" is very good as far as it goes. 
The Georgian is a believer in short stories and poetry, but the 
poetry should be more genuine. "Way Down in Georgia" has 
a tone similar to that of Frank L. Stanton, with the exception 
that the composer failed to bring in "the fiddle. " "On the Sa
vannah" also deserves mention. The stories are good, but one 
too many. "Long Trail" is too long. The author holds the 
reader in suspense, but finally the story ends to the satisfaction 
of all. We feel like saying to the writer of "Getting Even," 
"Go it, old man." "The J oily Hangman" did not end as we 
expected, but it is sometimes better to leave the reader guessing. 
The story deserves special mention. 

The 
Cornell Era 

The Cornell Era deserves our highest praise. 
The issue is excellent and contains some timely 
and \veil thought out articles. It seems to be 

an alumni issue. We were surprised indeed to find very little 
poetry and no fiction, but found the reason for this in the edi
torials. We cannot concur in the plan for contributions from 
alumni, for it has a tendency away from college atmosphere. 
But the Era may succeed well with the plan, as the issue at 
hand proves very interesting. "A View of Athletics" is logical 
and we agree with the author in his conclusions. "Cornell as 
a Fraternity" carries the idea that a college man learns as 
much from his upper classmen as from the faculty, if not more. 
It is undoubtedly true that "the three main topics of conversa
tion among college students are athletics, the personalities of 
the faculty, and girls." "The Gymnasium System" and "The 
Educational Value of a Technical Training" also deserve men
tion. But the most thoroughly interesting and entertaining 
article is "A Run with College Foot Beagles," and appeals to 
every college man. We feel that a piece of fiction and a little 
more poetry written by college men would not in the least de
tract from but rather add to the magazine. 

• 
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And now we turn away from the more serious 
The Bessie Tift to the more beautiful. We are always pleased 
Journal 

to read The Bessie Tift J ournalJ and pronounce 
the first issue an improvement over last year. The cover is 
more attractive and the selections show considerable work. The 
articles are substantial and well digested. If there is any gen
eral objection to the magazine, it is that there are too many 
departments, and a place for everything from the "sublime to 
the ridiculous." There is a department for everything except 
the Dormitory. One of the best features is the "Table Talk." 
We are sorry we received no invitation to the "Opening Re
ception," and our mouths watered when we read that "each 
guest was bountifully served with cream." The editorials are 
splendid; let them continue in the path in which they have 
started. The poetry is exceptionally good, and the stories are 
all substantial and worth reading. "The Searcher" is a sermon 
in itself. The note sent to "My darlin' Gwendolin," signed by 
"Tom Peterson," reads as though the author had experienced 
such things in her younger days. The character "G\vendolyn" 
seems just a bit overdrawn. "The Leading of the Brook" ends 
satisfactorily, "and they lived happy ever afterwards." The 
articles on "Dante" and "Literature, an Expression of Life" 
deserve special mention. Give us some more articles of the 
kind. We congratulate you, our sister editors, and trust you 
will continue as you have begun. 

• 
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Rooting as a 
Fine Art 

TI-IE 1\1ERCERIAN 

Athletic Department 

Eow ARD JELKS, Editor. 

Of late years rooting has developed into one of 
the fine arts of the college world. We are al
most ready to assert that a rooter, as a poet, is 

born, not made; however, one may greatly improve his native 
ability in this profession by persistent, conscientious effort. We 
college boys use rooting on every occasion, at chapel, on the 
campus, at political meetings, at athletic contests, etc. But as 
high above all other rootings as the heavens are high above the 
earth is that indulged in at athletic affairs and always the burn
ing questions of the hour are, how much shall a body root, with 
what shall he root? 

Rooting is beneficial both to him who rooteth and to him 
to whom it is rooted. What can stir the blood and stiffen the 
sinews of a college man as following his team up and down the 
side lines, frantically nudging his way to the center of a ring 
of his schoolmates to unite his voice and soul in "Hi Yi Yi," 
"Glory glory, to old Mercer?" It makes one's blood climb up 
to the boiling po1nt with love for "Old Mercer" and the team 
which are at that instant fighting like demons. Even as a 
sweeping prairie fire, it kindleth the enthusiasm of the mighty 
players and with the sides of their intent pricked to the burning 
point they throw themselves into the game with assurance made 
doubly sure that while they are fighting on the field there are 
on the side-line two hundred and fifty strong hearts fighting 
just as fiercely to help them win. 

There might be made three divisions of rooting, lyric, dra
matic, and epic. The first, if we may say so, is that furnished 
by the daintier sex, who at an exciting moment, jump to their 
feet, clap their hands until they burn, and utter those sharp, 
piercing, musical squeaks that only they can produce. Dramatic 
rooting, the rooting of action, is the more popular. Inspired 
by the gesticulations of a leader, the yellers give vent to the 
joy that is within them by jumping up and down in a sort of 
runic rhyme, while the tightly clinched fists beat time, time, 

• 



t 

ATHLETIC DEPARTMENT 87 

time. The \vhele action is climaxed when, between halves, all 
line up behind the symphonic band, march around the field sing
ing college songs, and array themselves in front of the grand 
stand to pay respects to the ladies. Then, as the most heroic 
fonn, we have epic rooting. This is the kind that carries us 
back to the days when our forefathers shot cannon and anvils 
in commemoration of the founding of the American republic. 
We are transported to the days when it was unsafe for a man 
in this wild countrv to venture from his fortified home without .. 
a pistol at each side to be discharged occasionally to rattle his 
enemy. We are carried back even farther than that. We are 
translated to the time of our Germanic ancestors, or even far
ther to the glorious classic days, and, even still farther, to the 
reons of prehistoric ages when we see our leader advancing with 
the battle axe, gory with the blood of our enemies ! 

Mercer vs. 
Auburn 

Mercer lost her first game Saturday, October 
17. The score 23 to 0 in favor of Auburn was 
a surprise and yet not a source of discourage

ment to our men. We realize that we are young in football and 
went up against a team almost tv.renty pounds heavier to the 
man. The score sonnds good when associated with 63 to 0, 
which they scored against us last year, and sounds better in 
view of the victory just one week later of Auburn over the 
University of Tennessee to the score of 6 to 0. 

Auburn got down to work before our men had screwed 
their courage to the fighting point and made a touch-down in 
the first six minutes of play. This seemed to n1ake our men 
more determined. They rallied and played beautifully the re
mainder of the half, holding the score do\vn to 6 to 0. It was 
during this time that Poole made one of the most startling runs 
ever witnessed on a :rviercer field. On Auburn's fumbling on 
an attempt at a forward pass, he caught the ball and started 
for Mercer's goal. The field \vas clear, Poole \vas dashing 
across the yard lines and was now eight yards from goal when 
he was tackled from behind. The J\1ercer men put up good in
terference for him and no doubt he would have scored had he 
not looked around to prepare for a tackle. Then was our 
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chance. The side lines went wild with enthusiasm and the 
players were joyously confident of a touch-'down. An effort 
was made to go through Auburn's line and two yards were lost. 
An end run was then attempted without gain. Then, as a last 
resort, Binion was given the ball to kick and he failed to boot 
it across the line of scrimmage. Auburn then took the ball 
and worked it back up the field. This was our one great chance. 

T he second half opened even fiercer than the first. Before 
our men realized it, Auburn had carried the ball across the 
goal for five points. At the end of the game, they had added 
three goals to the one of the first half. We seemed unable to 
get on the offensive until the last few minutes of the game and 
could we have had a little more time, the chances were strong 
for our making the score 23 to 6. W e were beaten; we ought 
to have done better, yet we did well and are real proud of 
our men. 

The line-ups were as follows : 

M ercer. Auburn. 

Griffith ········-·······-·····---··-·······-····--- center ···-··-·--····-·-····-·· .. ···-················-·· Davis 
Scogin ···············--·-··-····-··-·-···- right tackle ···········--··-···-················· Eslinger 
Gillespie ···-···-·-···---···-···---·-···- left tackle -·--·-·······-·············-·-···-······ Bonner 
Mallary ................................................ right end ·----·--····-··-············-········ Reynolds 
Poole ........................................................ .left end ....................................... Hill-Hartley 
Jordan ................................................ right guard --·---·-····-··········-···············-·· Allen 
Dunaway ............................................. left end ·····-····-····-·····--·············-··········· Locke 
Jameson .......................................... quarterback .......................................... McLure 
Cochran ............................................. right half ................................................ Wynne 
Binion ................................................... left half ··-···-····--··· Hardage-Herring 
Farmer ................................................ full back ..................... F enton-Sparkman 

Mercer 0 
Georgia 11 

T he long looked for game is over. For several 
weeks past all the efforts, all the talk, all the 
enthusiasm has been looking to the Mercer

Georgia football game as the great event of the season. Every 
man in the institution has had his mind and heart centered on 
this game, breathlessly awaiting that day when we should meet 
Georgia and meet her with a team that everybody realized was 
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in the same class with her and a team which had some chance 
of winning. Heretofore it was universally conceded before the 
game was ever played that we would be defeated. We were 
satisfied only to hold them down, but this season we realized 
that we had a team capable of meeting any college in the South; 
consequently we went into the game to work on the offensive 
as well as the defensive. But experience must be reckoned 
with, and while our men worked hard and well, the years had 
not been enough to make Mercer, the youngest football team, 
mature enough to defeat Georgia, the oldest team in the state. 

Georgia received the kick off and brought the ball to the 
middle of the field on the first down. On the punt they carried 
it almost to their goal. When time came Mercer proceeded to 
punt it back into Georgia's territory and thus the punting con
test continued. Mercer would hold her opponents two downs, 
when Georgia would again resort to a punt. This sort of tac
tics was kept up the remainder of the half except when Geor
gia tried for a place kick. She tried this three times during 
the half, but Derrick did not once put it over the goal. Once 
it seemed the visitors had made a touch-down when Woodruff 
made a forward pass to Hatcher. The score was not allowed 
because the ball was thrown across the line. 

At the end of the first half it was evident that Georgia could 
not score except on a fluke. Their attempts to break through 
Mercer's line were fruitless and very little gains could they 
make around the ends. Both sides had resorted to punting as 
the necessary game to play. 

In the second half, after ten minutes of play, Georgia scored 
her first touch-down. Neither side had scored when Binion 
made one of the most brilliant plays of the entire game, passing 
by Georgia's right end for a gain of thirty-five yards. Finding 
bucks out of the question, Mercer punted again and upon re
ceiving it next time, put the forward pass into execution, Bin
ion to Cochran, for a slight gain. Georgia received the ball 
and followed with another punt that sent the ball to the fifteen 
yard line. Mallary received it and as he fell on it, a Georgia 
man knocked it out of his hand. It was recovered by Wood
ruff. The ball was then only five yards from the goal. With 
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three bucks they made the five yards, scoring the first touch
down. Hodgson failed to kick goal. 

Both si·des resume~ the kicking policy and all felt sure the 
score would remain 5 to 0, but the same accident repeated itself. 
Mercer failed to receive a punt which was recovered by Geor
gia on the twelve yard line. It took five bucks to put it across 
for the second touch-down. Hodgson kicked goal this time, 
making the score 11 to 0. 

It was a kicking game from the beginning. Neither side 
could buck through the line of its opponent and plays around 
the ends were almost as fruitless as bucks. The only thing left 
to do was to punt. At times both sides punted on the first 
down, not even trying a line play. 

The line-ups \vere as follows : 

Mercer. Georgia. 

Griffith ............................................... .. center ··············-································------ Lucas 
Dunaway ....................................... right guard ········--·--·-·························· Derrick 
Scogin ................................................ left guard ···········-····-···· ............... Bostwick 
Poole ......................................................... right end ...... Hatcher-Griffith-Maddox 

Salter ···································-················· left end ··························--·-········ Willingham 
Bell ...................................................... right tackle ................................................... Davis 
Gillespie ............................................. left tackle ········-···················--··········---- Franklin 
Mallary ................................................... quarter ··························-·······-········ Woodruff 
Binion ·····························-················· right half .......................................... Newsome 
Cochran ............................................ left half ...................................... Delaperiere 
Farmer ................................................ full back ..................... Peacock-Hodgson 

The manager of our basket-ball team has been 
Basket-Ball negotiating with coaches for the last few weeks 

and has almost secured one. He has also signed 
up games with several of the leading teams of the state but, as 
there are two or three schools holding him off, he is not ready 
to announce the complete schedule. He says things are looking 
good and he believes that with the efforts of the players com
bined with the hearty enthusiasm of the student body we will 
have a successful season. We expect in the next issue of THE 
MERCERIAN to publish the complete schedule. 

t 
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On the Campus 

ULY 0. THOMPSON, Editor. • 

St1te Evangelist Buckbolt7 recently closed a ser ies of suc
cessful meetings at Tattnall Square Baptist Church. The sing
ing \vas ably conducted by Mr. Rogers of Atlanta. Mr. Buck
holtz delivered several addresses before the Mercer students at 
chapel and was gladly heard. He is a speaker of distinct ability. 

The student body in general regret very much Mr. C. C. 
Youmans' resignation as exchange editor of THE MERCERIAN. 

But in the election of Mr. Kiser as his successor the magazine 
is assured of an excellent editor and we may expect some in
teresting comments from his critical pen. 

Lunsford: t(Dr. Forrester, don't you consider St. James' 
Version of the Bible the most authentic?" 

Rev. George C. Steed, who is now located at Madison, 
dropped in to see us during the fair. 

The Phi Deltas have elected these officers: President, P. M. 
Lurdctte; vice-president, W. W. Hollingsworth; secretary, E. C. 
Calhoun; treasurer, R. R. Hollings\vorth; sub-treasurer, R. L. 
lVlecks; critic, C. C. Youmans; censor, C. P. Noles. 

· fhe officers of the ('iceronian ociet) for the month are: 
.President, . A. Lummus; vice-president, W. L. Cutts; critic, 

. E. Mitchell; censor, C. G. Clements. 

Ii reshtnan Baird : " ay, Doc, you ought not to burn that 
grass; you'll make it as black as you are." 

Dr. Bloom: "Don' you min' dat, honey; I duz dis ebah yeah. 
I-Iit'll ctun out nex spring an' be des ez green ez sum ub dem 
freshmen." 

• 
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The Mercer Athletic Association recently elected the follow
ing officers: President, P. A. Duncan; vice-president, W. W. 
Hollingsworth ; secretary-treasurer, N. G. Bartlett; athletic 
councilmen, J. T. Henderson, J. F. McCluney, F. M. Hunter. 
These gentlemen are enthusiastic over athletics and are "fans" 
of alanning ability. 

Dr. S. M. Samuels of Atlanta, who was graduated from 
Mercer in 1901, paid us a visit recently. Since leaving Mercer 
Dr. Samuels has taken his degree from the Allopathic Medical 
College, and was recently elected to a professorship in the Geor
gia State College of Eclectic Medicine and Surgery. 

Professor Brown: "Young gentlemen, what do you think 
is Franklin's greatest invention?" 

Little: "The kite." 

Professor Sellers: "Mr. Bussell, why could not a mouse 
live in a bottle of nitrogen?" 

Bussell: "Why, because, Professor, it would kill him." 

The State Fair was the occasion for the return of a number 
of old Mercer boys, among whom were Messrs. R. S. Rosser, 
professor of Latin and Greek in Riverside Military Academy; 
Fritz Ware, principal of the Gray's High School, and J. P. Da
vis, professor of Latin in Norman Park Institute. 

The Mercer chapter of the Georgia Students' Missionary 
League is actively preparing for the convention which meets with 
Wesleyan College on the 13th, 14th, and 15th instant. From 

t present indications there will be a larger delegation than ever 
before. A good program, including addresses by distinguished 
missionary leaders, has been arranged. The formal sessions of 
the league will be very pleasantly interspersed with social affairs 
given by the Wesleyan contingent. All interests are to be cared 
for by the different joint committees from Mercer and Wes
leyan, and every effort is being made to make this the most suc
cessful meeting of the league, as it promises to be the largest. 

, 
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The different classes have held their elections and following 
are the official returns: Seniors: President, G. M. Sparks; 
vice-president, J. N. Johnson, Jr.; secretary, Ed. Jelks; treas
urer, A. C. Roddenberry; historian, F. B. Clark; essayist, 0. D. 
Fleming; orator, J. J. Watson; poet, J. S. Brown; prophet, 
J. F. McCluney. 

Juniors : President, C. C. Youmans ; vice-president, J. G. 
Gunter; secretary and treasurer, C. P. Noles. 

Sophomores: President, P. E. Lester; vice-presi·dent, Oay 
Binion; secretary, T. W. Tippett; treasurer, 0. C. Baird. 

Freshmen: President, S. A. Cagle; vice-president, M. E. 
Roberts; secretary, E. L. Baskin ; treasurer, C. G. Clements. 

Mr. Watson made the last speech of his campaign for the 
presidency in Macon on the night of November 2 at the City 
Hall. Irrespective of partisan feelings, the Mercer Watson Club 
was organized and turned out in full force to express their ad
miration of this most distinguished Georgian and former 
Mercer ian. 

At the International Bible Conference recently held at Co
lumbus, Ohio, Mercer was represented by Mr. M. F. Roberts. 
He brings back an inspiring account of the convention. This 
was the first meeting of the organization and the results were 
even greater than had been expected. Delegates from almost 
every section of the United States and from Canada were pres
ent, and the earnest spirit manifested speaks great things for the 
future development of the conference into one of the powerful 
moulding forces in the lives of young men. Its purpose is to 
encourage Bible study among college students, and the inspira-
tion given by such men as Robert E. Speer, John R. Matt, and 
Bishop McDowell, will result in a wider and deeper knowledge 
of the Bible among college men. 

Professor Steed: "Young gentlemen, why did Ichabod study 
law after his exciting departure from Sleepy Hollow?" 

Gresham: "He wished to prosecute Brom Bones for cru
elty to animals." 

• 
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PARODY: THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET 

Parody: The Old Oaken Bucket 

c. c. K. 

H O'lu de(J!y to my heMt grow the days spent at Mercer, 
When fond reminiscences bring them to view; 

The mule and the cow that were locked in the chapel, 

The hMd yellow paint on the poor Freshman's pew. 

The Logic, the Greek, and the utough" Sophomore Latin 

Were just the same things that my grandfather knew, 

But he did not have a strong ((Jack" that could help him, 

A alack" that was faithful and carried me through. 

CHORUS. 

The many-spired building, the time-worn old building, 

The grand noble structure that I loved so well. 

The dining-room table, the same solemn table 

Where I pulled tough beef three times every day,· 

The biscuits were cooked in the soft balmy sunshine, 
And stuck hard as rubber wherever they lay; 

The grits and the rice ran a race with each other, 

The cheese was so bold that it started to walk; 

The old ':Yellow b~utter, the white tallow butter, 
The soft briny butter that really could talk. 

CHORUS. 

The old yellow butter, the white tallow butter, 
The soft briny butter that really could talk. 

95 
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By the Way 

"MR. DooLEY" o N THE OLYMPIC GAMES. 

In the October Antericatt Magazine "Mr. Dooley" writes on the Olym
pic games. A brief extract follows : 

"An' there ye are, Hinnissy. Th' Anglo-Saxon alliance has had an-
other rivet put into it." 

uwell, who th' divvle cares what happens to a lot iv young fellows 
in short pants runnin' foot races?" said Mr. Hennessy. "Were ye iver 
an athlete?" 

"I was wanst," said Mr. Dooley, "an' a grand wan, too. But th' more 
me intellect an' me waist developed th' slower become tme feet, an' I 
gie it up. Sure, an' what's th' use iv it all ? It's a good thing to be able 
to run fast, an' I'm as good a practical runner as annybody ye see in th' 
face iv danger. All other things bein' equal, like courage an' shoes, I 
cud get out iv throuble quicker thin that young fellow that won th' eight
hundred meters. 'Tis no fair test to let him wear clothes that he cud
den't dacintly wear excipt in a bedroom. I wear runnin' clothes, mind 
ye, but I wear them inside. He wud be chased by a polisman if he 
wore thim clothes in t' sthreet, but wud he be likely to wear thim clothes 
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if chased by a polisman? We will n iver know who's the fastest r unner 
iv th' wurruld ontil we have a race where ivry wan will be dhressed suit
able f'r th' occasion whin he is pursooed be an insane man with a gun. 
Who iver heerd iv a man th rowin' a hammer sixty feet except at a cir
cus? If he can th row it two feet accrately at a horseshoe he's doin' some 
thing f'r th' wurruld. Boxing is a pleasant exercise, but rough-an-tumble 
fightin's more useful to know. Rowin' is all r ight, but th' question ought 
to be not whether a man with hardly anny clothes on can row in a shell 
with siven other men to help him, but whether he can row a good-lookin' 
girl who is rockin' th' boat in Douglas Park with patent leather shoes 
on his feet. 

"Maybe these here spoorts are good f' r th' young fe llows. They 
must be or they \vuddent be at thim all th' time. But ye can bet that 
whin ye hear a man that's lived to be over sivinty tell ye he was wanst 
a gr'reat athlete, ye can bet he's lyin' to ye. Th' rman lives longest whose 
only exercise beyant '"'hat he takes f'r a livin' is in openin' th' window 
1v his bedroom at night." 

Abel's I->hari••acy 
''BILL, ABEL, '07, PROPRIRWR. 

.Any thing in t he I)rug Line 
PHONE 646 BICYCLE DELIVE RY 

rrsstug (!Tlub 
CAS. EDWARDS, MANAGER 

I am prepared to do first-class pressing and 
cleaning right here at your door, and at a 
better rate than you can get elsewhere. I 
will also do hat-cleaning. Give me a trial 
and patronize a home industry. It's a real, 
live thing the pressing club on the campus 

Clothes sent for iD the morning and delivered same day 
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"They talk about a \voman's c;phere 
As though it had a limit; 

There's not a place in earth or heaven, 
There's not a task to mankind given, 
There's not a blesstng or a woe, 
There's not a whtsper, yes or no, 
There's not a ltfe, or death, or birth. 
That has a feather's weight of worth 

Without a \\oman in it." 

The stranger advanced toward the door. :tvlrs. O'Toole stood in the 
doorway with a rough stick tn her left hand and a frown on her face 

"Good morning," said the stranger politely, "I'm looking for Mr. 
O'Toole." 

"So'm I," said !\Irs O'Toole, shifttng her club over to her other 
hand.-Everybod).t' s. 

H. . Lamar & Co. 
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CoALS oF FIRE 

T he residence of Mark Twain, which is called "Innocents at H ome," 
was recently broken into by burglars, who took all the solid silver ware, 
leaving the plated things behind. Next day the g reat humorist posted 
the following notice on the front door : 

N otice-To the Next Burglar. 

There is nothing but plated ware in this house, now and henceforth. 
You will find it in that brass thing in the dining-room over the corner 
by the basket of kittens. If you want the basket put the kittens in the 
brass thing. Do not make a noise-it disturbs the family. You will find 
rubbers in the front hall by that thing which has the umbrellas in it, 
chiffonier, I think they call it, or pergola or something like that. Please 
close the door. Yours truly, S. L. CLEMENs." 

She handed in a check payable to Susan H . Smcrth. The cashier, who 
was a German, noticed that she had endorsed it Susan Smith, and gave 
it back with a polite, "You have forgotten the H." 

Overcome with confusion, she murmured, "Excuse me," and wrote 
below the endorsement, "Age 23." 
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A boy once decided to keep chicken and to uppJ)' th farndy \\'ILh 

frc h eg . But th bantarn chicken \\hich he bou h t laid tha 
\\ere rni crably mall. So the boy rc ort d to th ~pcdicn t o f han in 
up in the chicken coop a bag o trich gg. \vith the not ice, " K p you r y 
on thjs and do your best."-Sclrool Science. 
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SCIENCE AND TEARS 

WEAPON OF THt: HEROJNE COOLLY ANALYZED BY FRENCH CllEMlST. 

One docs not care to have one's tears analyzed like a patent food or 
medicine and to associate them with chen1ical substances, hut we are 
nothing if not practical nowadays, and every shred of rornance, poetry 
and sentiment is remorselessly wrenched fron1 us for scientific purposes. 

A French journal devoted to rnatters of this kind has been telling us 
not only of what tears arc cotnposed, but exactly the effect that is pro
duced on brain and body when we shed then1. 

So henceforth when we read that the heroine's "beautiful eyes were 
suffused with tea rs,'' that "in a n1on1cnt she was weeping passionately on 
his shoulder ," we shall know that by a kind of shower bath arrangement a 
mixture of alburninoid, water and chen1ical subs tances was let loose at 
the hack of her skull, thus dulling the nerve centers and really givin 
her relic f. 

I lowcver, it docs not sound romantic, and rnere man is likely to itn
aginc that the fai r one is rcal1y suffering doubly when all this happens.
Gctttlewonwn. 

Fred: •'j thought last night as we strolled in the n1oonlight how 
tnuch 1 would like to kiss you.'' 

Freda : "The poet ays, ·The thoughts of yesterday are the action 
of today.' " 
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Special Attention to Tourists 

AUTOMOBILE & MACHINERY CO. 
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Our 11College Chap11 and 
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for Young Men 

cannot be excelled in style, fit 
and workmanship. ::: All the 
necessary toggery to go with 
the clothes. ::: Our prices 
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R. L. CHEEK & CO. 
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Richard Malcolm Johnston 

] OEL S. B RO\VN. ... 

'' 0 Georg-ia we owe another recent writer, Rtchard Mal-
colm J ohnston, whose short stories are -vvidely and 
favorably known,' ' says Ivi r. Pancoast in his ''Introduc- -

tion to An1erican Ltterature." I ndeed tbere are few vvr1tc..rs vvho 
have given so beautiful and so vivid a picture of Southern life -
of the life of the unlettereJ and poor, but, at the san1e tlme, 
honest and proud tniddle cl" ss n1en ; and of the aristocratic but 
sturdy gentr} of the aJZte-bel!zun clays- as \\ e find in the \YOrks 
of Richard l\Ialcolm Johnston. 

He was born in H ancock Count), Georgia, lVIarch 8th, 1822 ; 
was g raduated frotn I\Iercer l Tniversity in 1841, and began the 
study of la\\.. He \\as achnit tcd to the bar and practiced with 
success. I Ie \vas called to the cha1r of English of the University 
of Georgia in 1857, -vv hich position he held until the outbreak of 
the vvar in 1861) -vvhen he entere\.l the Confederate service and 
served efficiently as a colonel in the Confederate army. .A.fter 
the close of the war he established a school for boys at Sparta, 
Georgia, \vhich he later n1oYed to Baltin1ore County, J\1aryland. 

• 
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During the last years of his life he resided in Baltimore, where 
he died, September 23, 1898. 

It was while located near Baltimore that he gained his first 
literary distinction by publishing, in connection with Prof. W. H. 
Browne, of Johns Hopkins, a History of English Literature. 
Previous to this time he had published Mr. Billy Downs and His 
Likes, a work not without literary merit. It was not, however, 
until 1883 that his fame was made secure by the publication of 
his Dukesborottgh Tales. In the same year, 1883, he published, 
also in connection with Prof. W. H. Browne, of Johns Hopkins, 
a Biography of Alex. H. Stephens. Numerous other works have 
since appeared: Old Mark Langston, Two Grey Tottrists, JV!r. 
Absalom Billingslea. and Other Georgia Folk, Widow Gutlvrie, 
Old Times in Middle Georgia, 0 geechee Cross-Firings, Mr. Bill 
Williarns, The Primes and Their Neighbors, PeMce A1nerson' s 
Will, Studies Literary and Social. All these works have attained 
quite considerable distinction, but his Dukesborough Tales \vill 
remain his master-piece. 

Johnston did very little of his writing vvhile in Georgia, but, 
like one of Georgia's most illustrious poets, did most of his work 
while residing in or near Baltimore. But his works are Georgia's. 
They are dedicated to her and are imbued with her spirit. They 
have the odor of her woods and fields, the favor and tone of her 
people; ~'e can hear in them the rippling of her streams, and in 
them we can wander through her woodlands. These might seem 
to one unacquainted with Georgia, like the woods and streams 
and flowers elsewhere; and they are; but to Georgians they have 
a distinctively individnal air that makes them a picture of her 
very self. And not only is the natural scenery hers, but the 
people and their homes are hers. 

The Dukesborough Tales, "dedicated to the memory of the 
old times: the grim and rude but hearty old titnes in Georgia," 
is a fitting tribute to their memory. We are introduced into a 
pioneer, backwoods community, with all its customs and ideas 
and peculiarities, and are admitted to fullest association with the 
inhabitants where we can know all their pleasures and woes, all 
the conflicts and battles in their rude, honest hearts ; and we are 
pennitted to watch them as they develop and become enlightened, 
through the agency of various educational influences. 

I 
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We find a typical backwoods school at "The Goosepond," 
which he characterizes in this quotation: 

"You call this educatton, do you not ? 
Why, 'tis the fore' d march of a herd of bullocks 
Before a shouting drover." 

We n1eet the boys, attired in " roundabouts and trousers of 
hon1e-1nade, walnut-dyed stuff of wool and cotton, sealskin caps, 
and red brogan shoes," and the girls in their homespun frocks, 
and see them Jelving into their spelling books and '"rithmetics'' 
and "jography," with chattering '" hispers- the evidence that 
they \\·ere stud} in g. In those days only the men1ory was trained 
in the schools, and woe unto the boy or girl in whom this faculty 
\Vas not alert, for when they did not know the lesson verbatin1, 
the 111emory was strengthened by some acting in a "circus" in 
\vhich the deficients galloped around the schoolmaster who 
"tapped" their legs as they trotted round; and there were fe\v 
\vho questioned the \visdom of such methods. "Talk of the 
divine right of kings ! There \v as never tnore reverence felt for 
it than the children in country schools felt for the kingly dignity 
of the schoolmaster of sixty year ago; '' and to the parents he 
\vas the en1boclitnent of \visclotn. But J ohnston sho\vs us this 
~~n1e con11nu nity eYC'lving from the crude state of parrot-like 
learning into the n1et hods of n1odern instruction. 

Johnston has given us a record of the evolution, not only in 
the school room, but in the life of the people as a \Vhole. The 
old log houses g ive place to better ones of plank, the dull attire 
of "h0n1e-spun" is exchanged for ne\v brio·ht '·calicos bought in 
\ugu ta" or from a \vagon peddler. C\v and handsotne fur-

niture is substituted for the old hon1e-n1ade, and there is an air 
of increasing refinen1ent an1ong the \Vhole ron11nunity. .A.nd 
though we are atnused at the absurdity of their ideas and super
stitions; at the a¥.'e with which those in authority were rever
enced, ho\ve\·er un\"vorthy such persons might be; yet \Ve almo t 
pity the sin1ple honesty \V hich prompts then1. They are people 
too frank to doubt, almost too con cious of their \veakness to 
''cn tvre to question. There are. of course, some among thern 
,vho are braggarts. at \vhose conce it vve can not but be amu ed . 

• 
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But through it all we are everywhere greeted with a hearty 
cheering welcon1e which thrills us to the heart- the welcome of 
the "good old titnes! when hospitality meant something more 
than the formal and orderly array of silver forks, napkins, and 
finger-bo\vls; * * * when young ladies, even those in love, could 
eat at dinner-tables wtth as good appetites as those with which 
they now eat at cupboards and other secret places; when every
body ate as tnuch as they wanted- sometimes, to gratify the 
earnest \vishes of the hostess, even eating a little more. Dear 
old times, when if people asked people to come to see them, it 
was a sure sign that they wanted them; when people were 
alvvays at home, if indeed they were at home in point of fact; 
* * * when calls were not considered as debts to be paid, which 
when paid, transferred the entry from the debit to the credit side 
of the account, thenceforward excluding further visitatton until 
there was another change of entries; when people visited because 
they felt like it, and \vould not have gone if they hadn't; when 
they carried the children and their knitting and spent the day, 
remembering that they derived as much pleasure as they imparted 
by such visitation;" \vhen "the n1en sat at the spring where the 
pig was barbecuing, and whittled with their knives, and chatted, 
and made bowc; and arro\vs and pop-guns for the children." "A 
country w-edding in Georgia was a thing worth going to. All 
the neighbors \\ere invited, men, \Vomen and children; and most 
of them came. The groon1, in blue coat, buff pants and vest, a 
\Vhite stock, pun1ps, and silk stockings, * * * answers the 
preacher \vith a Yes so loud that you \vould have thought nobody 
had ever before taken a responsibility \vith a greater resolve to 
keep it." A nd the bride, ' 'in pure white all over, looked as if she 
knew it \vas a serious business, but she haJ reflected upon it, and 
made up her mind to go through \Vith it." Then the fiddling 
and the dancing began; and then the supper- turkey, pig, lamb, 
chicken, cake and syllabub- and the only thing that seemed to 
trouble the hostess was that people \vouldn't be everlastingly 
eating. And then the dance again. 

"Blessed old tin1es ! They had their errors and their evils. 
Would that what were some of their greatest goods, the sinl
plicity of their n1anners and the cordiality of their social inter-
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course, could have been found not uncongenial with our 
advancing civilization." 

Like most of the othe r early southern writers Johnston begins 
with an apology for his book: he is writing merely for pastime
because he loves the old times. But his purpose is always a work 
of art and some of his characters are indeed ''-·orthy of our admi
ration. We can easily understand the wild affection of some of 
the rough backwoods boys when we see the " light-haired, blue
eyed, plump, delicious-looking girls" for \vhon1 the passion 
burns. Johnston is a firm, even ardent believer in the doctrine 
that 

"l\lan is but half without \\oman," 

and he has giYen us son1c vcr} realisttc pictures of the 
ron1antic enacttnent \vhcreby the t\VO halves of n1an become 
one. I Ie can sho\v us the strttg'Ylings and longings in 
the heart \vhere the p1.ssion burns_. as vividly and deli
cately as he does the shy and tin1id n1anner in \Vhich first 
love expresses itself to the beloved, in the lore of the heart's 
living but hitherto unspoken language. Xor does he picture the 
shy, all-expressive glances, nor even the fond \vild abandon of 
love's "first fine careless rapture." \Vith greater po\\ er than he 
does the less delicate and less timid advances of those from \vhotn 
former experience has banished the idealistic attitude toward 
the venture, which they never can recapture. But there is no 
lack of delicacy on the author's part. and as vve study his V\'Omen, 
with one of them we would sing: 

uThen here's to her who long 
Hath waked the poet's stgh; 

The gtrl who gave to c:.ong 
What gold could never buy." 

And his men are men of personaltty. \ \'hether his charac
ters be good or bad, for the most part they are strong-. Though 
they may have some fatal \veakness, the) haYe. nevertheless, the 
manhood to make them fight to the tragic end. They are men 
full of southern chivalry- men of spirit and honor. men \Yho 
are proud of living and of the countr) in \vhich they live, men 
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who are brave and true, who love hotne and family and who 
will do and dare all things for those who are dependent upon 
them. 

Johnston is a tnaster of the dialect of the Georgia "cracker" 
as well as of his sentiments and ideas. His style is clear, con
cise, and vigorous. In all his works there is a unity of sub
stance and of form ; and the perfection of his form consists in 
fidelity to his substance. His sty Ie has t'' o great virtues, energy 
and delicacy. I-Iis writings abound in humor and pathos which 
he blends with marked propriety into one. All his characters 
are vividly portrayed ; we feel their every emotion and impulse. 
With phrases aptly chosen he describes their inner feelings so 
vividly that we can almost divine their actions. 

Johnston's stories were not intended to teach a moral lesson; 
he was too much of an artist for that. But his interest in public 
welfare would not let him refuse a little moralizing now and 
then upon conditions he deplores, or a plea, in meditative forn1, 
for improvement of social conditions. 

He well deserves the fame that is his, for to him we are 
indebted for some of our best pictures of the scenes among the 
red old hills of Georgia. Nor can we read his works without 
feeling as Henry Rootes Jackson felt tov.,ard his native state : 

uThe red old hills of Georgia! 
My heart is on them now; 

Where, fed from golden streamlets, 
Oconee's \Vaters flow! 

I love them with devotion, 
Though washed so bleak and bare;

How can my spirit e'er forget 
The warm hearts dwelling there?" 

Johnston loved the old times he has so splendidly portrayed, 
and his love for them has enabled him to interpret them in 
pictures that have become pennanent contributions to literature. 



THE BURGLAR STORY 109 

The Burglar Story 

H. M. DARGAN. 

"Who openeth a Jackpot n1ay not always rake 1t down.'' 

I-IE house was a large one and, like most suburban resi
dences, stood in extensive, well-kept grounds. It n1ade 
rather a pretty effect, \vhite and imposing under the 

silvery moon, but my rest betic sense was not very active just 
then, and I fervently cursed the light, which \vas certainly a 
hindrance to my wicked enterprise. 

H o\vever, I \Yas fully determined not to abandon 111) Christn1as 
Eve adventure, so I approached the building cautiously, keeping 
in the shado\vs as n1uch as possible, and looking it over care
fully to see whether the inmates had all gone to bed. There 
\vere no lights in front, so I stole around through the garden, 
among a nun1ber of neat little \vhite outhouses. large dog 
trotted out of one of them, and tartled rne so that my heart 
jumped into my throat. The beast proved to be a mere puppy, 
however, effusively friendly, and not at all disposed to give the 
alarm. 

This guardian seen1ing to be a negligible quantity, I con
tinued my tour of investigation, but no ray of light was to be 
seen behind any shutter. I selected one of the side \vindo,vs, 
got out my tools, and beg-an trying to force the lock, while the 
dog looked on \vith interest. The fastening was a stout one, 
but yielded at last, and I stepped into the house, very acutely 
conscious that I \vas a criminal in the sight of the la\v. No 
sound could be heard anywhere, so I turnej on n1y electric torch 
and began to examine the room. It seetned to be a sort of hall 
or living-room, very richly furnished, but not with anything 
that could be stolen. Two folding doors at one end opened pre
sumably into the dining room, but they were locked. There 
was also a big staircase, and after a moment's deliberation, I 
extinguished the torch, took my revolver in hand, and began 
to ascend. 
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When I reached the top, I once more looked around and 
beheld with disgust a thin horizontal pencil of light coming 
from under a door directly opposite. Plainly someone was 
awake - an effective obstacle to depredations upstairs. I 
turned to go do\vn again and try to break into the dining-room, 
\vhen I heard a scuffling noise upon the stairs. Son1ething 
bounded past tne and began to scratch and \vhine eagerly at the 
door in front. Before I could escape it was flung open and a 
broad flood of light fell full in my face. In the door\vay 
appeared the silhouette of a tall gentleman, fully dressed, with 
the puppy fa\Yning on him rapturously. 

Both of us were frightened, but I ~·as naturally the first to 
recover. 

"~rhat is that? \Vhat do you 'vant t' he inquired in a trem
bling voice. 

I raised the revolver and pointed it at hin1. "If you make 
any noise, I'll blo,v your brains out," I hissed, in quite the ortho
dox manner. "Your money or your life !' ' 

"All the money is downstairs in the dining-room safe," he 
replied. 

''Then con1e on out anJ shut the door and go on ahead of 
me do\vnstairs and show n1e where it is and keep your hands 
up over your head and don't try any tricks." 

He obeyed these cotnplicated instructions with fear-born 
alacrity. The dog followed him and I followed the dog. So 
we reached the dining-room doors. I had taken it for g ranted 
that he had the key, which was an undeservedly lucky guess, 
for he took it out of his pocket at my bidding and opened the 
door in silence. 

The room was a large one, \vith a long table in the middle. 
The remains of a fire \vere still flickering on the big hearth, and 
against its wavering fl an1es appeared the ridiculous outlines of 
a long row of stockings, bulging with mysterious packages. 
The dog trotted past us and lay down comfortably in front of 
the fire. I turned to my companion and grinned. 

''Obviously there are children in this house, and I suppose 
you locked the door to keep them from finding these things 
before the proper time." 
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"You are right," he replied, with returning composure~ 
uMay I inquire why you selected this particular night for your 
operations?" 

"For dramatic effect," I answered. "Where is your money?'' 
He pointed to a safe built into the wall in one corner. "You 

might try that." 
"What is the combination?" 

I-Ie hesitated a moment. "I think I \von't say," he returned 
blandly. "Bust it open." 

I squinted down the pistol barrel menacingly. He looked 
back at tne with perfect equanimity. "It wouldn't do to shoot 
tne, you know. The noise would wake the people upstairs." 

I paused in irresolute disgust. :rvry well-trained conscience 
tnade no protest to hi5 murder, and there was no reason to fear 
the la\v, for it \vould be perfectly easy to escape for the present; 
and once at home I \voulcl be quite safe from detection. But 
mone; \vas my object, and that \vould certainly be forfeited if 
the household \vere aroused, for I \VOttld be obliged to flee at 
once. 

My host nonchalantly \\ alked over to the fireplace, and took 
a sn1all package out of one of the stockings. 

"This contains a \vatch, I believe, and there are other valua
bles here. Candidly, I should advise you to content yourself 
with these an"l leave the safe alone." 

l-Ie tossed the package over to me. I caught it \vith my left 
hand, \\ alked up to the table, put the revolver do\vn \vi thin easy 
reach, and began to examine the parcel. 

1\ r y companion rttnltnagecl an1ong the Christmas presents. 
"I-Iere is son1ething else," he said suddenly. 

I looked up. He stood beside the hearth. his right arn1 ex
tended. The firelight glean1ecl \veirdly and uncertainly upon 
the barrel of a pistol, pointed squarely bet\\·een my eyes. 

I had often \vorked out the theory of this dilemn1a, and had 
ahva) s arrived at tl:Ie conclusion that the right thing to do \Vas 
to tnake a desperate resistance. But a rnoment ago I had held 
such an unquestioned ascendanc', that the sudden reversal of 
the situation left rne cotnpletely da7ed. Theoretical courao-e 
departed entirely, and an actual terror shook me from head 
to foot. 

• 
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My antagonist advanced to the table, and I retreateJ before 
him, backing off toward the door. Without relaxing his ain1, 
he put his left hand upon the board, and groped about till he 
found my revolver. Then he sighed with tretnendous relief. 

"Thank God !" he said. Then, suddenly recollecting one of 
the established rules of procedure. "Hold up your hanJs !" 

I obeyed \vith g reat promptness. He sank into a chair by 
the table and looked at me a long vvhile in silence. I stood half
\vay bet\\·een the table and the door, in the n1ost absurd of atti
tudes, gazing mournfully at his pistol-hand, \vhich now rested 
in the shadow of one of the stockings. The pupp), slumbering 
on the hearth, whitnpered faintly and t\vitched as if he were 
suffering from a nightmare. The fire flickered gre\vsomely and 
cast a distorted shadow of my captor upon the opposite \vall. A 
strong draught ble\v in through the open door at my back and 
for the first time that night I felt the intense cold. 

"\Vell,'' he said at last. "\Ve are both very easy to scare. 
As a burglar I don't think you are a distinguished success. You 
had better try some other trade: something soothing and une
ventful- running a dairy-farm, for instance, or gathering 
clams." 

"You are getting courage confused \vith presence of mind," 
I ansvvered. "I am not lacking in fortitude, but in quickness of 
thought. You are much that \vay yourself, for you were fright
ened to death at the top of the stairs, but that ruse with the pistol 
was carried through n1ost brilliantly." 

He laughed. ccy es, \Ve are good at thing-s like that- games 
of bluff, for instance. But just at present I am wondering \Vhat 
to do \vith you. If I shot you, I \vould have to go into court. 
If I kept you alive, I \vould also have to go into court. You 
are such a philosophic jackass, and withal so futile a burglar, 
that I am tempted to let you go free." 

"Well," I said, "I think you might do so without failing in 
your duty to society. I will never burgle any more- it is too 
strenuous." 

"There is a ring of sincerity about your remarks," he 
returned. "And if you will swear not to harm me, or make any 
further attempts upon my property, you may lower your arms 
from that uncomfortable, not to say ungraceful , position." 
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I g-a \ e the reqmred promi e, whereupon he calmly put the 
pi"'tol' in hi pocket, \Valked to the \vall and S\vitched on the 
electnc lig-ht. 

'We P<· ~~ed out into the hall, and he opened the front door. 
I coul·d have cracked his head as he stooped down over the lock, 
but ... on1eho,v the temptation \vas lacking. 

The door " .. ung open. revealing the moonlit porch and the 
fro ty -tars beyond. I 'tepped out. and turned to ay o-ood
night. 

Before we part,' he interrupted . ''I have you r pi to! in my 
pos .. "" on. l\1ay I keep it. and beg- you to accept tny O\vn, as 
a Chrt trr a<; pre<;ent ?" 

·'r ... hall be de1tghted.' 

He took the weapon out of hi pocket and handed it to me. 
"Compliment of the season ,. he cried, and slammed the door. 
I looked curicusly at his o-ift and tarted so with surprise 

that it fell from my hand upon the porch. It was a toy cast-iron 
cap-pi-tol ~uch as children u e to celebrate Christma . 

Worth the While 

\V. T. KNox. 

Is it reall·y -zoorth the 'i.Vh·ile
Struggl·ing upu1arrd:1 UI·Z:nnt"ng ne--ver, 
Fles/z and spt"rit warring ~ver? 
Oft ·it see1ns so long and hopeless, 
L esser victor)' £s so eas'y-
ls £t reallv worth the 'lolz£/e? -

Yes, 'tis surely worth the while! 
Tho' the fight be never-ending, 
Flesh and spirit still contending . 
For when Death release shall bring, 
And the conflict sore is past
Conzes reward-'tw£1! be His snzile! 

• 
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Milton's Tercentenary 

Gro. W. Wooo, JR. 

T is peculiarly fitting that the tercentenary of John Milton 
should be celebrated all over the English-speaking world, 
and even in foreign lands, for Milton is not only one of 

the very foremost of English poets, but his life-work was 
achieved under the most unfortunate conditions which called 
forth untiring patience and developed universal traits of noble 
manhood. Doubtless the celebrations which have been organ
ized in England by the British Academy of Letters will evoke 
many noble tributes to the memory of 1\Iilton, and other inter
esting eulogies will be written in the magazines and revie,vs 
all over the land; and it is \vith an humble desire to add our 
feeble, but reverential note of praise that we join in the uni
versal encomium which is going up from the heart of the literary 

\VOrl d. 
To thoroughly understand the great work that l\1ilton per-

formed, we must consider him and his work in relation to his 
age. Though Shakespere had finished his work when 1\tlilton 
was yet a boy, and though the "Advancement of Learning" was 
completed before J\1ilton began to write, yet England \vas reac
tionary and Puritan, and the age offered little promise of a 

genius like Milton's. 
Born in Bread street, Cheapside, London, December 9, 1608, 

of a mother who was noted for her charities and a father \vho, 
irom the first discerned and encouraged his son's talent, l\1ilton 
was blessed with careful, though not indulgent parents, and thus. 
from his boyhood, learned those principles of reverence and 
regard for things sacred \vhich, in his mature work) has touched 

the sublime. . 
Much has been said and is now said, - not, as we believe, 

without some truth,- about the license which should be granted 
literary men, and about a genius being a law unto himself. Be 
that as it may, we need to make no such apologies for Milton; 
for from his boyhood he stands out as a splendid example of the 

-
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principles of noble manhood. \ ·Ve find him at St. Paul's School 
in 1 G20, where he forn1ed a close friendship \vith a young I tal
ian, nan1ed J)iodati, \vhich friendship seems to have quickened 
his interest rn I tali an literature, \Vith the spirit of \vhich hi 
early \VOrks are tinged and \Vhich gave color even to the more 
sublin1e products of his rnaturer aO"e. In 1625 he is at Christ' 
College, Carnbridge, \vhere he began to shape his studies an·d to 
prepare hiJnscl f for the life of a poet to \vhich high calling he 
as pi red even thus young. l I is "1-Iynln on the l\1orning of 

hrist's ativity" \vas \vritten \vhilc at Cambridge, \vhen he 
\vas t \Venty-onc, and \VC secn1 to sec in this the first rays of a 
sun \vhich is to shine brightly over all England. 

Following this, ~1ilton took up his residence at Iforton \vith 
his father, \vhere he spent several years in the peace and quiet 
of a broad and beautiful country of youthful dreams, of \voods, 
mcado,vs and sn1ooth strcan1s, \V here he \Vrote "L' Allegro" and 
"I l Penseroso," in reality parts of one poem, giving a t\vo-fold 
aspect of a \veil-balanced life. Follo\ving these he \vrote " i\r
cadcs." and the complete ma~que "Cotnus." \Yhich has a sublime 
rnoral. Then on the occasion of the ·death of a friend and col
lege-tnate, 1 ilton pours out his soul in ctLycida<;," which .is one 
of the rnost itnpressivc elegies in our language, and ,,·hich is 
suggcc,tivc of that c;ublinlc tone \Vhich is perfected in ttParadise 
T... .. ost." 

1ilton. soon after I .... ycida <; \vas "-ritten, entered upon that 
port ion of his life during \Vhich the n1use \vas for a period put 
aside and affairs of state and church occupied hi attention. 
IIis record as a public servant \vas preceded by a ea on of 
travel \vhich gaye hin1 broader vLion and n1ade hirn a 1nan of 
action. 1 Ic travelled in Italy 7 visitino- Florence, Rorne an·d 

· aplc , and rnceting Gallilco \vhile on hi tour. Returning to 
England in 1639, he began that '' ar upon ecclesiasticism and 
that defense of hric;tianity in the gcrn1s of \vhich he conceiYed 
his uParadise I.o~t." I-Ie ~ervecl under Crom\\·ell as Latin Sec
retary, and "as other,vi<,e tntcr~ ... ted in public affairs; but it is 
not as a stat~ tnan that "e de ire to study fitton. L.atin ~ ecre
taric .. had been appointed befor~ ~Tilton and doubtlc"s \VOuld be 
appointed after him. T a tttr ~ ha·d planned son1ething greater 
for l\1ilton. 'fhe ecrctary' place could be filled, but n1any cc-
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retaries might live and die,- the colonies might change and 
the British map assume a different shape, before another Milton 
would be given to the world) -before another "Paradise Lost" 
would be forthcoming. 

"Paradise Lost," so to speak, creates a new poetry for Eng
land. The hitherto imperfect outlines of a national poetry \vere 
perfected and completed in this great epic. The itnagery of IVIilton, 
the vastness of his thetne, joined at the same time with his vivid 
imagination, which is never vague, the clearness of his concep
tions, the power of his descriptions, -all these, vvith his rever
ence and sublimity in "Paradise Lost," make him the m c)st 
at1gust figure of his generation, and the greatest English epic 
poet, deserving to take rank along with Homer, Dante, Gcethe, 
Hugo and the world's best. 

Milton is the conecting link between the old and the ne\v. 
He sounds the modern romantic spirit, and yet holds fast to the 
loftiest principles of the old. He is a guiding sta r to his gen
eration,- a veritable pillar of cloud by day and a pillar of fire 
by night. His great, patient soul \vaited to be freed fron1 its 
carnal prison, which to him \vas indeed a prison ; but he sp·=nt 
!1is waiting in serving, and if the greatest among us are our 
~ervants, Milton will rank among the first. His waiting finds 
tender ~xpre~sion in his sonnet on his blindness : 

"'When I consider ho\v my light is spent 
Ere half my days, in this dark \Vorld and \vide, 
And that one talent \vhich is death to hide, 
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve there,vith my 1Iaker, and present 
My true account, lest He, returning, chide; 
'Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?' 
I fondly ask; but Patience to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies ;-"God doth not need 
Either man's work, or his own gifts; \vho best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best; his state 
Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed 
And post o'er land and ocean without rest; 
They also serve \vho only stand and wait." 

,. . 
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An Indian Elopement 

JOEL s. BROWN 

'' ISTER !" called a shrill feminine voice in the Indian 
tongue, but the only answer was half a dozen echoes 
from the rocks and \voods, \vhich seemed to mock the 

earnestness of the seeker. "Sister!" again shrieked the voice, 
louder than before, but it \Vas answered in the san1e \vay. A 
maiden with long black hair falling loosely over her shoulders, 
her large, black eyes flashing with excitetnent, and a burning 
blush upon her cheek, \vhich but for her dress of civilization, 
might haYe concealed the fact that a strain of pale-face blood 
coursed through her Indian-like forn1, came lightly leaping 
from rock to rock, do\vn the side of the bluff, pausing on each 
pro1nontory to look and listen. But she heard only her own 
heart-throbs and the \vind faintly murmuring through the trees 
and the canebrakes. Then she \vas startled by a rustle of the 
canes and a n10Yement of the \vild fio\vers at the foot of her 
rocky observatory; and looking do\vn she saw her vvaking sister 
raising her head from her pillo\v of tnossy rock and rubbing her 
sleepy eyes. "\Vhat on earth," exclaimed the seeker in English 
accent, "do you mean sleeping here so close to the creek when 
you kno\v who is on the other side? \\T e have been hunting you 
for the longest and mother is uneasy; come, let's go." And 
they hurried through the gathering twilight to their anxious 
mother. \iVhen they were gone a feathered crest appeared from 
among the canes and a huge form stalked into the swatnp. 

This \vas in the sumtner of 1826, the year after the treaty 
\vith the Indians vvas signed at Indian Spring, ceding all the 
Indian possessions in Georgia to the whites. The plan for the 
removal of the Indians was rapidly being completed. The 
events of the previous year had shown how earnest the "B~g 
Chief" faction was in opposing the terms of the treaty. Since 
the beginning of the \vhite settlement at the Spring this faction, 
led by N apothlepotchachie, called Big Warrior, and Hopoe
thleyoholo, the most brilliant orator of the Creek nation, had 
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been bitterly opposed to all the aggressions by the whites. i\.n
other faction, however, led by General William Mcintosh, a 
cousin of Governor Troup and a half-breed, who had been m-='de 
a chief among the Creeks, were in favor of negotiations with 
the vvhites. The bitterness between the two factions \vas 
extreme, and from time to time during the quarter of a centur~ 

since the beginning of white settlement, there had been several 
outbreaks of hostilities between them. Through the influence 
of the orator the larger number \Vere induced to join Big War
rior. But he had been slain in battle immediately after the 
signing of the treaty of 1821, and since that time the two fac
tions· had been on terms of nominal peace. The orator, however, 
even though he and Mcintosh had met and smoked the calumet, 
was still incensed by the advances of the whites and the friendly 
attitude of Mcintosh toward them. 

In 1825, through the agency of Mcintosh, all the parties 
met at Indian Spring by general consent. The Government 
agents were protected by United States troops and large forces 
of the opposing Indian factions were present. The negotiations 
resulted in the treaty of 1825 which was signed by Ivfcintosh 
and the chiefs of his party. When it was announced that the 
treaty was· concluded Hopoethleoyoholo seized the occasion to 
give vent to his long pent up wrath. He P.lounte·d the large rock 
still seen at the south end of the Varner House- then the hotel, 
in which the treaty was signed- and poured out the following 
Philippic: 

((Brothers, the Great Spirit has met here with his painted 
children of the woods and their pale-face brethren. I see his 
golden locks in the sunbeams; he fans the warrior's brow with 
his wings and whispers S\veet music in the winds ; the beetle 
joins his hymn and the mocking bird his song. You are 
charmed! Brothers, you have been deceived! A snake has 
been coiled in the shade and you are running into his open 
mouth, deceived by the double-tongue of the pale-face chief, 
and drunk with the fire-water of the pale-face. Brothers, our 
grounds are gone, and the plow of the pale-face will soon turn 
up the bones of our fathers. Brothers, are you tame? Will 
you submit? Hopoethleyoholo says No !" Then turning to 
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Mcintosh who was standing \vith the commissioners at a win
dow a few feet distant, he continued: "As for you, double
tongued snake, vv hom I see through the window of the pale
face, before many moons have waned your blood shall wash out 
the memory of this hated treaty. Brothers, I have spoken." 

Truer to his threatenings than to his promises of peace, he 
soon had plans on foot for the dispatch of the rival chief. General 
Mcintosh and his family removed from the Spring to a planta
tion on the Chattahoochee, which had been secured to him by 
the treaty, where they evidently lived without thought of danger. 
But the avenger was on the war-path. The orator chief called 
a secret council and one hundred braves were chosen, at whose 
head he set out in search of Mcintosh. One morning about 
three o'clock the IVIcintosh residence was attacked and set on 
fire. The family was dragged from the house, but the General 
barricaded the door and fought bravely through a window until 
the door was forced. At length he \vas wounded, dragged from 
the burning building, stabbed to death and scalped. 

The summer following these events the Mcintosh family 
had returned to Indian Spring and were residing in the cabin 
built there some years before by the General. Here they were 
associated with Indians of the friendly party and vvith the 
whites who were encamped at the Spring. 

The situation about the Spring itself was now almost critical. 
To prevent hostilities the t\vo factions had been separated; the 
w bites and the friendly Indians camped on the south side of the 
creek, while the hostile Indians occupied the northern side. The 
friendly Indians, and especially the Mcintosh family, were not 
quite sure that they were safe from attack by the other party. 

But this family had suffered considerable disturbance 
recently from another source. Before the signing of the treaty, 
even the General himself had been disturbed and vexed by the 
fondness of his youngest daughter for a chief of the opposing 
party, who had persisted in showing her attention. Since their 
return to the Spring the chief had been attempting to renew his 
attentions. Consequently the girl was carefully watched, al
though she was not allowed to suspect that they had any appre
hensions that she intended to listen to him. Indeed there 
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seemed little reason for any suspicion at all. The ·Jaughters 
had been carefully educated by General Mcintosh in the best 
schools of the whites. The prominence of the General had ena
bled them to associate with the very best white families when 
away at school, and during their stay on the Chattahoochee they 
had visited some of the most prominent people of the state, and 
had become especially fond of civilized life. And since the 
return to the Spring the youngest daughter's choice of white 
associates in preference to the dusky maidens, almost removed 
apprehensions. 

But the Indian village was located on the hill just across the 
creek from the Mcintosh home and the chieftain lover could see 
the object of his affection. Despite the fact that he had been 
one of the hundred braves to slay the General, which he felt 
himself in honor bound to do, he decided to venture an address, 
trusting that she had not seen him on that fateful night. So 
one afteroon as the n1aiden \vas returning from the Spring, he 
met her as he had used to do, but she shunned hin1. Undauntej 
by his failure, the next afternoon as she \vas returning he 
placed himself in her path ; and as she approached he began : 
"Sweetheart, why-" but she dashed by him and fled. 

But those words, "Sweetheart, why-" how they did ring 
in her ears. What was he going to ask? How soft his voice, 
how earnest his accent. Yet how could she love a murderer, 
her o-vvn father's murderer? His awful look that night by the 
glaring light of her burning home- how that look haunted her! 
what a contrast it \vas to the look she had just met from his 
eyes. She heaved a heavy sigh and ran on. 

That night upon her bed she tossed to and fro. All the fires 
that were smouldering in her simple, honest heart seemed 
kindled into a living flatne. Fond memories of happy hours 
with her lover returned, and she longed for these hours again. 
But, 0, between her and their realization there arose what 
seemed an insurmountable barrier. The voice of her murdered 
father seemed to forbid it, the awful light of her burning home 
sent its gleams upon a rugged face and revealed all the savage 
in the soul behind it. Could she trust such a one? Could she 
wound again the hearts of mother and sister, already broken by 
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that death stroke? And could she leave the refinements of home 
for a savage life? exchange a comfortable house for a hut that 
was smoky, dirty, unfurnished; exchange, for a mat of barks 
and skins the soft bed where she nO\V lay; exchange the hand
some, comfortable dress of civilization for a half-sufficient sav
age garb; give up a life of ease for that of a squa \V, to skin 
animals and hoe the corn? Could she leave her native state for 
an unkno\vn and uncertain home in the vVest, with the deporteJ 
tribe? Could she give up the honor accorded to her by the 
\vhites? She could marry a man of \vealth and become a lady 
of pron1inence- but, 0, she longed for those days of childhood 
love again. Her heart was undone. 

The next morning before the sunshine had stolen away the 
de\v she \vas going for a pail of \Vater. She sa \V him again ; 
before he could speak his eyes met hers, still de\vy \vith her 
brief slumber. "This afternoon at our old place," she \vhisperecl, 
\vith a smile, and hurried on. 

That afternoon the maiden took her book and seated herself 
as usual under a tree in the yard, to read. But no sooner \Vere 
all eyes off her than she bounded a\vay to the \voods with the 
shyness \Vith which her race can escape detection. She \Vas 
soon seated at the foot of the bluff between some large stones, 
and in a moment at her feet the canes began to rustle. One 
might have thought it \Yas a \vild boar emerging. But a head 
decked with feathers appeared and a rough, red hand clasped 
hers and pressed it to passionate lips. 

"Love," he began in the Indian tongue, "I kno\v I don't 
deserve this, but-" 

ttl-Iush," she interrupted, "I \Von't hear such." 
''But I-" 

"Hush, the past is forgiven," she whispered gently. 
He kissed her hand again. 

"We must leave Georgia soon, Love," he returned; '\viii you 
go with me?" 

"Yes." 

The happy hours had returned. There they sat planning for 
the elopement. But the keen eye of the mother was not long in 
detecting the daughter's absence and search was begun. The 
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lovers could hear the calls of the seekers; but danger only made 
love more sweet. When the calls were too near the feathered 
head disappeared among the canes and the maiden fell asleep 
upon the mossy rock, with the open book in her lap. When 
found and awakened she returned home seemingly the inno-

cent child she vvas before. 
l'he next morning the whites were alarmed by the appear-

ance of a band of armed Indians. They catne from the creek 
and rode in single file straight to the Mcintosh cabin. It was 
the chieftain lover, accompanied by a score of his braves. When 
the girl saw her lover coming she hastily threw off the habili
ments of civilization, arrayed herself in complete Indian costume, 
and, despite the \veeping and protests of her mother and sister, 
rushed out into the yard, mounted her pony, which was hitched 
near by, and took her place in line behind her lover) according 
to the pre-arranged plan. The party then moved slowly away, 
without a word being spoken, and were lost to sight in the dense 

swamp beyond the creek. 

Eternal Light 

C. CLEVELAND KisER 

Life is no stage whereon day-dreatners play; 
Life is not lived within a single day,· 

The opening bud, the growing grain, 
Are nourished by the 1noistening rain,· 
And, g'r!adually and slow 

Man's 1norning passes, evening comes, and night 
Doth quickly flee,· the eternal guiding light, 

Which beams into this figured clay, 
Makes bright the long continuous way 
To the celestial glow . 

• 
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The Boy and the Girl 

W. T. KNox. 

T was the night after Thanksgiving, a clear cold night, the 
atmosphere brisk and bracing. The soft moonlight lay 
over the city, concealing \vith shadows the bare ugly places, 

softening the sharp corners, making the tall sky-scrapers appear 
like marble shafts, and blending and harmonizing the whole 
city into a delicately tinted mass. The stars glittered in the 
heavens like innumerable points of polished steel - so brilliant 
and cold they seemed. 

In the streets there vvas unusual traffic, heavy trucks and 
vans, autotnobiles, cabs, cars, and carriages all striving, seem
ingly, each to go its own way. Consequently there was many 
a block and the traffic squad were busy, moving vehicles, pro
tecting those who dared cross such crowded streets, even 
snatching some from "the ja\vs of death" itself. 

The Boy, as he vvalked briskly along the crowded sidewalks, 
felt very much pleased \vith himself. That morning he had 
played a wonderful game at quarter, virtually winning the fight 
for the Orange and Black. The Girl had worn his colors, too, 
and had cheered him; and to-night he was hurrying to see her. 

And the Girl? Of course, she \vas ideal- for to every boy 
"the girl" is ahvays perfect :-beautiful vvith the beauty born 
of an inner purity and serenity; good \vith a goodness sprung 
from a nature of wide and ready syn1pathies ; cultured and re
fined because it \vas simply the expression of her pure and noble 
girlhood; talented- ho\v he did love even the tnusic of her 
voice; and \Vithal the tnost attractive of personalities. And she 
had loved the Boy for his clean, straight n1anliness even as he 
loved her. One month ago to-night he had put on her finger 
the engagement ring. 

She lived in an old hotnestead mansion, built long before the 
city became a metropolis, back from the street in an ancient 
grove of elms. Already the ultra-fashionable residences had 
retreated northvvard before the advance of business structures 
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vv hich vvere now next-door neighbors to the big house among 
the elms. 

As the Boy neared the house his heart beat faster, he fairly 
tingled with the anticipation and joy of seeing the Girl. Through 
the trees there came to him the gleaming of a subJued yello\v 
light in one of the second-story \vindo\vs, and he kne\v it to be 
in her room. In the parlor he could see the ruddy glo\v of a 
cheerful fire. It \vas all so \Yarm and cozy \vithin that \vhen 
the Roy "·as opposite the house he stopped for a moment al'd 
listened. Did he hear tnusic? Yes, she was playing, was vvau
ing for him, perhaps d reaming of him as he dreamed of her. 
He looked a 1110n1ent longer and the lights in the windo\\'S 
seen1ed rays of light from her own radiant, \Varm, young per
sonality- beacon lights by which his soul might steer its course. 

He \vas startled from his reverie bv a \\'Oman's shriek, the 
~ 

cry of an anguished soul, of a n1other for her child. Across the 
cro,vded street, atnidst the carts and trucks, he sa\v a baby. In 
some manner it had slipped from its mother's hand and \vas 
standing unconscious of danger atnong the hurrying vehicles. 
For an instant the Boy hesitated ; no one \vas as near as he, 
none had so good a chance to save the child; yet his heart turned 
to the girl who was \vaiting fo r him. It was over in a tnoment 
and aln1ost he fore he kne\v it himself, he was through the jam 
of traffic, h~d grasped the baby as if in a flying tackle and was 
roJl ~ng O\ E. r and over to safety on the opposite side of the stre~t. 
The instant he thought himself safe he thre\v the child into the 
arms of a policen1an \vhom the \voman's screams had attracte\1; 
but before the Boy could regain his feet the horses of a heavtly
loaded truck \\'ere upon him and the front wheels had ro1~cd 
across his chest. 

The \vagon stopped ; the tnangled form was picked up anc 
stretched on the curbing. It had all happened so quickly that 
the "''oman \\1as hysterically laughing with joy at the rescue .:)f 
her baby, and weeping that the rescuer should be so injured. 
But the commotion had penetrated even the walls of the big 
house among the elms, and before the crowd realized it, the Gtrl 
\Vas among them, follo,ved by a servant. One look at the body
the form of her hero, her lover, bleeding and dying- and she 
knew no more. 

r 
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The ambulance rolled up, the surgeon sprang down and 
made a hasty examination. Death had been instantaneous, one 
of the broken ribs having pierced the Boy's heart. Tenderly 
they lifted him on the litter, placed it in the ambulance and 
slowly the black horses moved away. 

The accident hardly broke the hum and buzz of city activity; 
a few minutes later there \vas another jam, the street was again 
crO\Yded. But in a dingy tenement on the East Side that night 
a soft-eyed I tal ian mother, as she tenderly put her baby to sleep, 
offered t\vo prayers to the Holy Virgin, one of thanksgiving for 
the life of her baby, another for the soul of its rescuer, the brave 
young Senor. 

In the big house among the elms the soft light was gone 
from the windo\v, and only the cold, grey ashes were left in 
the grate. 

And overhead the stars still glittered like points of polished 
steel. 

While Diana Smiles 

]OHN s. PRUITT. 

0 h, the gallanf s fond caresses, 
As he strokes his love's gold tresses, 
And ht"s passion he confesses, 

While Diana snziles. 

When the child and rnother waken, 
See thentselves alone, forsaken,
Sad, ah sad, the step then taken, 

While Diana smiles. 

• 

Though love's troth-words still are spoken, 
And sweet kisses giv'n in token, 
And though true hearts yet are broken, 

-SN!l Dt'ana smt.les. 

• 
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The New American Language 

J. s. PRUITT. 

LTHOUGH I was born and raised in China, my parents 
had taught me to converse freely in their native tongue, 
so when I came to America I naturally expected to un-

derstand everything that I should hear. But I was disappointed. 
I found a new language here. My friends who had come before 
me to be educated in this progressive and enlightened land had 
so well improved their time that I found them speaking fluently 
in a language with which I was utterly unfamiliar. It was 
neither Latin nor Greek. Had it been Esperanto, I should have 
set to vvork less hopelessly to master it, for that language, 1 
understand, is both easy and safe. 

But this new tongue-. It seemed beset by perils that vvere 
"something fierce." People were "stung" without going near 
a beehive, and were "rattled" and "jarred" with never a cy
clone or an earthquake. Some were "frozen" in the balmiest 
weather. "Hacking" and "sla1nming" went on in titne of peace. 
I overheard boy" speak of "shooting" and "killing" the profes
sors without any apparent fear of being arrested for man
slaughter. I \vas informed that I had been "busted" without 
having felt any pain. Though I tried my best to "catch on" 
they told me I \vas still "off the track" and virtually a "wreck," 
talking to me as if I had been a train of cars. 

Old, familiar \vords which my father used seen1ed to have 
new n1eanings. "Rocks" and "tin" had metamorphosed into 
"dough." Freshness was no longer a desirable characteristic. 
One \vho \vas too "fresh," instead of being salted or dried, as 
might seem appropriate, was "turned down" (like a lamp, I 
suppose) and aln1ost extinguished. "Rooting" was done in 
"hot air" instead of in the ground as we did in China. The 
word "dandy" had ceased to be a term of reproach, and had 
developed into the one and only compliment. 

Any allusion to "rats in the garret" or "bats in the bel fry" 
\vas considered personal and offensive. The gift of a lemon 
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was no longer the simple thing it had once been, but by the new 
vocabulary was interpreted as an unfriendly act. The very 
numerals had grown treacherous, and a chance use of the word 
"twenty-three" might cause my friends to vanish. I remember 
the first time I heard the word "skidoo"-! was filled with pity 
for the illiterate person who had tried to say "skedaddle" and 
failed. But I was the ignoramus who needed the pity. 

I supposed that "gee whiz" n1ight be a corruption of the 
German expression gewisz, but I find it is pure, college-bred 
American. Once I saw "cut it out" in the humorous part of a 
magazine. What did it mean? I called memory and reason to 
the task of determining. In youthful days of scrap-book enthu
siam I cut out that which I most admired and wished to cherish. 
Evidently then ''cut it out" referred to something precious and 
expressed a desire for its preservation. Never was reason 
more at fault. 

I had never gambled even with poker chips at bridge whist, 
yet how many times after leavjng China was I told complacently 
"you bet." It wasn't meant as an insult. It was only the mod
ern \vay of confirming my statements. 

;vVhat was I to do? Truly I vvas "up against" a proposition. 
But I "got busy," since it was "up to me" and "did the stunt." 
And now that my father has returned from the benighted land 
of China vvhere there is "nothing doing" in this new tongue, I 
"have one on him. Sure! That's a cinch!" 

Childhood Days 

D. B. NICHOLSON, JR. 

Those happy hottrs have passed away,· 
Yet ro~und 1ny heart fond tnen~'ries cling, 
Of pleas1tres past and jO'J'S untold; 
And 1nany a sigh those 1ne1nories bring. 

And nzay God from his plenteous grace, 
Grant, when he S'ttmmons tne to come, 
That childhood bliss n~ay there be 1nine 
In that eternal, happy home. 

• 
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The Stygian Smart Set 

]. L. WIMBERLY. 

(Continued from November Issue.) 

III. 

After a long journey, we had finally reached the Elysian 
Fields, and I had long since regained my accustomed gaiety. I 
\vas very much interested in the men and women dressed in the 
strange outlandish fashions of past ages. Many of the women 
were beautiful and I could not help admiring every one I sa\v. 

":t\ow look here, Johnson," \\'alker said, just after I had 
\vinked at Dido. "This is the sixth time I have spoken to you 
in five minutes. It's got to stop. I'm going to introduce you 
properly into society, but 1nany of these people are not in our 
set. Dido is all right, but she is not going out any. You know 
she is in mourning." 

"V\Tell, how could I tell?" I asked repentantly. "I didn't 
see any \veeds." 

He \vas prevented from ans\vering by the appearance of sev
eral people in the distance. \V e advanced to 1neet them and as 
we came nearer, Walker pointed out Cleopatra, Julius Caesar, 
Henry \ TIII, and Anne Boleyn, \vith a few other \Vives of 
Henry. 

"N O\V look here, Johnson." Walker said, just after I had 
come. "You'll have to coach me in Underworld etiquette. Must 
I call Cleopatra Mrs. 1\iark Antony, or \vhat? And \vhich of 
Henry's \Vives must I call l\'Irs. Tudor?" 

"Oh, I'll introduce ) ou properly. If you make a hit, you 
may be allo\ved to call them Cleopatra and Anne, etc., as the 
case may be. But for the present do not, especially as Henry 
is around." 

A fe\v minutes aftervvards I \vas duly introduced into Un
der\vorld society. Cleopatra \vas the most attractive ,~;oman I 
had ever seen, and I at once felt perfectly at ease with her. But 
in the presence of the others I felt a little a\vkvvard and they 
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doubtless felt the same with me, for, as very often happens when 
strangers are around, an embarrassing pause in the conversa
tion came before I knew what had happened. 

"You look so young, Cleopatra," I said, striving to be 
pleasant. 

"Oh yes," she tittered, "You see I was born young." 
"Isn't she well preserved?" chimed in Anne Boleyn mali

ciously, and then added, "You would not suspect she is fifteen 
hundred years older than I, would you ?" 

"Certainly not," answered Cleopatra, smiling innocently. 
"But it is not her fault. She tried her best to stay young." 

Anne Boleyn tossed her head and switched sharply around, 
as if about to leave. Whereupon we heard something pop, there 
was a sound of things tearing loose, a frantic effort by Anne 
to conceal her embarrassment, and Caesar murmured mechan
ically: 

".A.ll Gaul is divided into three parts-" 

"My dear," said Henry VIII, interrupting, "go borrow Cleo
patra's needle." 

IV. 

A day or so after this tilt between Anne and Cleopatra, the 
Stygian "smart set" had assembled to devise some means of 
making time hang less heavy on their hands. 

"Ah, what shall we do for amusement to-day?" asked Plato, 
as he lit a cigarette. 

"Let us play some of the games we used to play in child
hood," said Queen Elizabeth, doubtless hoping some one would 
suggest "l\Iany l\Iany Stars." "They bring up such tender rec
ollections, you kno,v." 

"1\ ow that's what I call a good idea," exclaimed Julius Cae
sar, eagerly jumping up from his seat on the grass. "What 
sha11 it be ?" 

Sir Walter Raleigh came forward and was about to offer a 
suggestion carrying out Elizabeth's idea, when Caesar answered 
his O\vn question. 

"Let's play Buck, people. How does that tickle your funny 
bones?" he asked, entirely missing Elizabeth's point. It didn't 
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v. 

One day we were sitting in the "Plutocratic Cafe," W al~~r 
and I, talking. As trade was dull and we were the 01;\ly cus
tomers, old Falstaff, the owner of the establishment, came over 
and sat do\vn with us. 

"How did you happen to find this name for your place?" I 
asked him. We had become very chummy and he was always 
ready to talk with me. 

"Ah, that is where I showed my genius," and he laughed 
heartily. "You see, when I first came down here, there was a 
place called 'The Styx,' owned qy a fellow who had run it for 
about a thousand years.. It \vas rather old fashioned and I 
thought I would fit out a modem establishment and get the 
trade. I applied to Pluto for a license, casually mentioning that 
the place 'vas to be named after him and that he couldn't af
ford to let it be a failure, and as a jest I planted a few pomegran
ate bushes in front for his private_ use whenever he needed tJ1em. 
It tickled the old fellow nearly to death, and the day I opened 
up he came down and got roaring drunk by way of giving the 
place a send off. Of course his courtiers patronized me after 
that. Well, as a further advertisement, I went among the aris
tocrats and privately gave them to understand that it was named 
in their honor. They appreciated the compliment and gave me 
their patronage, and naturally the social climbers followed suit. 
This gave me a pretty good business to start with." He paused 
and chuckled. 

"Here, boy !" he called to one of his waiters. "Boy, I say, 
\vake up there !" 

"Yessir, yessir," answered Rip Van Winkle, as he sham
bled up, yawning and rubbing his eyes, Falstaff added, 

"Put some more lather in the gentlemen's chalices, and fill 
me another of the same." 

''\/\There did I .. leave off?" he continued, after we had been 
made comfortable. "Oh yes. The owner of The Styx was ter
ribly angry, and began to run qown the Plutocratic. Had some 
posters made and put up, I believe. 'Come to The Styx for 
Something Sticky,' one of them read, and others attacked my 
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place. I put up some posters too. One of them, I remember, 
read, 'The Styx for the Sticks, The Plutocratic for the Plu-
tocrats.' " 

"What \vas the result?" I asked. 
"Oh, my trade continued to incre2.se, a!1d he finally pnt up 

a moving picture show." 
At this moment P lato and Caesar entered and came ovfr to 

our table. We were about to match for drinks, and having once 
been college boys, Walker and I naturally knew the game. Plato, 
however, objected to matching and so we threw dice for them. 
Caesar's turn came last, and as he rolled the bones he muttered, 

"The ,die is cast- holy smoke, I 'm stuck." 
We went around until each had treated once, and were about 

to start over again, when Sir Walter Raleigh came in. Seeing 
who we were, he started to join us for company. 

"Let's stick him," said Caesar in a low tone as Raleigh ap
proached. But he looked so \vretched that Plato, feeling sorry 
for him, ordered drinks himself. 

"What's the matter, old fellow?" said P lato, slapping him 
on the back. "Cheer up!" 

He smiled faintly and was silent. No one spoke until we 
saw the waiter coming. 

"Now this is what I call true 'Platonic friendship'," said 
Raleigh, when the drinks arrived, trying his best to be cheerful. 
It was no use, ho\vever, and he again became dejected. 

"I have a genuine case of the blues to-day," he said after he 
had drained his glass. 

We remained silent and tried to look sympathetic, kno\ving 
he was about to lay bare his heart. 

"I was thinking of something that happened away back 
yonder before I crossed the Styx. Ah, gentlemen, Elizabeth 
was a glorious queen, but she was often unreasonable and in
consistent. Once, when she went to cross a muddy place, I 
threw down my cloak for her to step on." He paused and a 
faint flicker of a smile lighted up his face. "I didn't mind it 
though, because I had had it charged." And then he added, 
sadly, "It is still charged, gentlemen." 

Then after lighting one of my cigars, he continued his nar-

• 
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rative, wiping his eyes every once in a while on Walker's hand
kerchief. 

"When she saw how muddy my cloak was, she calleJ her 
treasurer to her. My heart beat fast as visions of wealth and 
favor floated before my eye~. Every one held his breath as we 
waited for the words that were to make me rich. Then she 
smiled at me and said, 'Walter, I can never allow you to ruin 
your clothes for me. l\1y treasurer will give you a dollar. Now 
go right straight and join a pressing club.'" 

"Did you join one?" asked Caesar. 
"Yes. Not long after that I was sitting in the garden vvith 

' my arm around l\1ary, Queen o f Scots, and her head was rest
ing peacefully on my shoulder , when vvho should walk up but 
Elizabeth ! 'Sir Walter Raleigh,' she said sternly, j ealousy flam
ing in her eyes. 'Sir Walter Raleigh, vvhat does this mean?'" 

"This?" I said, t rying to smile and appear unconcerned. "Oh, 
this is the little pressing club you told me to join." 

"One of my enemies laughed, and Elizabeth was furious 
that any one should think the joke on her. 

" 'l\Iary,' said Elizabeth, smiling wickedly, 'You seem to 
hate to keep your head on your O\vn shoulders, eh ?' 

"l\fary tittered and I felt like a fool. Then everybody be
gan to snicker. 

" '\Vell, so be it, then. Take her to the tower and see that 
her head is not on her shoulders to-morrow.' 

" 'Ha, ha !' laughed Essex. 'I guess the joke's on you, 
T\.Iary.' 

"This tickled Elizabeth immensely, and the cro\vd went away 
laughing, with Essex the Queen's favorite." 

I spent a few more happy days among the shades, and then 
as my complimentary ticket had expired, I was forced to bid 
my friends fa re\vell. The return trip across the Styx was une
ventful, as Charon dared not resort to any more nefarious prac
tices just then, since the ne\vspapers of the Independence P o
litical L eague were beg inning to make startling disclosures re
garding his methods. 

I 
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The Leading Institution of the South 

Publi hcd by Request of the Asheville Students' Conference. 

UCH is the ideal before the n1inds of the Blue Ridge 
sociation. \~ ith this lofty purpose in vic'v, the founda
tions of this Institution have been laid broad and deep· 

far-sighted and con1prehensive plans have been n1ade for the 
future; and the support accorded thetn by local fri ;»nds insures 
the attainment of this ideal. 

For many years, assetnblies of college tnen and college \VO

men have been held in or near Asheville, Jorth Carolina, for 
Q:hristian conference and training. Atnong then1 are those of 
the Y .... 1. C. A., the Y. \V. C. A., and the Y. f>. :rvi. L nly 
those who have attended the e conferences can fully realize the 
tremendous influence that they exercise in moulding college 
sentiment and shaping college life. Ten thousand n1en in Bible 
study throughout the South are taught by leaders trained in 
these conferences; four thousand men in N1ission study arc in
spired by ideas and ideals gathered fron1 these meetings : four 
hundred men have accepted Christ in colleges this year through 
evangelistic campaigns planned here and through personal 
workers trained nere; scores of men give their lives to the min
istry at home and abroad, as a result of life-,vork addresse<; 
given here; the iaeals of many institutions have been almost 
transformed by the suggestions and inspirations coming from 
the conferences on college problems. In short} these confer
ences constitute a college for the colleges and minister to the 
highest and best in student life. 

Heretofore lack of equipment has forced these conferences 
to meet in quarters inadequate to their needs. Meeting in 
hotels, school buildings, and the like, has crippled and hin
dered the \VOrk of the conference to such an extent that the 
leaders have determined to locate and equip such an institution 
as \vould fully meet the requirements of the conferences. 

Consequently, a tract of land has been bought full \VOrthy 
to be the campus of such a training school. It consists of more 

• 
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1 han a thousand acres of land in the heart of the Blue Ridge 
Mountains, fifteen miles from Asheville and about tvvo miles 
fron1 Black Mountain, a station on the Southern railroad. It 
has now one of the finest forests in the whole Appalachian sys
tem, while lofty ridges, deep caves, bursting springs of peren
nial flow and splendid view points make it a place of increasing 
beauty and a joy to the heart. Across the Swannanoa Valley 
can be seen the Great Craggy Range; the Black Mountain 
~~ange; Klingman's Dome ( 661 feet) ; the Seven Sisters; Old 
Graybeard, and Mt. Mitchell ( 6711 feet), the highest peak east 
of the Rockies. It is safe to say that no institution in the South 
has a campus comparable with this one in point of natural 
beauty.. The numerous peaks, ridges, cones, springs~ and 
strea1ns will be named for the various Southern institutions. 
Vanderbilt Cone, Clemson Peak, Mercer Springs, North Caro
lina Gap, will give a familiar and home-like air to the spot. 

On this campus will be built a large auditorium and admin
istration building, a dining hall, suitable dormitories and such 
other Luildings as may be needed. A lake for boating and 
switnming, and a large athletic field are also already laid out. 

The faculty consists of chosen men of the United States, in
deed of the Christian world. Dr. 0. E. Brown of Vanderbilt, 
is President; Dr. \lV. D. Weatherford, Student Secretary of the 
South, is Dean; on the faculty appear such names as J no. R. 
Mott, Robt. E. Speer; Dean Bos,vorth; Beach, Lambuth, Ancier
son, Murray, and many others of equal note. In addition to 
these, the strongest men in our Southern institutions will lead 
courses in Bible study, personal work, college problems and 
other subjects vital to college men. A Secretarial training 
school will be conducted every summer, follo,ving the regular 
conferences;. other schools will be conducted to equip young 
people to act as leaders in every phase of Christian \vork. 

' 
The student body already numbers nearly four hundred 

men and is unsurpassed for character, diligence and esprit de 
corps. They are the picked men of the Southern colleges, men 
\vho do things in their own institutions and bring all their 
strength and enthusiasm with them. In the class-rooms, on the 
athletic field, and in the mountain climbs, in the dormitories and 
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mess halls, they manifest a spirit of earnestness, of good fel
lowship and of vociferous energy only young men can display. 
The men bring their flags and pennants, they sing their college 
songs, and shout their college yells, in a true spirit of loyalty 
to their Alma 11aters. For a college to win a pennant in some 
of the sports, to offer a startling stunt at the "blo\v-out," or to 
have a splendid delegation, is a great advertisement for the 
school. And the colleges of the South could hardly invest a 
few hundred dollars more advantageously than in sending their 
leaders to this conference in order that they may gain the 
noblest conception of college life. _ 

The plan is no longer an experiment. Twenty-one Chris-
tian, business tnen are backing the work with their thoughts, 
their money, and their prayers; the company has been char
tered under the la\vs of North Carolina as the "Blue Ridge 
Association for Christian Conference and Training." The land 
has been purchased and partly paid for, and a Financial Secre
tary is visiting the colleges of the South to secure funds to 
equip the grounds. Vanderbilt has led off \Vith $1,000.00 in 
cac:h and subscriptions and will increase the amount. Th~ tnne 
has come for Mercer to respond promptly and liberally to this, 
the most significant movement among the college men of to-day. 
Money invested here brings rich returns in lives transforn1ed, 
in Christian methods itnproved and energized ; in college ideals 

elevated. 
The prayer of the founders and promoters is that many · 

young men, like 11oses of old, shall ascend this mountain to 
commune \vith God, and shall come down \vith hearts inspired 
by a new vision, bringing with them a new revelation, written 
not on tables of stone, but in their hearts- men who shall teach 
the people of God and lead the hosts of Israel into the richer 

and fuller life. • 
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In the Editor's Chair 

Library of 
Southern 
Literature 

The most important movement in the literary 
world recently, especially for the South, is the 
publication of the "Library of Southern Litera

ture," the first five volumes of which are soon to make their 
appearance. The work will consist of fifteen volumes, several 
of which will treat those individual authors most prominent in 
our literature. To each of these authors will be given a bio
graphical and critical sketch, and selections showing the char
acteristics and illustrating the style will be given. All selec
tions from poets, orators, essayists and short-story writers will 
be complete, while those from novelists, historians and dramat
ists will be typical and sufficient to give a clear, well-rounded 
idea of the author's characteristics. 

The work will also give a general introduction with a his
torical sketch and complete biography of Southern literature, as 
well as an excellent essay on French literature in the South and 
another on Southern folk-lore. A portion of the work will be 
devoted to a collection of anonymous and fugitive works of 
special merit and charm, ranging from single poems of merit by 
authors not widely known, to legends and traditions, and in
cluding historical data, editorials of historic import, notable 
epitaphs and inscriptions, significant !etters, famous sayings 
and apt quotations, myths and folk-lore tales and various mate
rials illustrative of Southern life and character. Besides this 
there will be a biographical dictionary containing short sketches 
of several hundred Southern writers whose works are not 
widely enough known to entitle them to a lengthy and elabor
ate treatment. It will also contain a series of well prepared 
indexes which are designed to enable the reader easily to 
determine the relative proportions of lyrics, epics, dramas, nov
els, essays, orations, etc., of real literary merit that have been 
produced by Southern writers. 

The work will not be confined to subjects familiar in the 
public mind and memory. Many men and women who occupied 
conspicuous places in literature in their own day, but whose 
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achievements may have been obscured in the flight of time, will 
be given due consideration and their memories rescued from the 

danger of forgetfulness. 
The books will be of the highest standard mechanically. 

They will be illustrated by a series of photographs of the most 
prominent authors and all possible pains \Vill be taken to tnake 
the volumes of artistic proportions. 

The project is under the supervision of men who have 
p-roved their ability. They are men of national prominence and 
among them are some of the leading educators) statesmen and 
men of letters of the SouthJ vvhich assures excellent manage-

ment and competent editorship. 
We consider this an epoch n1aking movement in our South-

ern, if not in our national literature. Heretofore only make
shift oollections have been made. But the present work reaches 
back even to the fragmentary beginnings and lays a sure foun
dation on which it is hoped will be built an anthology worthy 
of its field. The opulence, the charm, the delicacy of manner, 
and the rugged vitality and vivacity which have animated our 
Southern writings of three centuries should not be lost to art. 
And their compilation is a needed monun1ent to the unique tra
ditions and fine spirituality of our Southern country. 

College has often been referred to as a place 
Privileges of a apart. This certainly seems to be the attitude 
College Boy of the college man toward it. There are always 
certain privileges accorded to the college student that no one 
else seems to enjoy. The license vvith which the college boy 
gives vent to his spirits would be disallowed in any other person 
and any one attempting it would be branded as a lunatic or a 
fanatic or a disturber of public peace. But the college man is 
a citizen of his own little world, the social customs and manners 
of which he may with impunity impose upon the world outside 

his own. 
It is difficult for those out of sympathy with him to under-

stand his attitude and actions. And it is equally difficult to 
understand the 1 icense he is sometimes allowed -or rather 
\vhich he sometimes takes. His attitude is more easily under
stood \vhen one considers his environment. Held by his ·duties 
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largely apart from the rest of mankind, engaged in work which 
calls the imagination into play and the confinement of which 
makes him restless, breathing an atmosphere that is brisk and 
bracing and calculated to kindle enthusiasm, his spirit becomes 
buoyant; hence the ardor \vith \vhich he enters into every under
taking and his bohemian attitude to\vard things outside. 

Fortunately for himself he seems able to impress upon the 
\vorld the right he claims to the license he enjoys. Girls accept 
\vith half-veiled delight, flirtations at which they would be posi
tively indignant if they came from any other source ; public 
authorities permit and society in general seetns to enjoy pranks 
from him \vhich other,vise would be considered an outrage; he 
himself does and says things \vith perfect good g race on the 
can1pus, \vhich in life outside the ''pale" would not be tolerated 
even by himself. It is a contagious spirit and even one who has 

• 
been imbued vvith it most strongly cannot keep it when once 
removed from the fountain of his inspiration, but pines over his 
departed college days as the poet in ''Faust" over his departed 
youth: 

''Then give me back that time of pleasures, 
\Vhen yet in j oyons youth I sang; 

When, like a fount, the thronging measures 
Uninterrupted gushed and sprang!'' 

Almost every man \Vho attends college plays the part of a 
Dr. Jekyl and 1\Ir. Hyde. Before he comes her e he is probably 
1-Ir. Hyde, while here he is Dr. J ekyl, \vhen he returns to the 
\vorld he reassumes his old self and is l\1r. Hyde again. But 
while he is imbued \vith the college spirit he cannot but feel 
about himself somewhat like the Norvvegian professor who said 
to his pupil: "God made no end of Frenchmen, Germans, and 
Englishn1en, but made only a fe\v T or~1egians, because the stuff 
was too precious." 

These are happy hours ; yet are they like a dream which dis
solves at \vaking, for the r eturn of \Vhich rapture one yearns. 
Perhaps college men need only to be reminded not to go too far 
in their enthusiasm, lest they should tread too heavily upon 
some from whom may have flown the devvy fragrance and the 
lovely colors of the davvn. 
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A College 
Annual 

THE MERCERIAN 

1\fovements are now on foot among the student 
body and faculty of Mercer to reestablish the 
publication of a college annual. For several 

years this has been allo\ved to lapse. But J\Iercer does not pro
pose to be behind the leading institutions in anything. A college 
annual under the nan1e of l(inetoscope vvas formerly published 
at ~Iercer, and this 'vi11 probably be the title of the ne\v publi
cation. The moven1ent has not yet taken definite shape, but the 
student body is ethusiastic over the matter and at an early date 
an organization will be made and officers charged \vith the man
agetnent of the annual will be elected. We \vould urge that 
such an organization be made as early as possible so that the 
editors \vill have ample time for thorough and careful prepara
tion of every detail of the \Vork. 

i\othing 'vill be spared to make the annual one of the very 
best. Efforts are being n1ade to get as large a collection as 
possible of the annuals of other colleges, as 'vell as the back 
numbers of the Kinetoscope for the purpose of comparison, in 
order that \Ve may g ive our annual this year all possible range 
and variety and embody in it all the modern methods and ideas. 
\Ve feel sure that 'vith proper tnanagement an annual \vill mean 
quite a great deal to l\1ercer and we hope that the students will 
get properly behind the movement. 

Mr. Griffin's 
Resignat!on 

vV e feel the keenest regret as \Ve chronicle the 
resignation of l\Ir. Charles 1\L Griffin from the 
position of Business l\fanager of TIIE 1\IERCE

RL\X. 11r. Griffin has been forced to 'vithdra\v fron1 college on 
account of serious trouble \vith his eves. Thev have been in 

J ~ 

bad condition during the entire term, but he has retnained in 
college hoping for their improvement. At length hovvever he 
has been forced to withdraw. 

There are few men in the university whose withdrawal 
\Yould have caused keener and more general regret than that 
of Mr. Griffin. I-Ie vvas active in every phase of college life. 
During his first ) car in college he was a metnber of the football 
teatn and also assistant n1anager of the team. He has repre
sented the Phi Delta Literary Society in t\VO inter-society debates 
\vith credit to hitnself in both. During last year he \vas Assist-

.. 
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ant Business Manager of THE MERCERIAN and his efficient 
services in that capacity secured his election as Business Mana
ger for this year. He has conducted the work with energy and 
efficiency and leaves the magazine upon a firm financial basis. 
None perhaps regret his resignation more keenly than do the 
staff of THE l\1ERCERIAN. 

1\fr. Griffin has returned to his home in Savannah, where he 
will remain until his health is recovered. He will then enter 
the Y. M. C. A. work as Secretary and will probably be located 
in Atlanta. We wish for him a speedy recovery. 

l\Ir. Griffin is succeeded as Business Manager of THE MER
CERIAN by Mr. J. T. Henderson, who was his competent assist
ant. Mr. Henderson is thoroughly qualified for the position 
and well acquainted with the work, and we are assured of good 
business managen1ent under his direction. 

\ Ve are glad to record, just as we go to press, the choice of 
Mr. ]. R. Brown, to succeed l\Ir. Henderson as Assistant Busi
ness l\Ianager of THE }1ERCERL\N. 

Books and Authors 

H. M. DARGAN. 

THE L EADERSHIP OF I(IPLING. 

The preeminence of Rudyard Kipling in English letters 
to-day is almost uniYersally admitted. His widespread popu
larity is well attested by the great sums which publishers are 
willing to pay for his work; and the influence of his manner and 
philosophy upon other writers can be felt in the magazine 
stories and poems of every month. He is one of the few living 
British authors who is equally well known in all of the great 
Anglo-Saxon nations, and whose writings have been exten
sively translated into other literary languages. 

The chief cause of this reputation is his powerful masculine 
personality. It is always as a man first, and an artist afterward, 
that he impresses himself upon us. As some one says of Shak
spere, he considers courage the fir~ of virtues; and this manly 
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philosophy of life is the dotninant note in everything he \Vrites. 
The vice and virtue, the strength and \veakness of his characters 
arc all tneasured by the heroic standard, and if \VC find in hin1 
so tnuch adtniration for the good qualities of primitive hu
manity, it is natural that he should also have a \vide sytnpathy 
for the evil. I ipling is a hutnanist- no abstract philosopher 
or effen1inatc tnisanthropc, but a tnan an1ong men, full of 
intense love and interest for his fello\\·s. 

It is not often that ,,-e find the practical qualities of a man 
of action allied \vith the delicate temperan1ent of an artist. Kip
ling has haJ tnany in1itators in his branch of ''The ciencc of 
the Aspects of Life," but none of his disciples have realized 
that it is a laborious and minute technique 'vhich makes artistic 
the horrors of war, or the pranks of soldiers and schoolboys. 
Kipling is n1uch n10re than an observer- he is a craftsman, be
lieving finnly in the glory and necessity of art, and adoring 
''The True Ron1ance" '" ith an almost idolizing faith. 

He is a patriot of a peculiar kind. He is not a Briton, but 
an English Itnperialist- a citizen, not of one island in the 
"'\.tlantic, but of dotninions on \vhich the sun never sets. He 
has an inordinate pride and confidence in the Anglo-Saxon race, 
and since his love of courage leads him to concsider \Var the 
noblest of trades, he thinks that the po,ver of that race should 
be unhesitatingly extended by arms. In nearly all of his books 
the British soldier is the most prominent figure. 

Kipling is best kno\vn as a poet and short-story \Vriter. He 
has \vritten fe\v novels, and, \vith the exception of "The Light 
That Failed, ' they do not sho\v him at his best. But he is one 
of the greatest short story \vriters alive to-day, for he possesses 
the po\Yer to comprehend and depict character, the instinct for 
clran1atic structure, and a masterly control of style. The final 
test of a short story, as of a play, is whether or not it can destroy 
the self-consciousness of its would-be critic, and get him thor
oughly absorbed in the sayings and doings of its characters. 
This pO\Yer, or "grip" as it is called in literary slang, is one of 
I(ipling's finest qualities. 

The group of stories \vhich center around 11ulvaney, O r-
theris and LearO) d, three privates in Her ~fajesty's Indian 
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arn1y, contains some of the most entertaining tales he has yet 
\Vritten. These three heroes commit some of the most outrag
eous pranks that were ever known, and yet the "blessed luck 
av the British artn y" al\vays brings them through in safety. 
"The T aking of Lungtungpen" describes how they capture an 
Indian village, under singular circumstances and in very singu
lar uniform. In "The Incarnation of Krishna Mulvaney," that 
irrepressible Irishn1an becomes intox icated and journeys in a 
sedan-chair to a H indu temple, where all the worshippers be
lieve him to be the god. In "My Lord the E lephant" he has a 
complicated series of adventures \vith a mad elephant. There 
are over a dozen of these yarns, describing the "stupenjus per
fo rminces," 2s lVI ulvaney says, of these three musketeers. 

Another well-kno\vn group of stories is that in "The Jungle 
Book'' ,\·hich deals with ~Io,vgli. T he objection is sometimes 
brought against his other Indian tales that they are mere pho
tographs of "things as they are," and show no real power of 
imagination in their author. This accusation \vill not hold good 
against the adventures of Mo,vgli, for unless K ipling was him
self raised in the \vilderness with a \volf for a foster-mother 
( like Romulus and Remus) he could scarcely have kno,vn \vhat 
\VOuid be the life of a boy under such condit ions. One of the 
best of these stories is "The King's Ankus/' in which Mo-vvgli 
and his fr iend Bagheera, the black panther, follow the trail of 
111en carrying a je\velled elephant-goad through the forest, and 
see ho\v they kill each other for the sake of possessing such a 
thing- '\vhich is not good to eat," as I\Iowgli said. 

T he scenes of probably one-half of his books are laid in 
India. No man has ever relied more on local colo r to produce 
his effects, nor make more vivid and interesting the life and 
customs of the queer country he describes. To many of the 
readers of "Plain Tales from the H ills" Simla is more real than 
Paris or London , and the organization of the British army bet
ter known than that of our own. 

K ipling's earlier stories are his best , for nearly all of his 
present vvork has the defect of obscurity. H e used to \vrite a 
plain, unvarni~hed, straightfor\vard English that should be the 
admiration and model of story-tellers, but lately he has become 
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round-about and subtle, with a great fondness for all sorts of 
technical expressions, utterly meaningless to the average reader. 
The explanation possibly is that the occupation of poet and 
prose writer are incotnpatible, and that the cultivation of an ear 
for ornate and resounding rhythm which has won him so unique 
a place in English verse, has injured the simplicity and plot
building skill which made him a teller of tales. 

"Barrack-Room Ballads" is the book which first brought him 
fame. It contains much well-known verse, such as "Danny 
Deever," "Gunga Din" and "Mandalay." Some stanzas of the 
latter may serve as specimens of Tommy Atkins' muse: 

"By the old Moulmein Pagoda, lookin' eastward to the sea, 
There's a Burma girl a-settin', and I know she thinks of tne; 
For the \Yind is in the palm-trees, and the temple-bells they say: 
'Come you back, you British soldier; come you back to 11andalay.' 

Come you back to l\Iandalay, 
vVhere the old Flottlla lay: 
Can't you 'ear their paddles chunkin' from Rangoon to l\1andalay? 
On the road to Mandalay. . . ." 
vVhere the ft. yin' -fishes play, 
An' the dawn comes up like thunder outer China 'crost the Bay! 

'Er petticoat was yaller an' 'er little cap \¥as green, 
An' 'er name was Supi-ya,\·-lat, jes' the same as Heehavv's Queen, 
An' I seed her first a-smokin' of a whackin' \vhite cheroot, 
An' a-wastin' Chnstian kisses on an 'eathen idol's foot: 

Bloomin' idol made o' mud-
Wot they called the Great Gawd Budd-
Plucky lot she cared for idols \Yhen I lo sc;ed 'er where she stud! 
On the road to Mandai 'ly. . . . " 

and so on, for many tuneful stanzas. 
Absolutely new as this kind of thing \vas \vhen it first ap

peared, the later poems show a more sustained group of rhythm 
and technique. Like most writers, Kipling was n1ore direct and 
vigorous in youth, more polished and certain of effect in ma
turity. When he first began to write, he had a liking for flip
pant epigrams, such as the follo,ving: 

"A \voman ic.; only a woman, but a good cigar is a Smoke!" 

. l 
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"My Son, if a maiden deny thee and scuffiingly bid thee give o'er 
Yet lip meets with lip at the last-ward- get out! She has been there 

before, 

They are pecked on the ear and the chin and the nose who are lacking 
• in lore." 

"Four things greater than all things are,
W omen and Horses and P ower and War." 

In his soberer years he has largely outgrown this stain of 
cynicism (though he wrote "The Vampire" not so long ago) 
and taken on more of the true poet's tone of prophet and 
teacher. He has many mannerisms and a singular vocabulary, 
but there is no ·doubt of the picturesqueness and melody of 
much of his verse. He is at his best when he \vrites of such 
subjects as the longing for travel, that "Wanderlust," as the 
Germans call it, which fills the hearts of tramps and globe
trotters. 

"You have heard the call of the off-shore wind 
And the voice of the deep-sea rain ; 
You have heard the song. How long-ho\v long? 
Pull out on the trail again ! 

The Lord knows \vhat we may find, dear lass, 
And The Deuce knows what \Ve may do-

But '' e're back once more on the old trail, our O\vn trail, the out trail, 
v\"" e're down, hull dO\Vn, on the Long Trail-the trail that is ahvays 

new!" 

"The Recessional," "The White l\1an's Burden," "The True 
Romance," and "When Earth's Last Picture is Painted" are 
among- the best known of his serious poems. The last-named 
is perhaps as fair a representative as we can find of the per
sonality, philosophy and art of Rudyard Kipling. 

"When Earth's last picture is painted and the tubes a re twisted and 
dried, 

\Vhen the oldest colors haye faded, and the youngest critic has jied, 
\Ve shall rest, and, faith, ' "e shall need it-lie down for an ceon or two, 
Till the I\Iaster of All Good Vvorkmen shall put us to \vork ane\v. 
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And those that were good shall be happy: they shall sit tn a golden 
chair; 

They shall splash at a ten-league canvas with brushes of camel's hair; 
They shall find real saints to draw from- :tvlagdalene, Peter, and Paul; 
They shall work for an age at a sitting and never be tired at ajl ; 

And only the Master shall praise us, and only the Master shall blatne; 
And no one shall \\Ork for money, and on one shall \vork for fame, 
But each for the joy of the working, and each, in his separate star, 
Shall dra'v the Thing as he sees It for the God of Things as They are!" 

... 

T he University 
of V irginia 

Exchanges 

c. CLEVELAND KISER. 

The first November ~exchange to reach us is The 
University of Virginia 1.11 aga:;ine) which is very 
attractive, and contains some good stuff. There 

is quite a variety of selections, prose and poetry. "T'he Song of 
the Sea" and "Earth's Favored" are especially good; the theme 
in the first is the better of the two. The Sea relates its history 
and finds it hard to yield to the fact that there is a greater Law 
than it. Especially do we like the line: 

• 

"And I n1irrored the great stars \vhirling in the firmament subhme,-" 

In "The Luvircynghate" we find a good moral : that when 
we are about to achieve a success \Ve ofttitnes become so excited 
and careless as to tnake a failure. In this story an old scientist 
had secured a large and valuable laboratory; \vhen he died he 
left it to a young student at the University of Berlin. Upon 
taking charge of the laboratory the student found among some 
papers a secret process by which costly gems could be made, 
but the "Luvircynghate," which resembled a large beetle, was 
not to be touched. As the red powder poured over the bug and 
the dull liquid dropped seven drops in the cane, a beautiful ruby 
was made. Just as the young student was rejoicing over his 
good fortune, he accidentally grabbed the bug, \Vhich sent a 
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poison into hi sy tern, and he \vas found dead the next day. 
The story is out of the ordinary and \vas greatly en joyed. 

In ''The Eyes of Thais" it hardly eem probable that a 
chorus girl \YOuld \Vander fiye miles from the "footlights." The 
article on "Pinero's Dramas'' is \vell \vorked up, but \Ve cannot 
alto~ether agree to the conclusion dra\\~. If \ve are to have a 
stage, "the simple love story" is best for the majority of its 
patron . 

\\'e are disappointed in the T~Vi11throp College 
Winthrop 
College Journal J Ollrnal. The outside is very attractive, but this 

· cannot be said of the inside. The Exchange 
Editor has criticised another tnagazine for being filled with 
"heavy articles:,, \Ve readily see frotn the contents that the Win
throp Journal is no believer in "heavy articles." The material 
is entirely too light. ... gooa college magazine should contain 
a variety of thing , and ,,.e suggest that the J ounzal \VOrk up 
son1e good, substantial articles. It is not difficult to tell from 
the Journal \\·hat month it is, for the strain of Thanksgiving is 
kept up all the \vay through. 

Of the yerse, "Con1plaints'' and "Fire Pictures" should 
receive special mention. In the first \Ve have a complaint from 
the Freshmen, ophomores, Juniors, and Seniors, anJ the idea 
is a very unique one. Considering the poetic feature. the latter 
poem is by far the better. \\r e should like to quote it all, but 
for lack of space quote only the opening lines : 

'"'The fire is slowly dying, 
The flames have hushed their roar; 
It seems they're ~oftly sighing, 
They leap and dance no more." 

The only essay of note is "The Case of Sidney Lanier," 
\\'hich contains a beautiful tribute to our beloved Georgia poet. 
\\ .. e, too, might ask the question 'vhy it \vas God should have 
besto\ved so many talents on such a feeble frame. In the stories 
the most noticeable feature is the negro dialect, especially in 
"His Spanish Grandmother." "Rob's Thanksgiving" and 
"Thanksgiving Rants" deserve special mention. We would 
suggest a fe\v more substantial articles. 
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Fourth Generation'' the moral is \veil brought out in the letter 
fron1 the deceased mother to her only daughter, \vho has just 
receiYed a proposal fron1 the son of her tnother's lover, rejected 
because he \Vas not a ''manly man." ''If you love him, who
eYer he may be, marry hin1, dear. But little girl, lov6 no man 
unless you kno\v that he is a manly man." 

The article ''The Purpose in College Life" deserves special 
mention, and \Ye '' ould suggest that The J;V es!C)'GH give us a 
fe\v more similar selectionc;. The climax is reached \vhen the 
author tells us that "Students should study for the love of their 
\Vork, and not for the idea of tnaking a brilliant recitation." 

The poetry is Yery good, and \Vith the permission of the 
author, '' e \vish to give belo\v t\VO verses \vhich have a deci
·dedly optimistic tone : 

Harvard 
Monthly 

• 

'' -~" through a rift in the lowering clouds, 
I catch a glimpse of the blue; 
So in the darkness of despair 
There will be one that's true. 

It matters not how long or fierce 
The threatening storm may be, 
Sometimes the leaden clouds will drift 
And leave the blue to me" 

\\re do not exaggerate when we say that the 
Harvard 111 onthly is one of the best magazines 
received by us this month and is a magazine 

\VOrth reading. 1\ ot only does it present an attractive appear
ance outside, but its contents are equally as attractive and inter
esting. v\' e are surprised to notice the absence of Athletic and 
Exchange Deparments. \\Thy leave these out? It is by means 
of such departments that \Ye get an insight into the college 
itself. The article entitled "Student Guiding at Harvard" only 
increases our desire to kno\v more about this great American 
university. 

The tnost distinctive feature of the j oumal is the quantity 
and quality of its verse, and \Ye congratulate the editor on this 
fact. The themes of the poetry, \Ve are glad to note, are dif
ferent from the usual love lyrics and "autumn days." Almost 
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every November magazine contains son1ething pertaining to 
these. "The Monk" is by far the best. The then1e is splendid 
and brings out the idea that religion is not seclusion, but asso
ciation \vith our fellowmen: 

('Peace in the world? 
It hath no peace. The hours \Ve name rest 
Are but false truces 1n life's noisy war. 
* * * * * * Shall I return again 

To man's dread war with man; return to sink 
Through earth's red mire to the pit of Hell? 
Thou who wouldst tetnpt me from this holy place 
And foul me with life's touch, thy words are vain, 
Prophet of Hell, my Master Christ, a way!" 

The thought is not original, but it has been very artistically 
framed. 

Of the prose "The Medomac" deserves special mention. It 
is a rather long but interesting narrative of a fated vessel and 
its infamous captain. Is it true to life? 

William and 
Mary Literary 
Magazine 

\Ve are sonle\vhat disappointed in the W illia1n 
and lvf atr)' Magazine. There is enough quantity 
but not enough quality. The most Jistinctive 

features are the frontispiece and the drawings at the heads of the 
several departlnents. The one at the head of Exchanges is 
especially good, but the one heading Alumni Notes should be 
at the head of Athletics o r divided. There is a lack of verse, 
and the prose is below the standard. 

The plots to the stories are too fatniliar, and not as artistic 
as \Ve feel they should be. The essays are very good, and the 
one on Henry VIII would, \ve think, have proved more inter
esting had the author chosen one phase of the king's life. The 
theme of the aricle seems to be summed up in the words: ''the 
hardness of Henry's heart.'' In it the author has clearly 
brought out the character of the old fellow in his home and 
relig ious life and in royal affairs, which is all g iven us in his
tories. Had he confined hitnself to a few incidents from his 
domestic affairs, we believe the article would have been more 
appreciated. As far as form is concerned, it is the best in the 
magazine. We believe the ' i\Tilliam and l\1ary College is capa
ble of g iving out better stuff. 

; 
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We acknowledge with thanks receipt of the following: 
Black and c :otd, Orange and Blue, Mississippi C allege Magar 
::ine, Rando'lPh-M aeon M onthl'}', University of North Carolina, 
The Acorn, Chimes of Shorter College, The Ga·milicad, Th'eJ. 
Carolinian, Fleur-de-Lis, Clemson College Chronicle, Univer
sit'Y of V Vrginia iii a·gazine, The Wesleyan, Wintlvrop C allege 
Journal, H11trvatYd 1'1-fonthly . The Georgian, Wake Forest Stu,... 
dent, DfJil!idson College Magazine, The Fwnnan Echo, The 
Journal, Wafford College J ozmzal, The Redwood, The Crite
rion, Brenau Journal, The Weekly Spectrztm, Florida Pennant, 
Andrew College Journal, C11trh'sle Arrow, The Brunonia.n, The 
Student, Crimson-White, The High School Student, College 
Reflector, The Trinity Archive, University Life, Th e Collegian, 
William and .M ar'Y, The Oracle, Emory Phoenix, ~M eM aster 
University Monthly, 111 anslie! d Collegian, Columbia M onthry, 
The Messenger. 

Athletic D epartment 

E D\V .. \RD } ELKS, Editor . 

All values are g reat or stnall only as compared \vith son1e
thing else. A foot is large as compared with an inch and st11all 
when measured with a mile. A peck of peas is a Iaro-e quantity 
when put by the side of a pint athl in like manner it is a pigmy 
quantity \Vhen con1pared \vith a barnful. So also it is \vith 
football. Our team is strong or \veakJ our season is successful 
or a failure only as it is measured by comparison \vith other 
football teams and other seasons. 

In the first place it is g ratifying to note that with respect to 
scores we rank fourth an1ong the teatns of the South. Only 
Vanderbilt, A uburn, and Tech surpass us in this matter. Our 
score was 131 points aga inst our opponents \vhile they made 
only 74 against us. But the 1nost g ratifying feature of the 
whole season and the one promising the greatest things for 
future success is the 'vonderf ul development o f our tean1 fro1n a 
some\vhat crude, inexperienced, yet lusty, squad into the finished 
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product which learned to hold like a certain famous "stone 
wall." We have made pretense at playing football only three 
years and in reality this is only our second season. In this 
short time we have passed through the "prep" stage to a place 
where we are in the class with the best Southern teams. The 
following quotation from an impartial sporting editor after the 
Mercer-Tech game is strong proof of this position: "I did 
not expect in years to see Tech playing for darkness against 
l\1ercer." Whether they were doing this or not, they gave 
abundant evidence of their joy when "time over" was called. 

Another pleasing matter of comparison is the increase in 
our scores since last year. Those printed below are striking 
enough to be conclusive proof of our wonderful grovvth: 

1907. 

Mercer 5-Gordon 0 
l\1ississippi 75-Mercer 0. 
Auburn 63-Mercer 6 
Georgia 26 Mercer 6 
Mercer 6-Florida 0 
Mercer 11-Howard 6 

1908. 

l\Iercer 56-Locust Grove 0 
Tech 16-Mercer 
Auburn 23-Mercer 0 
Georgia 11-l\1ercer {). 
Mercer 24 Florida 0. 
Mercer 45-Howard 6. 

• 

Our 1908-09 season is over. In this last word we wish to con
gratulate the players as a team and as individuals. We, the 
student body of l\1ercer University, are proud of you and will 
prize highly the good record made by the old football team of 
1908-9. \Ve would also express the highest appreciation of the 
fine work of our coach and his able assistants. All minds now 
turn from this present year to 1909-10, hoping that then \Ve 
may meet again to make a season more successful than the one 
just passing; in fact to tnake that the "starriest" year of our 
existence. 

'Varsity vs. 
Scrubs 

Our Dahlonega game was called off owing to the 
fact that they had disbanded their team for the 
season. So in place of that game our first and 

second teams gave us an exhibition the score of which indicated 
clearly the strength of the "scrubs." 'Varsity beat by only one 
touch-down and a safety. It must be said, however, that this 
small score of 7 to 0 was largely due to the work of Assistant 
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Coaches Miller and Blake on the second team. Both men 
played a star game and Blake's long gains time and again took 
the ball from 'Varsity's ten-yard line. The game was fought 
hard from the kick off. 

Mercer vs. 
Citadel 

While part of the squad \vas practicing her 
mightiest the vveek before the T ech game, an
other part met the South Carolina l\1ilitary Col-

lege in Charleston. Our boys played well and in the second 
half could not be scored on. vVe n1ade one touch-down in this 
half, \vhen Baird carried the ball over for a long gain. \Ve 
easily outclassed them and could \ve have had just a few minutes 
n1ore, the score would have sounded better than 10 to 5. 

Tech 16 
Mercer 6 

On November 22 Mercer played \Vith T ech the 
best game of this season. It demonstrated con
clusiYely that 1\Iercer is in the class with the 

best teams of the South. T he days for ' \valk-overs" against 
us are now only pleasant memories - to the opposing tean1. 
\\' e en1erged from the defensive into the offensive and in less 
than three minutes made a touch-down. V\T eight, every one 
recognized, \Vas T ech's g reatest superiority, for their plays 
around the end were hardly tn ore effectual than ours. It was 
with line bucks they made their most valuable gains. O ur line 
put up so impregnable a defense that even the larger per cent 
of their gains on bucks could be made by no less a man than 
" twenty per cent Davis." Both teams made several attempts 
at \vorking the for\Yard pass and executed it \Vith practically 
the same degree of success. 

T he game opened up with a boom. Cochran received the 
kick-off, making a small advance. Binion then ''or ked the fo r
\Vard pass beautifully \vith a long throw to P oole, who made a 
gain of t\venty yards. The sides had hardly lined up when 
Binion tried the "line up quick on one side" play and \vent 
around left end for t~~enty-five yards. This was follovted by a 
fifteen-yard pass from Binion to Salter. Failing to make the 
gain on the first two plays \Ve pun ted the ball and downed T ech 
on the ten-yard line. On the very first buck the ball was fum
bled. As quick as lightning Gillespie had possession of it and 
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was literally dragged across the g oal by Poole. Binion kicked 
goal. 11ercer fans went \vild and hope began to spring up in 
O range and Black hearts that perhaps T ech would get rattled 
and fail to play her usual gatn e. 

But instead of a ('rattle" a rally came and Mercer could not 
make another point. In just a few minutes after g etting a foot
ing , T ech succeeded in making a touch-down. For the remain
der of the half, both sides would make two desperate efforts at 
line plays and then have to resort to the punt. Mercer several 
times used the on-side kick to fair advantage. 

T he second half began with a score 6 to 6. Both sides were 
hopeful of victory, but fate would have it that T ech make two 
more goals. The first they made on a close decision. A fter a 
series of relentless bucks, most of vvhich \vere made by DaYi~, 

T ech at last carried the ball to the ten-yard line. They tried an 
end run and the pia yer \vas tackled on the line. H e fumbled 
the ball and Mallary fell on it. There was a scramble, but " 'hen 
the mass had been separa ted Mercer had the ball. However, 
the officials gave it to T ech, claiming that it had been w rested 
from the Y ell ow J acket player by 11allary and that the latter 
·did not secure it on a fumble. V'l ith only four yards to go, 
Davis easily rushed through for a touch-down. A fter that , 
Mercer had only one chance to score. By some manipulation or 
other, Binion recovered the ball after a fumble by T ech and 
started across a clear field. The dis tance to goal was too g reat . 
H e was overtaken in thirty yards. 1\1ercer then took the ball 
for \vard with a rush, apparently with probability of a go al, but 
Tech got possession of the ball on an on-side kick and punted it 
out of danger , in her enemy's territory. In a few minutes she 
scored another touch-do\vn only after hard fighting, for with 
just one foot from goal :1\Tercer held her for two downs before 
she could carry the ball across. 

T he line-ups were as follows : 

M ercer. T ech. 

Scoggin ................................................ center ................................................ Spalding 
Dunaway ....................................... right guard ........................ ............... Patterson 
Ed Poole .......................................... left guard .................. McPhaul-Amorous 
Bell ......................................................... right tackle ..................... 1\1eans-McDov._rell 

• • 
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Gillespie ............................................. left tackle ........................ ... Greene-l\1oore 
Bob Poole ...................................... r ight end ........................ Barn\vell-J enkins 
Salter .. .... ······ · ·· · ·· · ·· · · · ··· ········· · · ···~·· ·· ··· · left end ........................... Emerson-Duncan 
F anner-Mallary ........................ quarterback ................................................ Robert 
Cochran ............................................. right half .......................... ........................ Davis 
Binion ................................................... left half ........................ l\1atthe" 's-Rogers 
Griffith ........................................ -........ full back ................................................... Ridley 

.Me rcf' r 45 
H o ward 0 

1lfrcer's first T hanksgiving day game vvas 2 

brilliant success. The score was the largest 
made on that day any\vhere in the U nited States. 

Forty-five to nothing in it self seems monstrous, but many times 
more so \vhen it is remen1berecl that .i\uburn's strong eleven 
n1ade about half this scc re against the san1e team. T his is our 
fi rst real experience \vhen \Ye could cla i1n for ourselves a ''walk
over.'' It is true \\'e have n1ade larger scores against prep 
tean1s, but this year we haYe "run it over" a college tean1, recog
nized as such in the fu ll sense of the \VOrd . 

.. \ t the outset our tnen sho\ved that each individuallv \vas 
" 

right in the gan1e. The spi rit \vas to get there by being \vhere 
the ball \vas. They all follo\Yed it up and \vhen it can1e to the 
g round our men \vere already there \vaiting for it. In case of a 
fumble our men \vere the ones to fall on it . \Vhen the tnan \vho 
\vas carrying the ball fell. our boys, unable to bear the si'5ht of 
a fallen player still and prostrate, vvould drag h i111 several yards, 
and once they even carried him oYer the goal. X ot one 1nan 
stopped adYancing until he had done everything in his po,ver. 
Every player on the tea111 exerted hin1self to the uttermost and 
most of them starred. 

T he cha racteristics of the game \Vere snappy pla) s, quick for
n1ation, and frequent vse of the forvvard pass. r\ t times the 
~Iercer team had lined up and snapped the ball before the H ow
ard players \Vere up on their feet. Frequent use \vas made of 
the play in \vhich all line up on one side of the center and the 
ball is passed directly to the half \Yho takes it around the end. 
This vvas \vorked quite successfully. l\T ercer ha\.1 so perfected 
the for\varcl pass that once vvith three passes she carried the ball 
from her O\vn t\venty-yard line across the goal. Never before 
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have the Macon fans seen any tean1 work this play with 1nore 
skill. 

During the first half 'A'e made three touch-downs and kicked 
three goals. T he first \vas tnade by a startling play by Salter. 
~1ercer kicked off to Ho\vard, who was downed on the tvventy
five yard line. O n the third down they punted. It was received 
by Salter. He caught it on the run and with the start he already 
had and his increasing speed, he dodged in and out through the 
line of players until he had a clear course for goal. H e stum
bled on the ten-yard line, but three Mercer men were waiting to 
help him. They literally dragged him across. Three times in 
this half Mercer repeated this performance of carrying the ball 
over the goal g uarded by her opponents. 

The second half showed more ginger even than the first. F or 
t\vo touchdowns Howard did not once have possession of the 
ball. \\Te easily outclassed them. 

T he teams lined up as follo\vs: 
~fercer. lfo~vard. 

Scoggin ................................................... center ·················-································ Ho,vard 
Duna\vay .......................................... right guard ............................................ Laemay 
Ed Poole .......................................... left guard ............................................. . H udner 

Gillespie ............................................. right tackle ·················-····························· .. Allen 
Bell ......................................................... left tackle ................................................ Bre-vver 
Bob Poole ....................................... right end ............................................. Watson 

Salter ...................................................... left end ········-········································· Horrins 
Mallary ................................ -................. quarter ·················-·······-·························· Bttrns 
Cochran ................................................ rig ht half ...................................................... Blunt 
Bi11ion ...................................................... left half ......................................................... Shaw 
Griffith ................................................ full back ....................................... Denny-Bell 

1\Ir. Tift has secured as coach for 1908-9 1\1r. 
Basket-Ball C. D. 1\1cClure of Wabash College. His experi-

ence in the game began one year after it was in
vented in 1892. It \Vas as center on the 1893 Wabash 'varsity 
that he learned the game. It is quite interesting to note that at 
this early stage there \\rere seven men on a team instead of five. 
Three men ,,·orked at center. Things have been changed since 
1892 from this infant stage to the strong vigorous game that 
\ve no\v have. 

.. 
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Coach 1\1cClure, after two years of service with Wabash, 
worked a season with the Crawfordsville Y. M. C. A. and since 
then has been allied \vith various Y. M. C. A. teams in the ca
pacity both of player and of coach. He played for Augusta for 
a short \Yhile, \vhen he was elected coach and held his position 
t\vo years. From there he came to the Y. 1\1. C. A. at l\1acon. 
\V here he coached for t\YO seasons. So it is seen that with the 
exception of last year he has been actively in the game since the 
second year of its birth. We consider ourselves fortunate in 
getting him and believe that \vith the usual hearty 1\1ercer sup
port he cannot but put out a successful team. 

On the Campus 

ULY 0. THOMPSON, Editor. 

The l\1ercerian Association congratulates itself upon the 
present outlook. Its officers for the past year, together \vith a 
large number of pleasant contributors from the student body, 
gave themselves enthusiastically to the interest of the maga
zine, and the fruits of their labor are best attested by the flat
tering criticisms from the exchange departments of the leading 
college magazines throughout the south and west. And yet ~re 
are "looking up." The follo\ving officers recently elected for 
the present year have manifested a keen interest in the \Velfare 
of THE l\IERCERIAN and \Vill fill, \Vith credit, the responsible 
positions to \vhich they have been unanimously chosen: Presi
dent, J. L. Claxton; vice-president, D. B. Nicholson, Jr.; secre
tary and treasurer, E. C. Calhoun; councilmen, J. \V. Adams, 
G. P. \~ .. hatley and C. C. Youmans. 

1\Ir. C. M. Griffin, the hustling business manager of TIIE 
11ERCERIAN, because of weak eyes, has been forced to drop out 
of college for the remaining part of this year. The work which 
he \vas doing so splendidly will be carried on \Vith equally as 
much interest by ).Ir. J. T. Henderson, \vho has been elected to 
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fill this vacancy. Mr. Griffin will be associated for the rest of 
the year with the city Y. M. C. A. of Atlanta, in which work!. 
as secretary, he has had considerable experience . 

Dr. Forrester: "Now, 1\Ir. Mobley, what calan1ity befel the 
children of Israel \V hile they were in the wilderness?" 

11obley : "\Vhy, they were bitten by a brazen snake." 

On Noven1ber 10 the old G. 11. A. boys at Mercer organized 
their alumni club with the following membership: President, 
R. C. Gresham; vice-president, E . W. Leard; secretary, D. W. 
Campbell; treasurer, J. B. Suttles; 11essrs. :rvicArthur, Barnes, 
Moore, Gautier, Reid, Hinton, Carson, Willis, Whatley and 
Anderson. The object of the club is to advertise Mercer at G. 
M. A. and incidentally, G. 11. A. at l\1ercer. 

Tappan and the tennis court 
!-lave severed their connection. 

The Tennis-net-it vvould not reach, 
And so spoiled his affection. 

He spliced the bloon1ing, cussed thing 
\,Vith knee-cut summer pants; 

The girl- she blushed and vvould not play; 
Now Taooan's in a trance. ... ... 

For though he vveeps and sighs and moans 
And tries to tnake things right, 

he VO\vs, declares, and sometimes S\vears 
She ne'er saw such a sight. 

And day and night, week in and out, 
He sighs with bitter anguish; 

"Those blooming, cussed knee-cut pants 
They caused my love to languish." 

Professor \\' estbrook: "l\1r. Spurlin, who were the princi· 
pal characters at stake during Henry VIII's reign?" 

Spurlin: "Those burned for heresy." 

.. 
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Dr. Forester: "Young gentlemen, would you like to hear 
the joke about how Dr. H got his fifth wife?" 

Adams: "E-e-r; yessir, but I'd rather know how he got his 
first one." 

Quite a number of the old boys were here on Thanksgiving 
to see the Mercer-Howard ball game. Among these were: 
R. J. ?v1incy, A. M. Arnett, R. H. Strickland, C. E. Sutton and 
Mack Rainey. 'Fhe Mercer eleven this year ltl-ave won for them
selves considerable distinction and have forced our esteemed 
contemporaries "to sit up and take notice." What we are deter
mined to have is our proportionate share of "pig-skin" homage, 
and, Bud, you'd just as well "cough it up." 

The Phi Delta Society has elected Messrs. 0. D. Fleming 
and P. M. Burdette to take care of their end of the rope im the 
annual debate with the law class. The lawyers have not yet 
elected, but have instituted a prelin1inary contest in the shape of 
a wire-pulling ~mpaign for these responsible positions. A half 
dozen, or more, are running and all say that things are coming 
their \Yav. 

"" 

Professor J. D. Norman came over with the Howard team 
on Thanksgiving day. He is an old Mercer man, having gradua
ted from here in 1905-. After studying at Harvard he accepted 
the chair of mathematics and astronomy at Howard College. 

Professor Westbrook: Mr. Dowling, from whom did Eliza
beth inherit most of her ruling characteristics?" 

Dowling: "From her mother." 

Porter (at Charleston hotel ) : "Mr., woul·d you like to be 
shown the menu?" 

Zellers: "How much does· it cost to see it?" 

Drs. Jameson, Harrison, Forrester, and Professor Edenfield 
from the faculty took in the Baptist State Convention at Madison; 
also several members of the student body. 

I 
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Dr. IIarri on (in logic) : 
cal discussion of 'J~rrors in 
'Amphibaly ?' '' 

"~1r. 1 C\v, under the psychologi
Interpretation, \vhat is tneant by 

N C\v: ''It means the 1nisrepresentation of the atnbiguity of 
a dilen11na. ' 

The Georgia tudents' ~Iissionary Convention recently held 
at \\' esleyan, \vas a decided success. 1early every college in 
Georgia \vas represented and a very delightful program \Vas ren
dered, the most interesting feature of \vhich \vas the paper on 
"1fy Country and Its Appeal," read by niiss E. Ling Soong of 
Shanghai, China, who is nO\V a graduating student at vVeslcyan. 
The principal addresses \vere made by Dr. E. C. Dargan, pastor 
First Captist church, 1\Iacon; Rev. E. F. Cook, Educational Sec
retary Foreign 1\Iisc;ion Board, ~'1. E. Church, South, 1 Tashville, 
Tennessee, and 1\Iiss 1\!Iary Culler \~'hite rnissionary, Sucho\v. 
China. The stereopticon lecture by Rev. vV. J. Callahan, Yama
gulchi, Japan, \\ ac; also very interesting. 1\t the closing service 
sixteen c;tudents volunteered for the foreign mission \VOrk. Pro
fessor Forster \Vas reelected president and has associated \Vith 
hitn the follo,ving officers, all of \Vhom are Ii ve tnission \vorkers 
in their respecti\ e college communities: \ l ice-president, Miss 
Leila Ir,vin, LaGrange Female College; secretary and treasurer, 
Mr. C. Cleveland l{iser, :\Iercer lTniYersity; assistant secretary 
and treasurer, H. T. Quillian, Emory College; board of mana
gers, l\fiss Lucy Cobb, G. ~. and I. C.; 11iss ~\nnie Laura 
Clapp, S. T. S.; l\Iiss Clara Daniel. Bessie Tift; 11iss Rena 
Pittard, \\' esleyan, and :\I r. D. H. Redfearn. University of 
Georgia. 

Dr. Forrester: Mr. Fender, \Yho \vas :rvfiriam ?" 
Fender: "Why, Doctor, he \Vas one of those fello,vs \Vho 

rose up against Moses." 

!vir. Clark E. Clement and Mr. fames C. Estes have been 
selec+ed by the Phi Deltas as champion debaters. These gentle
nlen have distinguished themselves as public speakers and \vill 
make it interesting for their opponents at commencement. 
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The Ciceronians have elected the following monthly officers: 
President, H. H. Hogan ; vice-president, Homer Lane; critic, 
B. B. Smith; censor, Bill Galt. The chief feature of their last 
program was the celebration, in their new hall, of the recent vic
tory which they won from the Phi Deltas. 

Mr. Robert L. Wiggins, of Nashville, Tennessee, has visited 
us recently in the interest of the Southern Students' Conference, 
\Vhich has purchased a thousand-acre tract of land in the Blue 
Ridge lVIountains as a permanent meeting ground. It is pro
posed to have for Southern students as unique a camping ground 
for their summer reunions as there is to be found in either the 
North or West. The site selected is in the heart of the Blue Ridge 
and upon it the evening sun never shines because of Mt. Mitchell. 

The annual Fall Term Debate bet\veen the Phi Deltas and 
Ciceronians took place at Mercer Chapel on the evening of No
vember 27. The subject under discussion was, uResolved, That 
the American system of government is superior to the English 
system." The Ciceronians debated the affirmative and the Phi 
Deltas the negative side of the question. It was closely con
tested by both sides, but fate had decreed that one should lose, 
and the manner in which the Phi Deltas took their dose \vas 
similar to that in which they had, through a long series of un
broken victories, measured it out to the other fellow. 

If there is any one feature of college activity that should 
stand foremost with a student body it is that of debating. A 
necessary part of that man's education is lost \vho leaves college 
without being able to "think on his legs." How often do we hear 
the pitiable plea, "I never expected to be called on to make a pub
lic speech." And you will be the next fellow to make it unless 
you avail yourself of present opportunities. 

• 
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"What the college needs is what the nation also needs; to have a syn

thesis made of its variety; to have its variety 1nadc unity, its rival and 

inconsistent interests brought into a teal and working comn1unity of inter

ests. 'fhe college spir;it has gone to pieces, but its piece arc thcr.c to be 

assembled if the right way be found to as cmblc them. The compulsion 

to find it is obv:ious and imperative. The nation needs trained and dis

ciplined men; men who know and who can think ; men who can perceive 

and interpret, whose minds are ac~ustomed to difficult tasks and to ques

tions w.hich cannot be threaded except b~ minds used to precise and 

definite endeavor . 

"Such men it is not getting from the present processes of college life, 

and cannot get until that life is or.ganized in a different spi rit and for a 

different purpose."-Woodrow rVilson. 

-

soc!r:~a~~e 
line of swe.ll sqits ior. 
youug men. They are 
Chicago bo\1\ and college 

-a-ce.~-

bred. Every suit distinctive and diJierent. There's 11 go n 
in every curve and crease and a college yell in every pocket 
n Ask the man" 

Priced $15 To $35 
10% DISCOUNT ON SUITS TO MERCER STUDENTS 
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ART IS LONG. 

"Now, really, Mr. Shaw," said the hostess, "don't you think this or
chestra plays beautifully? These men have been playing together for 
eleven years." 

"Eleven years?" replied Shaw. "Haven't we been here longer than 
that ?" -Ladies' H onte Journal. 

LocAL OPTION. 

Stranger: "Is this a dry town?" 
Citizen: "Are you a stranger here?" 
Stranger : "I am." 
Citizen: "It is."-Puck. 

• • . . 

A bel's Phar Ill acy 
''BILL,, ABEL, '07, PROPRIEToR 

.Anything in the I>rug Line 
PHONE 646 BICYCLE DELIVERY 

• I --

MERCER PRESSING CLUB 
• 

CLEANING. MENDING 
DYEING & PRESSING 

ALSO CLEANING ANQ SHAPING HATS 

ALL ON SHORT NOTICE 

J. L. CLAXTON, Mgr. 
• • 

• 



164 THE MERCERIAN 

A woman entered a police station in Holland and asked the officer in 
charge to have the canals dragged. 

uMy husband has been threatening, for some time, to drown himself," 
she explained, "and he's been missing now for two days." 

"Anything peculiar about him by which he can be recognized?" asked 
the officer, preparing to fill out a description blank. 

For several moments the woman seemed to be searching her memory. 
Suddenly her face brightened. 

"Why, yes, sir. He's deaf."-Everybody' s. 

A girl's sweetheart said to her one evening: 
"Were you aware that I passed your house last night?" 
She gave him a glance full of reproach. 
"Of course I \vas," she said. "Do you think I would not know your 

step?" 
But he, at this, grew grave and distrait, for he had passed in a cab.

H orne Herald. 

H.~ . Lamar & Co. 
I ' u'l *: DRUGGISTS §§§ 

TELE PHONE 1000 
512 CB ERRY ST REET 
Two doors from 4th Nat. Bank 

MACON, GA. 

EXTREME COLLEGE 
STYLES A SPECIALTY 

- . . . . . . . ... . . . . . . . 

SIG B. ROSER THE TAILOR 
568 MULBERRY ST. 
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HE GoT THE DAY OFF. 

Employer: "Whose funeral do you want to go to ?" 
Office Boy: "The umpire's."-N ew Sork Sun. 

A LITTLE SAVAGE. 

Little N ephe\v: "Auntie, did you marry an Indian ?" 
Aunt: "Why do you ask such silly questions, Freddie?" 
Little Freddie: uwell, I saw some scalps on your dressing-table"

Fliegende Blaetter. 

While building a house, Senator Platt of Connecticut had occasion to 
employ a carpenter. One of the applicants was a plain Connecticut Yan
kee, without any frills. 

"You thoroughly understand carpentry?" asked the senator. 
"Yes, sir." 
"You can make doors, windows, and blinds?" 
"Oh, yes, sir!" 
"How would you make a Venetian blind?" 
The man scratched his head and thought for a few seconds. "I should 

think, sir," he said finally, "about the best way \vould be to punch him 
in the eye."-Everybody's. 

d 
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Regal Shoes are designed just 
far enough in advance of each 
season to be right in every detail 
of style. 

• • 

i 
I 

That's why you are certain to 
get THIS season's styles when you 
buy Regals, a.Dd NOT la at year,a 
styles. 

There's an exact and comfort
able fit for every foot in Regal 

Shoes. Quarter-sizes make you sure of getting 
it, and you 'II find in our large and varied stock 
of Regals, models suitable for every occasion 

PARKS t: EVERETT 
458 Third Street MACON, &A. 
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Every employee of the Bank of England is required to sign his name 
in a book on his arrival in the morning, and, if late, must give the reason 
therefor. The chief cause of tardiness is usually fog, and the first man 
to arrive writes "fog'' opposite his nan1e, and those who follow write 
"ditto." The other day, however, the first late man gave as the reason, 
"wife had twins," and twenty other late men mechanically signed "ditto" 
underneath.-H ome Herald . 

• 

EGGS AND SCIENCE. 

"My dear," said the wife of the eminent professor, "the hens have 
scratched up all that eggplant seed you sowed." 

"Ah, jealousy!" mused the professor. And he sat down and wrote 
a twenty-page article on the "Development of Envy in the 11inds of the 
Lower Grade of Bipeds."-Baltitnore A1nerican. 

UNIVERSAL 
HtVERSITY 
TiLIT1ES 

SEND YOUR MAIL ORDERS TO 

THE "COLLEGE CO-OP" CO. U"'vusAt MIVf SllY 
l lll liS 

College Department Stores 
(INCORPORATED) 

ATLANTA a. OXFORD, BA. $20,000.00 paid in Capital Stoek 
Felt Pennants and felt goods designed and manufactured ; Southern .A gent A. G'i 

Spalding & Bros .. sporting sroods ; Amateur Developing and Finish ina-Pietu.ree and Framt'eJ 
Send your or ders to The Coll~e •· CQ-OP ' ' Co •. the exclusive college ator e, 9'7 Peachtre~ 
Street. A t lanta. Ga. SHELLEY IVEY, PAO,.RIETOR. 

The Well= 
Dressed Man 
who wants something dif· 
fer en t in a s h o e w h o 
wants solid comfort who 
wants to be pleased, not 
for an hour or a day, but 
for every shoe· wearing 
minute throughout the 
year, should KNOW the 
WALK-OVER SHOE. 

The Sign of Satisfaction 

THE WALK-OVER MAN 

CLISBY, in Macon 1U MARK RE6.U~ PAHH 
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NOTHING IF NOT (RtTlCAL. 

We are told that R. L . S , on hearing of the death of ~Iatthew Ar
nold, looked thoughtful, shook his head s lowly and murmured : "He 
\\On't rke God.''-Harper's Weekly. 

Hrs AlLMENT 

Medical Student : "What did you operate on that man for?'' 
Emtnent Surgeon: "Two hundred dollars." 
Medtcal Student: "I mean, what did he have?" 
Eminent Surgeon: "Two hundred dollars."- The Christian Register. 

NEARER fhs SrzE. 

"Mamma," said little F red, "this catechism is awfully hard Can't 
you get n1e a kittychism·?''-Chicago News. 

THE POINT OF VIEW. 

He: "What do you mean by keeping me standing here all thi time 
ltke an idiot?" 

She: "Now, really, dear, I can't help the way you stand." 

INTERPRETATION. 

The Venus of :tvlilo explatned again. It was carrying home Christ
mas presents - Pttck. 

ol ege 

esters 

Pictures • Pennants 
The COLLEGE BOYS' BOOK STOR E 

Foot Ball and T en nis S upplies 

Special Line Books, 39c, 49c a nd 59c 

A tway s Som ething N ew & A ttr active in Piclure3 

McEvoy's 572 CH E RRY ST. 

S t I d E I If your eyes need helpt pee aC eS aD yeg aSSeS. see Spratling. He will 
make careful examination for glasses and guarantee satisfaction.' 
If your eyes need treatment, he will refer you to an Oculist 

J. H. SPRATLING, OPTICIAN 
COB. CHJ:RRY ST. AND COTION AVE. 
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GARAGE EXPERT MECHANICS 
AUTOMOBII.FS SUPPUES 

Special Attentioa to Tourists 

AUTOMOBILE & MACHINERY CO. 
221 SECOND STREt:·I 

Our ••college Chap•• and 
Senior Brand Clothing 
for You Men 

cannot be excelled in style, fit 
and workmanship. ::: All the 
necessary toggery to go with 
the clothes. ::: Our prices 
are always conservative. Will 
allow students 10% discount 

R. L. CHEEK & CO. 
406 'tHIRD ST. MACON. GA. 

For Latest Styles and Best Service 
in the Barber Line 

CALL AT TH E 

BARBER SHOP 
511 CHERRY STREET 

L. B. BUNT, Proprietor 
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Poe as a Poet: A Centenary Sketch 

N planning a centenary sketch of Edgar Allan Poe, one is not 
hindered by lack of detail, for much has been saiJ and much 
is still being said about him. Critics are still contending as 

to ho\v much fame they shall measure out to him. Abroad, 
"' 

especially in France, he is looked upon as America's greatest 
contribution to the firmament of the \vorld's literary lights; at 
hotne, he has not until recently been accorded any considerable 
portion of that fame to \Yhich it \vould seem his marvelous genius 
entitles him. \\Tell indeed might he say: 

"This 
Is a \vorld of sweets and sours." 

Nevertheless, despite the sparing fame which many would 
yield him, despite the fact that the great literary critic of his 
time, Emerson, \vould cry him do\vn, and though a certain school 
of moralists seem afraid of this questionable Poe, he is a great 
factor, and \vill al\vays be a factor, in our literature. The cen-

• 
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tenary occasion \vhich \vi11 be celebrated this year in e' cry liter
ary cotnn1unity in our country and in n1any portions of Eng
land and France. \viii doubtless serve to ren1ind us all of thi 

lan1entcd poet· and \vhile it is hardly to be e .. ·pected that the 
last \VOrd \Vill be said and the final conclusion reached as to I oc 's 
place in literature yet, in the variety of opinions expressed and 

in the nntltitude of things said about hin1 son1e lio-ht hou]d be 
thr0\\1 11 on his tnelancholy genius. 

It is not our purpose to n1ao-nify Poe, though \Ve confess that 
son1ethinp- akin to love dra,vs us to hin1) and Jove is prone to 

cover a n1ttltitude of sins; but \VC do believe that \vhoever \vill 
look at l)oc \vith syn1pathy, \Yhich, Ca rlyle says, ' is the first 
ec;sential to\vard insight," \viii find that he ahvays possesses a 

certain high regard for his profession, a certain lofty conception 
of \vhat constitutes a poet, and throughout his ill-starred life, 

did . so far a c; his \veakness did not hinder. persevere to,vard 
this ideal. 

\\ .. e ought to have no difficulty in classing Poe an1ong the 
poets, if \Ve catch the sentiment of \'ictor I-I uo-o \vhen he asks: 

"\iVhen \Vill it be understood that poets are entities, that their 
faculties, cotnbined accordin~ to a logarithn1 special to each tnind, 

are concordant, that at the heart of all these beings one feels 
the same being, the unkno\vn, that in these tnen there ic; some
thing elemental, that "hat they do, they tnust needs do,-(7.uell 
roared lion/- that these things are necessary and clitnacteric, 
that it blo\vs, rains and thunders in their \vorks as in nature, and 
that at certain mon1ents earth trembles at their genius?'' 

To get the true ins ig ht into Poe's poetry, \Ve n1ust, in the 
first place, kno\v \vhat Poe's O\Yn idea of poetry "as, and thus 

getting his ideal, \\·e can judge ho'v \Yell he lived up to it; and 

\Yhat more can any tnan do? In his "Poetic Principle,'' then, he 
says : a\Ve have taken it into our heads that to \Vrite a poem 

sin1ply for the poen1's sake, and to ackno,vledge such to have 

been our design, \Vould be to confess our selves radically \Vanting 

in the true poetic dignity and force; but the sin1ple fact is, that, 
\vould \\·e but pennit ourselves to look into our O\vn souls) \Ye 
should immediately the re discover that under the sun there 
neither exists nor can exist any \YOrk more tho rouo-hly dignified, 

more supremely n oble than this Yery poem; this poem per se; 
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this poetn \Vhich is a poe1n and nothing 1nore; this poen1 writ
ten solely for the poem's sake." 

As \Ye see, Poe in his poetry does not aim to echo a call to 
duty, to give a n1oral, in the common acceptation of the -vvord, 
but as he himself suggests, to \vrite poems \vhich shall be con1-
plete in themselves, \vhich shall produce a single impression or 
a combined series of effects. Hence, it is hard to analyze Poe's 
poetry, to separate it mechanically into its ele1nents and correlate 
them according to certain fixed la,vs, and to find \Yhat it is in 
them that holds and fascinates us. \\' ritten expressly \Vithout 
a n1oral, the)" comprise their O\Vn n1oral. The subject of most 
of them is a melancholy lament for an imperishable beauty that 
has passed a\vay,- the u ... \T ever11zore'} of his poems. They are 
\YOrks of art, admirably \vrought and immortal; and as in all 
\vorks of art, the good in them, the 1noral in then1, since critics 
persist in looking for a moral in a poem, the civilizing po,ver in 
them,-is the poems themselves. They are \vhat Hugo had in mind, 
\vhen he said: "Let us insist upon the truth, ignored and amaz
ing; art, on the sole condition of being faithful to its la\v, beauty, 
civilizes mankind by its O\vn po,ver, even \vithout intending it} 
even in spite of its intention. Here \Ve have arrived, logic per
mitting, at a some\vhat dangerous truth: art civilizes by its own 
po\ver. The \vork o£ art sharing in the universal influence of 
beauty, possesses a po\ver independent of the \vill of the artist, 
the virtue of the art shining forth even through the vice of the 
artist." Herein is explained, what many have wondered at, ho\v, 
despite his excesses and limitations, Poe produces such immor
tal art. 

Let us take, for instance, "Israfel" as an example of this 
la\v. In the very first stanza, vvith its rich, flo,ving melody, it 
catches up the reader, so to speak, and holds him to the end, 
producing such an impression as is never forgotten, \vhatever 
the source of that impression. 

"In Heaven a spirit doth dwell 
vVhose heart-stnngs are a lute; 
None sing so vvildly well 
As the angel Israfel, 
And the gtddy stars (so legends tell), 
Ceasing thetr hymns, attend the speJI 
Of his votce, all mute." 
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~ o is it \vi t h all his poen1s. \\·hat then
1 

i this n1agic 
in1pression \vhich \VC feel fron1 rcadino· his poetry? There i one 
tnay say, a n1addening 1nao-ic in their rhythn1, \vhich attract 
and holds us, ::.ven against our \viii. nether n1ay ay, there 
is a] o a quaintne of conception, a kind of originality \vhich 
n1akes us feel that here \\·e are face to face \vith a ne\v creation. 
-y~ et this is not all. \Vhen \Ve have read hi poen1 , there i 
aln1ost invariably a feeling that they \vill becon1e a part of us. 
\vhich seen1s to be their greatest charn1. 'I'hus. ''The Raven" 
produces such an in1pression that, \vhen \Ve have finished read
ing it, \YC arc certain that Poe felt, as \Ve ahnost feel ourselves, 

"And n1y soul frotn out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 
Shall be lifted-nevern1ore !" 

Finally, it is to be latnented that Poe's \vorks. and especially 
his poen1s, arc not rrreater in breadth, or even greater in nun1-
ber. As it is, \Ye tnay believe that they are 1nere introduction 
to hts great genius. to \vhich, having once caught a glitnpse of it, 
\Ye a re henceforth d ra \Vn: son1etitnes ag-ainst our \viii. Poe ·s \vords 
are \vild and fascinating expressions of his ideas . and his ideas, 
\Ye tnay believe, are \vild and strange representations of a still 
tnore strange and fascinating son1ething \Vithin. It is doubt
less t rue that Poe struck but fe\v notes in the \vcll-tuned lvre 

., 

of the muses, but these fe\v notes he struck \vondrously \vcll, 
and \Ye n1ust believe that if he had been blessed \vith a stronger 
\Yill and happier enYirontnents, or even if he had lived longer, 
he \\·ould have \vorked out his ''Poetic P r inciple ' more conl
pletely than he has . 

Poe's centennial ) ear, cotn ing as it does in an age \Vhen the 
method of criticisn1 is saner and more tnature, finds Poe des
tined to occupy a secure place in the " H all of Fame;" and as 
the ages go by and the tnisfortunes and miseries of his life are 
lost sig ht of in the wonderful achievements of his art, the once 
flickering light o f P oe's fame shines \vith a steadier g lo\v, till 
no\v \Ve find it one g reat and illuminating light ; and \Ye feel 
\vith ]\r!r. l\{acy, a recent " ' riter on P oe, that " \\pe can at least 
hope that more and more the trivialities of his life may recede, 
and the supreme triumph of his art stand forth universal and 
serene." 
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In the future there vvill be critics, as there were during his 
life time, and as there are now, who will endeavor to solve this 
man Poe, to explain the \vhy and wherefore of him, to give the 
formula \vhich \vill express him. Poets will sing of him, critics 
\vill \vrite of him, until the right thing \vill be said, until the 
correct conclusion \vill be reached concerning him. Perhaps, 
in the \Vondrous \vorkings of T ature, another genius like Poe 
may spring up, about vvhom \ve shall marvel, and from whom 
\Ye may learn much about this poet; but until that time, Edgar 
Allan Poe is destined to stand out as one of the most consid
erable geniuses of his time, and one of the very foremost, if not 
the foremost of American literary artists. 

The Floweret 

S. J. BO\Vl\.IAN. 

A pensive floweret, all alone, 
Crouched ttllder leaflets brown, 
And sighed for kindness ')'et 1~tnknown, 
Her tiny head bowed do~un. 

She, like a rustic nzaiden fair, 
S erenel;' nzodcst gre~u, 
Until a sunbean1, saw her there, 
And gave her life anew. 

For as the lover woos his love, 
The flozveret by the beanL 
Is kissed, with love-light front above, 
Into her golden dreant. 

• 
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The Witch's Head 

C. CLEVELAND KISER. 

E sat around the can1p-fire_. tired and silent after the 
day's experiences. .A.t the foot of the cliff \Ve cou;d 
t e the \vhite foam of the treacherous \Vaters as thev 

beat against the n1assiye stones. and the tretnendous rocks, 
\vhich bulged out frotn the sides of the chasn1, looked likt~ S'J 

n1any faithful sentinels. For ages these northeast Georgia cliffs 
had \vatched the maddened \Vaters, \vhich, at one tin1e no doubt, 
\vasheJ and lapped then1 as they \Vere 110\V doing the rocks far 
belO\V. 

~ 

As \ve \Vere studying their structure, \vhich \vas no\v plain 
in the clear night, one of my companions called our attention 
to a particular rock \vhich stood far out against the foliage on 
the opposite c;ide of the narro\v strean1, and fonned aln1ost per
fect hun1an features. The forehead sloped back from a rather 
large, \veil-formed Roman nose, and the pointed chin \\as promi
nent in the n1oonlight. The object claitned our attention until 
the moon \vas far in the \vest. \Ve studied the features more 
closely, and after a continued silence it \\'as the conclusion of 
all that the aquiline nose and the sharp chin \vere none other than 
those of an Indian. Certainly nature had not been such a skilled 
sculptor as to chisel this perfect face. Perhaps it \vas the \vork 
of some artist atnong the former inhabitants of this land. But 
\vhat could the face have represented? Could it have been the 
squa\v of some Indian chief? Or some goddess, \vhon1 the In
dians \\·orshippecl? It gre\v more interesting and mysterious, 
and our curiositv more intense . 

.; 

\Ve re-kindled our fire and decided to go to sleep and dream 
over it, \vhen \ve heard a rustle of leaves and a breaking of 
hvigs some distance avvay. \Ve secured our guns, keeping as 
still as possible, but the sound gre'v plainer and soon there 
appeared the form of a human being, \vhotn, from the 
feathers in his hair, \Ve discovered to be an Indian. \\r e 
sprang to our feet, but the intruder assured us in broken Eng-
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lish that he meant no harm, that, seeing the bright fires 
burning, he came to n1ake friends \vith whoever it might be. 
Approaching the fire he seated himself on the ground. His 
faltering step and bent form sho\ved the \veight of many years; 
and it \vas evident from the furrows in his bro\v and the deep 
\\Tinkles in his cheek that he had undergone many hardships. 
His features \vere rather delicate for a man, bearing a slight 
resemblance to the large face \V hich \Ve had been noticing; and 
his eyes had a soft, sympathetic look; but the different colored 
paints on his face gave him a frightful appearance, which \Vas 
exaggerated by the firelight; and the muscles on his nude body, 
though he \vas old, stood out like bands of iron. 

We \Vere surprised by the intrusion of our unexpected 
guest, but as the night passed he delighted us by relating many 
thrilling experiences. He had once been a follo\ver of Ameri
can customs, but his instinct and his love of the crude, free, 
native life had led him back to the mountains, \vhere he could 
eat venison and \vild turkey, and drink from the refreshing 
mountain springs. 

\iVhen \Ve questioned him concerning his childhood days, 
his expression changed and tears began to fill his eyes as he 
told us that often he had seen his mother weep because her 
people \vere compelled to surrender their lands to the \V bite 
man. The Indian loved the hills and vales) the rocks, and the 
streams; they \vere all sacred to him. These very cliffs having 
been the scenes of his youth, he had come back here to die, for
saken by everybody and everything except the faithful Witch's 
Head, \vhich he, \\~hen a boy, had studied for hours at a time
not for the structure of the rock merely, but for its history, 
\vhich had been taught him by his mother. One of his ances
tors had lived in a cave on that same cliff, not far from the spot 
\vhere we had pitched our tent. He loved an Indian maid when 
he \vas a boy, but one day she left him and never came back. 
He grieved for her, but never saw her again. His mind gre\v 
\veaker and \veaker, until he betook himself to the cave, where 
he stayed all the time, leaving it only to \vork on that head. 
Each day he beat it vvith a hatnmer until it was finally shaped 
into its present form. In his last days he lost his mind entirely, 
but \vhen he finished the \vork, and just before he died, he said 

• 
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that aJJ should \VOr hip that head becau c it '"a the \~'itch· 
11 cad . 

.. \s our fri end left us \Ve \Vatched hin1 Jo,vly creep do\vn 
the cliff until the dense underbrush concealed hin1 fron1 vic\v. 
A O"ain and again \Ve looked at the areat feature an I even n1ore 
plainly no'v did they re etnbie those of an Indian n1aid. \i\Tas 
that reaHy the \vork of a Jnnnan beino- or \Va it son1e tnyth or 
legend? .t\ftcr listenino- attentively to the old Indian narra
tion, the que tion no\v \Vas \vhether it could have been true. \ ' e 
decided to find out n1ore the next day about the head, and 

• 
,,·ent to sleep to drean1 over it. 

It \Vas late the ne .. ·t tnorning \vhen \Ve tarted on our explor
ing expedition. Our friend had told us that the \Vhitc n1an · 
foot had never been near the n1ysterious head. but \Ve \vere 

"' . 
cletennined to get a clo e as "e possibly could to it. \~' e \vent 
in the direction taken by the old Indian but the trail was rug
g-ed and steep. 1\ fter clitnbino- through thick underbrush and 
OYer Iarcre rock"· \ve carne to a sudden turn in the path just as 
the sun stood directly over the cliff: and as we looked ahead, 
'' e a\v the stone features of the Indian rnaid. It \vas \Vith 
111uch difficulty that \VC climbed the rock , but a \\'e reached 
the sun1n1it, there on the very rock \Vhich fonned the head, \ve , 

S1\V the forrn of our Indian friend, cold and stiff in death . 
• \s we gazed thoug-htfully at the features in the noonday 

sun, they no\v appeared to be more perfect than ever before. 

• 
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Paul Hamilton Hayne 

JOEL s. BRO\VN. 

'' .A.UL HA1IILTON HAYNE \vas the king poet of the 
Old South- a singing cavalier in \Vhose lyrics and 
idylls is embodied the best of Southern literary tradi

tion,'' says 1Iaurice Thompson. "For more than thirty years 
he sat upon a throne ruling graciously a \Vide domain of song"
song in which nature and noblest sentiments are blended into 
\vorks of genuine art. 

Hayne \vas born in Charleston, South Carolina, on January 
1, 1831. He \vas the son of Lieutenant Paul H. Hayne, of the 
1.!nited States Navy and a nephe\v of the noted Congressman 
Robert Y. Hayne. The poet \vas educated at the College of 
Charleston from \vhich he \\as graduated in 1850. He studied 
la\v and \Vas admitted to the bar; his tastes, hO\Yever, \vere \vholly 
literary and, since he \vas financially independent, he devoted his 
time to literature. 

He edited, in succession, a number of Southern periodicals 
the best known of \Vhich \vas Russelt s Magazine. His first 
volume of poems appeared in 1855 when he was twenty-five 
years old. A second volume appeared in 1857 and a third in 
1 60, all of \vhich \vere favorably received by the critics and by 
the public generally. Thus encouraged he decided to give up edi
torial \vork and devote himself entirely to literature. But just 
then came the call of the Civil \\Tar and despite the fact of his 
delicate health, Hayne entered the service. He served first on 
the staff of Governor Pickens of South Carolina, and later as a 
volunteer at Fort Sumter. During the bombardment of his 
native city his beautiful home \vas burned, his library destroyed, 
and all his valuables were lost by plunder. There was· nothing 
left to the ruined man, and after engaging in newspaper work 
in Augusta, Georgia, for a short time, he removed to a cottage, 
or rather a shanty, among the "Pine-Barrens" of Georgia, six
teen miles from Augusta. This little nest among the pines he 
dignified as "Hayne's Roost'' and later as "Copse Hill." 

• 
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"Copse l Ii11 \vas a brushy knoll, up the slope of \vhich a 
na rrO\\' pa tlnvay n1eandered an1on :r the pines. n th ') top tood 
the "shanty''-a doleful cot \vith shutterless \Vindo\vs- around ~ 

\Vhich ran an irregular enclosure. The house had little furni
ture: stool , chairs and tables, and helves n1ade of goods boJ ·es. 
The \valls \\'e re oddly decorated \vith pictures fron1 illustrated 
journals and f r. } Jayne ·s \Vriting desk \VaS \Vhat had been a 
carpenter s \vork-bench. "It \vas an arid perch for a song bird 
that \vindy, frozen, barren hill." But he \Vas never heard to 
con1plain of his fate; hidinrr hin1self in utter seclusion behind 
the screens of \Vild vines around his forest ncs t, he endured 
hardship \vith uncotnplaining bravery and persisted in beino
happy. In Tire C ollagc 011 the 1-f ill he says: 

"On a s teep hillside. to aH the airs that blo,v 
Open, and open to the varying sky, 
Our cottage hon1estead, miling tranquiHy, 
Catches n1orn's earliest and eve's late t glow; 
flere, fa r fron1 'vorldly st rife, and pornpous show, 
The peaceful seasons glide serenely by, 
FulfilJ their n1ission, and as caln1Jy die. 

* * * * * 
Fie Ids, lonely paths, the one stnall glitntnering rill, 

* * * * * 
To me thus lapped in sylvan luxury, 
Are more than death of kings or en1pire's fall.'' 

Like his friends, Timrod and Lanier_, his success " 'as much 
due to an appreciative and helpful \vife. to \Vhotn, no doubt he 
O\ved much of his ability to persist under such circutnstances. 
Though accustotned to a life of ease_, she endured \Vith self
renunciation and gentle sympathy this severe reverse of fortune, • 

and contributed material help and a loving hopefulness to cheer 
the hour of gloon1 ; and one \vho can read bct\veen the lines can 
every,vhere see the influence of her presence brightening all his 
\vorks. It is in his The Bo1ln)! Bro'le'n Hand that he addresses to 
her these lines: 

"Let me feel your glowing fingers 
In a cia <;p that warms and lingers 
\.Vith the full, fond lo\'e of earth, 

• 



PAUL HAJ\IILTON HAYNE 

Till the joy of love's completeness 
In thts flush of firestde S\\eetness 
Shall brim our hearts \Vtth spirit \vine, outpoured beside the hearth. 
So steal your little hand tn mine, while twilight falters down,-
That ltttle hand, that fervent hand, that hand of bonny brO\\ n, 

179 

The hand whtch potnts the path to heaven, yet makes a heaven of earth" 

Hayne ·s poetry is the \vork of a genuine artist, although it 
is not very \videly read. It \vas never his fortune to cotn
pose three or four 1) rics of great po,ver of popular appeal, as 
did Timrod, but he has produced n1any poems \vhich are laden 
\Yith the langourous S\veetness of the South. Fe\v Southern 
\vriters have been so devoted to art as he. In Tlze W1"ll and the 
T+T in u he declares : 

b 

"Yet \vould I rather in the out\vard state 
Of Song's tmmortal temple lay me down, 
A beggar basktng by that radiant gate 
Than bend beneath the haughtiest empire's crown " 

And his devotion has not been \vithout re\vard., for it ha£ 
been his lot to touch more phases of life in his art than any other 
Southern \vriter. He has painted nature in her every mood and 
aspect as she appears on the Southern landscape. vVe revel \vith 
him in the early spring time, 

and 

And in 

''\Vhile heaven \vith bridegroom kiss, , 
\Vakens the virgtn earth to bloom and bliss" 

"Voices loud and free 
From every bush and tree, 
Of sportive forest bards outpouring songs of gladness; 
But over them still 
\Vith its passionate tnll 
The mock-bird's jocund madness." 

"The rare midsu·mmer dream that lies 
In humid depths of nature's eyes, 
Weighing her languid forehead down 
Beneath a fair but fiery crown," 

\Ve retreat with him into the shades of the pine, where we are 
lulled to rest by 
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"The blithe field-sparrow, twittering clear 
Quick ditties to his tiny love; 
While, frotn afar, the timid dove, 
\Vith faint, voluptuous murnntr, wakes 
The si lence of the pastoral brakes." 

X or less beautifully has he pictured the titne \vhen 

and 

till soon 

and 

"The passionate summer's dead! the sky's aglow 
\Vith roseate flushes of matured desire, 
The '''inds at e' e are mu c;ical and low, 
As sweeping chords of a lamenting lyre ;" 

"Ho\v regaJly the heavens look down, 
O'ershadowtng beautiful autumnal woods 
And harvest fields with hoarded increase brown,'' 

"\Vith wild and windy roar, 
Stahyart \Vinter comes once more," 

"Shakes hts beard of hoary gold, 
Like a tangled torrent rolled 
Do\\ n the sky-rifts, clear and cold." • 

Hayne lived with nature; she \Vas his only con1panion out
side the intnates of his cottage hotne, during all the ) ears he 
lived at "Copse Hill.'' He \vanderecl out among tf1e pine trees 
and over the vine-clad hills, beJecked \Vith \vilcl fto,vers of 
spring-time or bestre\\ n \vith the bro\vn foliage of the autumn. 
He heard the song-birds sing and t\vitter an1ong thetn or listened 
only to the ceaseless tnurtnurings of the \vinds through forest 
bo\vers. He enjoyed the 

"Enamoured breathing and soft raptures born 
About the roseate footsteps of the morn," 

and lived in quiet solitude and calm meditation until 

"A peaceful glory crowned the \Yaning ''est, 
And yonder distant mountain's hoary crest 
The semblance of a sih·ery robe did \vear." 
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So he meditates on through the wakeful hours of the night, 
while 

"The moon, a ghost of her svveet self, 
And vvading through a \vatery cloud, 
vVhich ,vraps her luster like a shroud, 
Creeps up the gray, funereal sky 

Wearily! ho'v \vearily !" 

Tor does he give us nature in her calm aspect alone, but \vith 
a master touch he paints 

"Those bristling rocks 
O'er 'vhich the chafed sea, in quick thunder-shocks, 
Leaps passionate, panhng through the showery spray." 

But he has treated other themes than nature. He has touched 
the deep chords of sentiment, and strains of purest feeling throb 
through his verse as distinctly as do the sobbing, melancholy 
moans of the Georgia pines. In his Legends and Lyrics he has 
clothed \Yith fresh life many of the heroes and heroines of my
thology, \vhere 

"Truth \ved to beauty in an antique tale, 
Sweet-voiced like some immortal nightingale, 
Trills the clear burden of her passionate lay" 

through them all, while in his dramatic sketches he transcends 
the superficialities, and even actualities of life, and gives voice 
to hearts and souls struggling against fate. 

He has preserved, too, not only the Southern landscape, but 
also those customs and manners \Vhich are typically Southern. 
In other \Yords he is one of those \vriters \vhom we must con
sider Southern as distinct from American. It is not an unjust 
criticism of the Old South to say that under conditions of slavery 
little, if any, literature could be produced that was not sectional 
in sympathy and appeal. In this unnatural state of things 
Hayne grew up and published the first three volumes of his 
poems. In the struggle \vhich ended these conditions he lost 
the whole of his material possessions and retired from the society 
of men to live the remainder of his days under the same notions 
of the structure of the social community that he had held when 
a boy; so that through all his \vritings echo the life and cus-

• 
• 
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totn .. of the Old outh. 'T'hi fact in1plie no adverse critici 111 

of JJaync. for every 'vriter n1ust tint hi \VOrks 'vith local color. 
On the oth ~r hand \VC n1ust r·ccoo-ni7.e the kill \Vith \vhich he 
has adapted hinlself to the role irnposed by his environnlcnt. 
1 f poetry i , as 1atthe\v rnold aid, the critici n1 of life, then 
here \ve have a valuable exposition of 'vhat \verc the conditions 
of the old regt"11le. 

This doe not tnean that 1-Iayne has produced nothing 'vhich 
is universal in its appeal. l one could fail to recognize the 
rustic 1naiden he has thus described: 

"But the starry de\v and the genial suu 
llave gladdened her guileless youth; 
And her brow is bright with the flu h of hope, 
Her soul with the seal of truth; 
Her steps are beautiful on the hills 
As the steps of the Orient morn, 
And Ruth \vas never more fair to see 
In the midst o f the autumn corn." 

And no one could miss the coquette in these lines: 

"\Vhile in her fair cheek's deepening dyes, 
Her lifted brow and roguish eyes, 
Her swan-like neck and din1pled chin
Cleft for smaJI Loves to atnbush in;" 

or \vithhold his sytnpathies frotn the tnaiden frotn \vhon1, 'vhile 

"Swiftly flew her drearns, 
Bird-like on balmy wings of fancy borne, 
To bridal realms, empurpled and divine

1
" 

her lover is snatched a\vay by the call to anns and she sighs: 

"I-a frail girl, 
And gifted only with the wealth of Jove, 
How can I satisfy the burning need 
Of a st rong tnan 's ambition? Yes 'tis so, 

'Ttc; even so '-loYe is the woman's heaven, 
Her hope, her god, her life-blood! Yet to man 
\Vhat is it but a pastime? 

* * * * * 
\Vell, I love thee dearly, 

Deeply,-God knows,-but I would have this love 
To crown thee as a garland,-not as a chain 
To bind and fetter." 

• 

' 
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In son1e of his lighter lync~ and loYe-songs "e find the rare, 
• 

airy. or tately mo\ etnent and tender c;entin1ent that are 50 char-
acteri tic of Tenn\ ~on\ ono-s: 

~ 

"Fly. wiftly fly, 
Throutyh von fair -kv 

~ j J1 

0 purple-pinioned hours. 
And bring once ntore the balmy night, 
\\hen frotn her lattice, silvery bright, 
Love's beacon tar-her taper-shines 
Between tho -e dark ntanorial pines. 

Above the rnyrtle-bower. 

Fly, breezes, fly, 
And waft my sigh 
\Vith love'- wann fondness fraught; 

'Twill stir n1y lady's languid mood, 
\i\lltere in her verdurou solitude, 
S . ~ sit and thinks, a n1oonlight grace 
Last o'er her beauteou bro\v and face, 

Touched by a passionate thought.'' 

Hayne' yer es are ahYay graceful and polished and tnusi
cal; and throuo-h thetn all flo\\· a tender imaginative entin1ent. 
IIi tyle is tran parent and anitnated and the scope of his 
poetical \vorks is 'vide. 

The most 1n1portant of hi prose \Vriting-s are his biographies 
and rnetnoirs of his uncle Robert Y. Hayne, of Hugh S. Leg
are and \i\.illianl Giltnore irnn1 , and of Henry Timrod, \Vhose 
poetical \VOrks he edited. I-Iis pro e style is animated and pic
ture que but too poetical to tneet the requiren1ents of good 
pro .... e. In con1parison ,,·ith his verse his prose \Vritings are 
practically insianificant. 

In a youthful poem I{ayne had said: 

"A.nd long as fate not wholly stern, 
But this shall grant me, 

Still \Vith perennial faith to turn 
\Vhere song's unsullied altars burn 

Naught, naught shall daunt me." 

In the disasters of his later life he kept his \Vord \Vith perfect 
faith. In his seclusion at "Copse Hill,'' in spite of his delicate 
health he plodded a\vay in pursuit of his ar t \Vith ttn\ a r) ing 
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devotion. But he \Vas not in syn1pathy \Vith the ne,,· era of 
.. outhern life. 1\s he larnented that the pa t seen1ed so rapidly 
forgotten he sadly \Vrote: 

" icthinks our air 'viii throb \vith rnen1ory's thrill , 
A conscious grief weigh down the faltering gras , 
A pathos shroud the hills, 
\Vavcs roll lan1enting, auturnn sunsets yearn 
For the old tin1e's return.'' 

On July G, 1 G, he passed into the rcaltn of rest \vhich he 
has so fittingly ·described: 

" 'Tis a realn1 imperial, stately, 
Refuge of dethroned Y cars~ 
Calm as n1idnight, towering greatly, 
Through a n1oonlight veil of tears. 

* * * * * * 
Slun1ber, flushed with faintest drearnings; 
Deep that knows no answering deep, 

Unprofaned by phantom-seemings, 
-- l\Iockcries of Protean sleep;
Noiseless, timeless, hal £-forgetting, 
~lay that sleep Elysian be, 
\Vhile serener tides are setting 
In\vard from the roseate sea." 

him passed the last cavalier of the old Southern 
But his n1emory shall ever li' e and as he himself .. 

And \Yith 
aristocracy. 
said of his fello'v poet, \ \rilliam Giltnore .. in11ns, so let us say 

· of him : 

HLet our homage be 
Large as that splendid prodigality 
Of force and love \\·herewith he staunchly wrought 
Out from the quarries of his O\vn deep thought, 
Unnumbered shapes." 

• 



REGRET 

Regret 

C. CLEVELAND KISER. 

0 Tinze} in tlz}' hasting, 
Turn back page b;' page 
To the da)'S of 11zy childhood 
That I nzay engage 
In 1nirth and in pleasures} 
I n innocent jo'y, 
And see the bright visions 
I saw when a bO}'· 

The Spring of life's journe}' 
Has quicl? passed a1).:a;', 
And the S llJJZJJZ er u/anes slovJ!}'; 
Jf y soul, da}' b)' daj•} 
Grows wear)'; life's burdens 
Increase; and }'01lth' s drean~ 
Has long since been dulled by 
The 'lvorld' s brighter glean~. 

Ah, could I but gather 
Each 1nonzellt long lost, 
It 'U.'Ould brighte1l nz)' path'luay 
Ere vVintcr' s first frost. 
Then, Th11e, in thy fleef1.ng, 
vVhen vVinter 'l'ere past} 
1\1 y burdens 1.vould lighten 
And peace conze at last. 

185 
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n Ohio Troubadour 

1-I. 1\1. DARGAN. 

"-1\ spirit in n1y feet 
Hath led tne- \vho knows how? 
To thy chatnber "in dow, sweet!" 

N n1ediceval pain, Ron1ance \Vas \vide a\vake and did a 
thriving business. 1 he cavalier of ;\ ragon or Castile vied 
\vith his rivals in tournan1ents all day long for the love of 

son1e black-eyed senorita, and at night, beneath a rrJorious n1oon, 

he sang "] uanita'' and tortured a guitar under her balcony, 
\vhile the duenna snored \vithin. Such, at lea t, is our con1n1on 
in1pres ron of the a1nusen1ents of panish youth, and only a 
confinned pragn1atist \vould \vant to hatter it. 

In t\venticth century ;\n1erica, affairs of the heart are usually 
conducted \vith dtsgusting propriety. The n1odern lover does 
not escort his lady to a bull-fight on Sunday- he takes her to 
church. Instead of \Varbling passionate love-songs beneath her 
chamber-\YindO\\, he talks rather silly prose in the parlor. \~'hen 
fierce jealous) seizes upon his manly spirit, he does not break 
his adversaries' skulls \Yith a battle axe, but strikes the1n out 
\Yhene\·er the) con1e to the bat, or 'vipes up the ground \vith 
then1 at football. Rornance, poor lady, has gro\vn sick of her 
job, and retired for a long rest. 

Yet eYery no\v and then one of her \Vorshippers is still to 
be found. Among the fe\v faithful ycc;tals \Vho c;tlll burnt 
incense at her shrine ''as Julia Zin stnet ter, the daughter of a 
Dutch butcher resident in Hinton, Ohio. Julia \Yas not a n1etn
ber of Hinton's exclus ive society, for she d\velt an1ong the 
untrodden \\"a\ s, over her father's store on Second street. She .. 
\Yas tall and '\villo"'Y" \Yith grey-green eyes, dull yello\v hair, 
and a drooping mouth. But \Yithin this con1n1on-place exterior 
fluttered a soft and c;entin1ental heart, \Yhose emotions \vere kept 
at burning heat by the \vorks of Shakespeare and "The Duch
ess." . ..A.ll her talk ''as of love, and loyalty, music and moon-

• 

, 
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beams. She should have been a high-born beauty in sotne ~oft 
southern clime. 

l\Iost young men thought her ugly and silly, but there \vas 
one faithful adorer \Vho occupied the satne chair in her father's 
parlor every Sunday afternoon. His name \vas Gustavus 1\Iontz, 
and he \\·as employed as a clerk in a tnusic store. His love for 
Julia \vas due solely to the fact that they had n1et vvhen the 
youthful ardor of his heart \vas just beginning to feel the need 
of an affinity. He \vas a dull, chubby boy, \vith sleepy eyes and 
a pasty complexion. He too \vas an acolyte in the tetnple of 
Rotnance, that is, a constant attendant at cheap theatres, \vhere 
sentitnental melodramas are presented. 

It \vas not until his eighth Sunday call that Julia learned of 
his connection \vith the music-store. She said rapturously that 
it must be a lovely profession, and asked him if he sang. He 
replied quite eagerly that he diJ, but since 1\Ir. Zinsmeister \vas 
napping in the next room) and \vould be cross if a\vakened, 
Julia hurriedly changed the subject. 

"Did you see 'Romeo and Juliet' at the O rpheum last night?" 
she asked. 

:\Ir. l\Iontz's inactive tnind could not readilv forsake the 
.I 

previous topic. He said that 'Romeo' was a poor sho\v) and it 
\vas a pity that fellow hadn't serenaded Juliet, like heroes 
alvvays did. 

"Oh that would have been lovely," cried Julia, "\Vhy didn't 
· he do it?" 

l\Ir. l\Iontz ans\vered that he supposed Shakespeare hadn't 
thought of it, and \vas proceeding to criticize other omissions 
and defects in the drama, \Yhen the door \Vas opened and the 
to\vsled visage and blinking eyes of his S\veetheart's father 
appeared in the crack. 

"You kids make too much noise," said the apparition inhos
pitably, and vanished. 

The guest arose in some disgust and took a hurried depart
ure, much to the vexation of Julia, \vho was just beginning to 
enjoy herself. She cried, and told the butcher's photograph on 
the mantelpiece that he \vas just too mean for anything. 

The next day Gussie asked his fellow-clerk at the music-store 
if it \vouldn't be great fun to get under Julia's \vindo\v that 
night and sing her to sleep. 

• 
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''I Ier old tnan \viii be tnad as thunder," \Vas the sceptical 
respon<;c, "and besides she '11 laugh at you if your voice changes 
on then1 lo\v note .'' 

Gussie's vocal talent \vas as yet rather uncertain. Usually 
he sang \vhat he called a barytone, but so1netin1e hi voice 
\vould soar up to a piercing shriek. In spite of a great deal of 
pride in his n1usical abilities, he \Vas obliged to ackno\vledge 
the j u <;tice of his f riencl 's criticisn1. 

"I tell you \vhat you do," said that gentletnan, and proceeded 
to develop a schetne, half in fun and half in earnest, \vhich Gus 
at first deri led and finally agreed to try. 

That night Julia \vas reading "Lady Audley's Secret" in her 
attic room, \vhich she called her "turret chan1ber," \vhen a slen
der strean1 of nasal n1elody came floating in through the half
open \Vindo\v. 

"] ulia, 
You're peculiar, 
Julia, you're queer; 
Truly, 
You're unruly 
.\s a wild Texas steer." 

The girl dropped her book and started to her feet \vith a 
beating heart. She took a fe\v quick steps to the \Vindo\v, but 
a rush of rotnantic sentiment got the better of her curiosity. 
Only a long course of novels and day-dreaming could have put 
such an idea in her head, but, once there, it seemed a matter of 
infinite importance. She must have a token, a souvenir, to drop 
from her casement for the cavalier to pick up and treasure next 
his heart. A hurried glance around the roon1 revealed nnothing 
more suitable than an orange and an alarm-clock. 

"] ulia 
You little fool, you, 
I'm going to rule you 

Or die," 

continued the serenader. 
The object of his threat snatched a pair of scissors from her 

\VOrk-basket, and hurrying to the bureau took fron1 its lo\Yer 
dra\ver a much-\\·orn summer hat. \\'ith quick fingers she cut 
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a large artificial rose from atnong its tavvdry trimmings and 
crept stealthily to the window. 

As her head and shoulders appeared in black outline against 
its lighted square, the voice stopped abruptly at the commence
ment of another stanza, and 1\rir. 1\rlontz's graceful figure step
ped out from the deep shado\v of a tree into the glare of a 
street-light. 

"Julia," he \vhispered in trembling accents. 
"What are you doing here?'' said the maiden, leaning out. 
"I came to see you, d-el-darling," he ans\vered \vith a choke 

and a S\vallo\v. 
"Gussie!" she murmured, and dropped the rose. 

1\Iean,vhile, in the rootn just beneath Julia's, the element of 
tragedy \vas being prepared. l\lr. Zinsmeister, the old Capulet 
of this Ron1eo-and-Juliet affair, had been avvakened by the noise, 
and possessing himself of a n1issile, had also stolen softly to his 
\vinclo\v. Just as Gus bent for,vard to pick up his S\veethearfs 
pleJge of love, another token - a slimy cake of soap -·smote 
upon the nape of his neck, and the angry butcher's voice rang 
harshly in his ear. 

"Get out of here! Are you drunk or only a blame fool? 
Comin' and playin' a darnn phonograph under my \vindo\v at 
this time of night! Get out !'' 

:\Ir. :\Iontz hurriedly collected t\VO or three boxes and a long 
horn, \vhich had been concealed beneath the tree, and sped a\vay 
in craven haste, \vhile Julia flung herself \veeping on her bed. 
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After this it seemed natural that we should be together, and 
we began at once to perforn1 the most fascinating experiments. 
1\Ionth by month "·e stud ied day and night, barely stopping for 
our meals and a fe\v hours' recreation. During these experi
ments our nerves, or mine at least, \Yere at the highest tension. 
I \vould stand at Robert's side, ready to hand hin1 anything he 
tnight need. Generally, ho,vever, Robert's slim, trained fingers 
found, as by instinct, the necessary apparatus, and I had only 
to stand and look on. A t such tin1es I \vas proud of R obert. 
I \vas ahvays proud of hin1, in fact, but particularly \vas I proud 
of him \vhen, \vith hair dishevelled, face calm, eyes sparkling 
\vith a deep and steady glo\v, and body lithe and active, each 
nerve tense \vith the \vork in hand, he unerring ly and unhesi
tatingly found, as if by magic, the necessary material for our 
experiments. To understand Robert, one had to be \vith him 
at the laboratory desk. That slitn, g raceful figure \vas in its 
true sphere there. He ,,·as king in his realm and never did king 
rule \vith more autocratic S\vav . 

.; 

After our experiments \vere over in the afternoon, about 
t\\ ilight \ve vvould take a \valk back of the laboratory into the 
fields. On these occasions I found R obert a most delightful 
companion. \lV e -vvould talk of books vve had read, - and 
R obert's books were al\\'ays healthy, well-balanced books; vve 
\vould discuss public men and public questions; and not infre
quently \ve \vould, in animated, serious tone, discuss the kinds 
of vvomen \Ve admired. Robert never could decide bet\veen two 
types, the one intellectual, brilliant, and ingenious, the othet 
pretty, S\veet and congenial; each corresponding, as I observed, 
to one side of his dual nature. 

Soon after \Ve had eaten supper, \Ve \vould go back to our 
\vork, \vhereupon R obert \vas completely transformed. His 
genius became dominant, and vvithout the slightest conscious
ness of it, he became an entirely different being. Indeed, he 
himself vvas so unconscious of this transformation that he 
laughed outright when I called his attention to it. After our 
vvork \vas concluded, Robert \vould generally add good cheer 
to the situation by a healthy joke, \vhich signified a return to 
himself, and then in the best of spirits \Ve \vould go each to his 
O\vn room for the night. It \vas said of Robert that he \vas 

' 
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in1n1oral and reckless, but I deny it; for during the entire four 
years that \VC spent together at B , I never once noted any
thing in Robert's appearance, or in anythino- he said, 'vhich 
\\·oulcl justify such a charge. He \vas ever a hio-h-toncd, broad
tninded gentlcn1an in his personal conduct, \vhile in the labora
tory. he \vas ahvays that brilliant genius I have described. 

1\ fter our course at B had been cotnpleted it \Vas the 
grief of tny life to part \vith my friend. fie left for the rnetrop
ohs of R to pursue hi invec;tigations in chen1ical research, 
''" hile I c;ettlecl clo,vn at the county site of S to practice tny 
profession. It had been several ) ears since I had heard fron1 
Robert, \V hen I received a cordial letter fron1 hitn, telling tne 
of his \vork, but particularly describing t\VO of his lady friends, 
both of \vhon1 he greatly admired. Occupied \vith the cares of 
111) profession, I thought little of the letter and heard nothing 
more fron1 Robert until I received one evening early in autumn 
a telegram, "·orclecl as follo,vs: "Con1e at once. It's great
the problen1 of my life.'' ... A.s I \vas not very busy at the time, 
and \vas desirous of seein~ Robert. besi'"ies having some orders 
to fill at R . I \vent on an earlv tratn next dav. 

~ ~ 

\\'hen I arrived at the station, Robert \vas not there to meet 
n1e, so I asked \vhcre the laboratory \vas, kno\ving that I should 
doubtless find hitn there. This \vas readily pointed out to me, 
as every one seen1ecl to kno\v Robert and to think highly of hitn. 
I \valkccl over to the laboratory, being anxious to breathe the 
invigorating air. after tny long ride. .\s I approached the lab
oratory. sparrO\YS \vere busily chattering to each other in the 
ivy that coYerecl the front of the building. Once in the corri
dor, I caught the characteristic laboratory odor, only that there 
seen1ecl to me just a trace of that peculiar arotna- \vhere had 
I smelt it before? In a quiet little front roon1, a parlor, \vhere 
Robert and I, in the old days, had been asked to sit up one night 
\Yith ? ~ o, it n1ust be only a fane) - one of those vague 
memories recalled by the sense of sn1ell, the tnost elusive of all 
n1en1ories. I knocked at a door as directed. and \Yaited a 
n1inute: then getting no response, I pushed open the door. -~s 1 
passed into the large, splendidly appointed laboratory I detec
ted- there \\·as no mistaking it- the odor of burnt po,vder. 
The explanation \Yas not far to seek. Passin~ a large cabinet, 



THE PRODIGAL'S RETURN 193 

I can1e upon the huddled form of Robert Granger, pitched for
ward on the sloping top of his desk. 

That afternoon, when the authorities had passed the usual 
decree - "from a pistol shot fired by his own hand, for reasons 
unkno\vn to the jury" -and were leaving the room, I ventured 
to lift the shroud from the form of my old friend, when I noted, 
against the back of the desk \vhere I had found him, tvvo pho
tographs, side by side, the one of a girl's bright, S\veet face, the 
other of a ~~oman's brilliantly intellectual, eager face. 

.. 
The Prodigal's Return 

c. w. COLEMAN. 

I ..,. ' 

... '. J 

HE tramp vvearily unslung the meager pack from his 
shoulder, and sat dovvn on a cross-tie to rest. A small 
yellow dog, \vhich had been trotting patiently at his heels, 

squatted in the sand before him, and looked up into the bloated 
face \Vith dumb, loving eyes. Around them the twilight lay 
cool and grateful. A light breeze stirred the pine needles \vith a 
rapt, Svvishing sound, and caressed the man's svvarthy cheek 
playfully. Crickets chirped in the long grass that bordered the 
rails, and in a shadovvy clump of cedars a belated bird twittered 
a dro\vsy good-night. 

The man bared his head to the refreshing breeze, and drank 
in the familiar landscape \vith hungry eyes. T o the \voods and 
fields the years had brought little change. Do\vn by the brook 
\vhere he had been used to play, a stnall clearing had been made, 
but the little bridge \vas there still; and the projecting rock 
belo\v it, "·here he had come to fish in the boyish days so long 
past, had remained undisturbed. Farther a\vay lay the ripen
ing cornfields, and beyond, a long stretch of tneado\vland merged 
into the darkening \\"Oods. On the other side of those woods 
vvas the farm-house. 

To the mind of the tramp there came a vision of the old 
hotne as it had looked on that tnoonlight night years ago, \vhen, 
anS\Yering the call of the \vide and tnysterious \vorld, he had 
tt1rned his back on the scenes of his boyhood, and stolen silently 

• 
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a\\·a .. ' t ck tunn" and fan1c an1id the gr at cit)· I ckorun 
light . }:,v --r") J tail of that n1entorable night ''a a r d tnt 

hi brain "·ith a vivid di tinctn _. . I '" tall an I gh tl. th • 
tree had en1 d, and ho\v rnockin J.' the corn-r " had nodd d 
to hin1. a hi bar· feet curried dO\\ n th long \vhit r ad that 
\vound a\\ a\ and a\vay- to fr edont and to fortun Th _. n1an 

.;' .. 
srniled bitt r1y. 1 IO\\' vain and hollo\v the \\'Ord oundcd nO\\ ! 

J Ie \\'Ond _.r d hO\\' they had felt "hen hi flight ''a di o v
ered- "hen, in th n1orning. his b , had b n found n1pty. 
lie pictured hi n1othcr' aneyui h, hi father' , t rn ang _.r. nd 
then, the fruitJe carch. The tran11 buried hi face in hi 
hands and the dog snuggling clo e to hi n1ast r licked then1 
in silent yn1pathy. 

tea1thily the tar can1e out and took their place in the 
darkening ky above. The quickene'"l breeze \vhi p red 111) te
riously in the long grass. and i hed \Vith a Jo\v rnoaning ound 
an1ono- the pine . Far in the di tance a long, obbing \vhi tie 
ounded faintly and the doP" started, and prick d up his ear . 

The n1an head ank lo\ver. I1c \vas Jiving in the day of 
lonP" ag-o. lie sa\v a bare-legged boy roan1ing an1id the fields anj 
\voods that lay around an old-fashioned farn1-hou e. It '"a sun
set and the tnen \vcre cotning hon1e fron1 the field . In the door
\vay the boy' n1other stood and \vatched \vhile he drove the 
co,vs hotne frotn pasture. 'fhe boy \va \vhi tling cheerily and 
the shrill notes blended \vith the dro\v y tinkle of the CO\\'-bells . .. 
J\nd then the \vhi ding died a\vay, and only the tinkling of the 
bell \Va heard. 

round the curve a bril1iant g-laring eye flashed upon the 
tnan and the dog. shri11 \vhi tie pierced the silence of the 
nig-ht and a bell c]ano-ed hoarsely. The steel rails fla hed and .. 
quiYered. Frantically the dog tugo-cd at the leeve of the 
clrean1ing n1an. But the doa \vas ...,tnal1, and the n1an \vas tired, 
so very tired . .. 

The 
• • 

\Vatttncr 
~ 

Brindle 

bov had driven the CO\V hon1e and his n1other \vas • 

on the step . he spoke to hin1, and tniled, but Old 
bell kept rino-ing and he did not hear. 

The next n1ornino- Fanner ~Gray abroad at unrise in his 
corn-field found upon the railroad track the n1angled body of a 
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man, and beside it a small yellow dog keeping faithful guard. 
Farmer Gray vvas not partial to tramps ; and no one had seen 
hitn affected by emotion until his only son had gone away one 
night, no\v nearly fi fteen years ago. But somehovv, in the pres
ence of that lifeless, unrecognizable mass of what had once been 
somebody's boy, he \vas stricken \vith a great awe and pity. 
Tenderly, he laid the mutilated body to rest beneath the vvhis
pering pines by the little brook, \vhere the barefoot boy had 
played in the years long gone. 

The sun rose higher, and the birds sang vvith tumultuous joy. 
The sound of the scythe echoed from the harvest fields. The 
farmer had gone away, and under the pines only the dog 
ren1ained, a solitary sentinel, keeping vYatch above one who had 
returned at last to his ovvn. 

Tarry Thou 

J. S. P RUITT. 

T vvas the day before Christmas. The afternoon sun shone 
hazily down through a rift in the clouds, taking some of 
the chill out of the crisp air. On the street the Christmas 

shoppers hurried from store to store laden vvith packages. Wag
ons from the country lined the side,valk, and every now and 
then one started on its home,vard \vay. From far up the street 
could be heard the plaintive sounds of a hand-organ. Every
thing and everybody seemed full of the spirit of Christmas . 
Smiles lingered on the faces of many, \vho \vere thinking per
haps of the presents to be received on the next day, or perhaps 
anticipating the pleasure that they \vould bring into the lives of 
others. Even the organ-grinder's monkey seemed to go through 
its part with a g reater zest than usual. I t almost smiled vvhen 
some facetious youngster g reeted it vvith a "~Jerry Christmas." 

T here vvas one face, ho,vever, in all this gay throng whir h 
did not seem happy. I t \Yas a striking face. T he aqu~line nose 
proclaimed that it belonged to an I sraelite; the chi~, though hid
den by a long g ro\Yth of snO\V-\vhite \vhiskers, ~~hrywed great 
strength. But the eyes,-yes, it \vas the eyes that sent the chill 
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over the passer-by. They ''ere sunken far under shaggy \vhitc 
bro\vs. 1 o one \\!a I) able to tell \Vhat color they \VCre, for, upon 
looking into their depths, one involuntarily turned a\vay and 
sought sotne other feature. . \ ca ual observer tnight have said 
that the owner of the fare \vas sixty ) ears of age, but in reality 
he \vas n1uch older. His fonn \va still straight, ho,vever, and 
every limb sho\ved great vitality. 

The old man \vas muttering to hitnself. "Cur e my fate. 
Can't I find a place \vhere I \Vill not be constantly ren1inded of 
the past? I am going to some outlandish country \vhere they 
haven't heard of Christtnas. But \vhy can't I die? Other tnen 
at my age \vould have been dead a long time ago, but here an1 
I still lingering on the earth. Generation after generation have 
I seen pass, but still I must live on. Oh, that I could invoke 
someone, even though it \Vere the devil, to end 111y tnisery. But 
it's no use, it's no use." 

lie "·ent on up the street and entered a clothing store, \vhere 
he poured out his complaints and curses into the ears of his 
fello\v countrvman. 

"' 
~Iean\vhile in the street an excitement arose. T\YO men, ene-

tnies \vhen sober, devils \Vhen drunk, had met. Each had a trifle 
tnore \vhiskey in him than \vas good for his peace of mind. At first 
they cursed each other and then they dre\v revolvers. Through 
the open door of the store the old man had looked upon these 
occurrences \vith indifference. \Vhen he sa\v the guns dra,vn, 
ho\vever, a smile lighted up his countenance for the first titnc 
and with a cry of "I\ O\v is my chance!" he rushed out of the 
door and thre\v himself bet\veen the t\\·o n1en just as they fired. 
The drunken men, not clearly knowing \Vhat had happened, fired 
a number of times, only missing the J e\v once. The old man 
sank upon the ground in an apparently lifeless heap. Police 
\vere on the spot instantly and the disturbers of the peace \\·ere 
taken into custody. The ambulance bore a\vay the old n1an 's 
body to the city hospital. In a short titne the cro\vd that had 
gathered around the spot dispersed and business \Vent on as 
usual. 

In the city hospital the old J e\v lay unconscious. The doc
tors had all agreed that, for an ordinary man, the shots \voulcl 
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have proved instantaneously fatal. .A.s it \Vas they thought the 
patient tnight linger for a fe\\' hours. There \vas nothing for 
the nurses to do for hin1, so they \vent about their other \vork, 
only looking in once in a \vhile to see if he \vere yet dead. 

Christmas passed, but still he lingered on. The hours gre\v 
into days, the da) s gre\v into a \veek. It \vas .. ""e'v Year's morn
ing. The nurses had aln1ost quit going to see the old man, only 
looking in every night and n1orning. 

r\s the \vhistles ble\v for the birth of the X e\v Y car there 
was a movement in the bed. The n1an rose up. But \vas it the 
satne n1an? Instead of the beard and hair being sno\V \vhite as 
they had been \V hen the old n1an \\as shot, they \vere nO\\' coal 
black. \¥here \vere the \vrinkles in the face? The man stood 
up, stretched hin1self as though \vaking from a deep sleep, then 
\valked out into the street through doors \vhich the nurses had 
carelessly left unlocked. The cold air seemed to bring hitn to 
his senses; for on the side\valk he stopped \vith a jerk. His 
face \vas troubled as if he ''ere trying to retnen1ber sornething. 
1'hen suddenly "·ith a loud curse, he beat his breast, crying, 
"Curse n1y fate! vVhy can I not · lie. 'Tarry thou on this earth 
until I cotne again.' Yes, those \vere His \vorcls Condetnned 
to be a \vanderer over the face of the earth for centuries. Oh, 
"hv did I curse the Son of God?'' Then \vith a loud shriek he .,. 

disappeared in the darkness. 
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in ; but was he to be so kind as the old or no ? A happy new 
year! Yes, we wished it to every one. A happy new year to 
our friends and loved ones ! A happy nevv year even to our 
enemies and to those in pain and sorrO\V. A happy new year 
to our dear country and to other lands,- to all on \Vhotn the 
new year morning da\vns. 

"Ring out, \Vtld bells, to the wild sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty light; 
The year is dytng in the night; 

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 

Ring out the old, r ing in the ne\v, 
Ring happy bells across the snow, 
The yea r is going, let him go; 

Ring out the false, r ing in the true." 

.. And as \Ve go about our \Vork let us resolve that the ne\v year 's 
every fleeting day n1ay carry \vith it something \vell ·done. 

"The \veil-rounded man" is the ideal held up 
The Sta tus of b f h 11 f d t( • 11 College Athletics e ore t e co ege man o to- ay- an tnte ec-

tual and physical athlete." It is inde(ld a worthy 
ideal, one that has stood the test of centuries since the poets of 
I-Iellas immortalized in song their athletic heroes whose feats 
inspired a nation-wide enthusiasm in those out-rioor sports \vhich 
d,\veloped the marked symmetry of form of thP Greek figure 
and gave to Greek art its rare specimens of physical beauty. Like
\v:~e these gymnastics \vere one of the factors to vvhich, along 
\vith the pure, crisp atmosphere and pastoral scenes tended by 
r aiads and nymphs, are d ue the remarkable alacrity and fer

tility of the Greek intellect as \veil as the unfading beauty of all 
the creations of the Greek mind. An ideal much like that of the 
Greeks, I believe, should prevail among the students of our eJu
cational institutions- especially in those institutions where 
there are no fortns of manual training g iven in the curriculum . 
By all means some systen1 of physical training ought to exist in 
every college, which \vould be attractive enough in some of its 
features to enlist the activity of every student. ot that every 
student, or any student, may become a noted athlete or that the 
college may be noted for its athletic standing, but that each stu-
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dent may receive the physical training which will give him a 
strong body. This training, ho\vever, should be entirely secon
dary- that is, it should be done, not as an end \Vi thin itself, but 
as a means to an end- to develop and preserve a sounJ body 
to support a sound and vigorous mind. 

It is seriously questioned by many \vhether the systems of 
athletics in our colleges at present are such as may secure the 
desired results. As it is, only a comparatively small per cent 
of the student body participate in the sports. The object of 
the participants seems to be to "make the team" and not many 
men \vho have no hope of making either first or second team 
continue in training. The result is that the first and second 
nines or elevens and the recruits for these are almost the 
only ones who train at all. So that, "\vhile athletics theoret
ically exist that the students may have physical training, in 
practice only a fe\v of them get it. In fact, in many of our insti
tutions the fello\v \vho has no hope of making the team has very 
little or no encouragement to train at all; and if he does so, he 
has no director and his training must be, necessarily, unsystem
atic. For it seems to be the idea that the institution can afford 
a director only for those who show promise of making a good 
athletic record and may help to \Vin for the institution its share 
of athletic honors. This condition of affairs is largely respon
sible for the position \vhich is taken by many, that inter-collegiate 
athletics should not exist. For \vhen the \vinning of athletic 
honors is set before an individual or an institution as an ideal, 
it puts a pre1nium on physical prowess and tends to the intro
duction of professionalism into sports, and thus tends to trans
form true sportsmen into professionals. But the most serious 
objection is that it largely confines systematic training to the 
fe\v \vho are least in need of it, \vhile the majority are left to do 
as best they may. President Eliot says: "The exaggeration of 
athletic sports in schools and colleges remains a crying evil, and 
there are no clear signs that any effectual remedy is taking 
effect. The strong tendency of the highly competitive, violent 
games is to reduce the proportion of boys and young men \Vho 
play them, and to impede the universal development of \vhole
some sports accessible to all; * * * * for the fierce competi
tion makes these games so intense that they are unsuitable for 
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any but a small proportion of the schoolboys and students." 
Another leading educator, President Woodrow \iVilson, has 
recently expressed a similar conviction. 

One other serious problem is that \vhile the majority 
of the students are usually enthusiastic enough over ath
letics, their enthusiastn generally finds expression, not in 
active participation in either field or gymnastic sports, but 
in standing on the side lines, idly looking on, or in stand
ing in scattered groups here and there, gossiping upon the 
prospects of this or that player, or this or that game, dis
cussing the fairness of a decision, gloating over a victory or 
covering up with satire the chagrin of a defeat. The problem 
would not be so serious if merely the time vvhich should be spent 
taking exercise \vere thus squandered. In their enthusiasm, 
many students dissipate hour after hour of their time from day 
to day throughout the \vhole of a season, \vhich should by all 
n1eans be devoted to study. It is often argued that those students 
\vho engage in athletics tnake, on the average, better records in 
the class room than those \vho do not. This is usuallv true 

.I 

enough, but the questions arise vvhether those students \vhose 
only athletic aspirations are to be "fans" make so good a record 
as they vvould if their attention were not distracted by such aspi
rations, and \vhether the scholarship of the institution averages 
as high as it \vould if the interests of the student body \vere 
directed along other lines. It is notable that in institutions 
vvhere such attention is given to such athletics, difficulty is expe
rienced in maintaining the proper interest in literary \VOrk. The 
literary societies lag and a high class of scholarship is hard to 
maintain. , 

The prevalence of such conditions should not be charged to 
the existence of athletics in the college, but it may certainly be 
due to the misconception, in practice, at least, of the proper 
relation existing bet\veen athletics and other departments of col
lege life. What \Ve need is an adjustment of the system so that 
it will enlist, not merely a fe\v students, but all students in ath
letics- athletics on such a scale as, despite the public interest 
in them and the claim that institutions need them for an adver
tisen1ent, \vill subordinate thetn to scholarship and make then1 a 
means for the development of every student into a \Yell-rounded 
man. 
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The statu of athletics at l\1 ere :) r is not. " 'C n1ust 
confess " 'hat \VC should like to ee it. 1 Tore 
interest is taken and n1ore enthusiasrn n1anifested 

in athletic events than in the uccess and pro perity of her liter
ary societies. If '"e n1ay judge from out\vard n1anifestations, 
colle~e yeH , chapel talk , and the like, tnore honor is accorded 
to the \Vinner on the gridi ron o r the clian1ond than to the " 'inner 
in inter-society contests, and the athletic star is accorded ahnost 
as nntch rrlorv as the \Vinncr in inter-colleO"iate forensic contests . 

• 

\~T e regret the prevalence of such conditions, but so long as the 
present state of athletic affairs remains \ VC sec little or no hope 
of r emedying it. \\'hat \VC need is a tnore g-enera l participation 
in athletics, n1ore attention giYen to their true purpose. and less 
attention given to their hollo\v honors, so that the interest and 
enthusiasn1 thus \Vasted n1ay be directed along other lines. 

Changcc; in the direction indicated are itnpossiblc so long as 
our g) tnnasiutn ren1ains unfinished and unequipped. Our cata
logue c;a) s that \vhen our gytnnasitun is finished it 'vill be one 
of the most complete of the South. The student body is proud 
of \vhat it is to be, but is anxious to kno'v \Vhen it rnay hope 
for the realization of the clreatn- a dream no\v alreadv half as ., 

long as Rip Van \ Vinkle's slutnber. It is true that the building 
is in some sort of daily use, but it is unfinished and unfurnished. 
So long as it is thus , it can renJer no very efficient service and 
\Ye are ashamed and chagrined \Yhen ou r friends visit it. The 
students are anxious that this building be furnished and equipped. 

Another thino- \vhich :\Iercer is in very g reat need of is an 
athletic director to take charge of the building \Vhen equipped. 
If a competent director \\'ere placed in charo-e, each student 
required to pay a fee for the support of the building and direc
tor, instead of encouraged to pay several dollars for support of 
teams, and some sort of exercise required daily of each student, 
the health of the students \vould be better, the general interest 
in all-round college \vork \vould be keener, and a more enthusi
astic college spirit and a more \vhole-hearted loyalty \vould be 
manifest. 

\\r e \vish that those in authority \vould give us if possible 
an adequately equipped gymnasium and a system of physical 
training under some kind of instruction, even if this must be 

I 
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done at the expense of sports in vvhich only a few participate. 
We are glad to be able to say that already something like this is 
contetnplated for Mercer. 

Books and Authors 

H. M. DARGAN. 

TALES AND TIIEIR TELLERS. 

This is the age of the short story. The past century has 
seen the full bloom of lyric poetry and the novel, but to-day the 
brief prose narrative, as a separate form, seems to have reached 
its prime. Greek myths, the Arabian Nights and the Decan1-
eron \vere its ancient and varied beginnings; Poe, I<ipling, De 
1\Iaupassant and Daudet have labored to perfect it; and the 
innnumerable American magazines, from Harpe~ s to The Blacl~ 
Cat) have made it the most plentiful form of literature \vith us. 

T he Same 
Old Thing 

Among the abundance of stories \vhich are pub
lished every n1onth, certain definite types keep 
appearing with wearisome frequency. Harper's 

evidently makes up its table of contents on the system of having 
one tale of each kind for every issue. A very curious jumble is 
the result. The first article is usually a "mediceval story" by 
Justus 1\Iiles Forman or James Branch Cabell, vvith a title like 
"Sir Etienne and the Fair Rosamonde." It is illustrated \vith 
a frontispiece by Hovvard Pyle, representing a knight in red 
and a damozel in sea-green against a sulphur-yello\v back
ground. Then, for the sake of contrast, \Ve have a " T e\v Eng
land story" by 1\Iary \Vilkins Freeman or one of her disciples, 
describing the love-affair of Hiram Peabody and 1\Iehitabel 
Perkins, and the displeasure of the Peabody family \vhen it was 

... .Iiscovered that 1\Iehitabel could not darn her husband's socks. 
Text comes a "psychologic story" by Alice Brown or W . D. 

Ho\vells, in which the characters think a great deal, but never 
seem to do anything. 

Other types are equally familiar. Stories \vhose interest 
depends on local color range all over the globe. The co\vboy of 
fiction, \vith his six-shooter and picturesque attire, has been 
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n ever aspires to be ranked as anything nobler than an enter
tainer; he has far too keen a sense of hun1or to believe that 
short stories are matters of any importance to their readers or 
the world at large, and his \vork is all the better for this simple 
faith. He is no g reat artist, perhaps, but he is a very ski I ful 
artisan. 

The Month's 
Magazines 

All of the magazines make a feature of their 
D ecember and January issues, especially in 
regard to fiction, and H arpcr' s usually takes the 

lead in this policy. But the Christmas issue this year is not 
quite as good as usual. "The I\Iysterious Ches t" by Howard 
Pyle is a rather melodran1atic tale of the adventures of a coffin 
containing the body of a n1urderecl man. Its author is appar
ently acquainted \Vith the famous adventure of Little H unchback 
in the A rabian >Jights, and \vith Stevenson's "\V rong Box." 
The general plot is the san1e in all three cases. "The Thing 
That Couldn't" is a very entertaining tale of domestic n1is
adventure. 

T he December Scribner'' s contains some excellent fiction. 
"The Uses of Diplomacy," by Katharine H olland Brown, is a 
\\Tell-\vritten "psychologic" story, somevvhat in the style of Edith 
\Vharton. It has a quality of realism and charm, ho\vever, 
\vhich is often lacking in that lady's work. "The Christmas 
Handicap," by James B. Connolly, is the account of an Atnerican 
sprinter's experience in England. ..A.nyone "·ho cares for ath
letics, professional athletics especially, \vill probably enjoy it. 
Josephine Daskatn Bacon's story ''The \\r arning" is a peculiar 
narrative of a bank-fraud. l-.Irs. Bacon is an experienced \Vriter 
of fiction, and ''The \\" arning" is quite up to her usual stand
ard. The plot is a very oclcl one, carefully and skilfully 

'' or keel out. 
This issue of S cribne-1 s also contains an article on Robert 

Burns' country; and one on .. \bbev's n1ural decorations at Har-
r 

risburg, beautifully illustrated \vith reproductions f rom the \vork 
of this fan~ous artist. On the "hole the Christn1as S crib ncr's 
is a fine specimen of the ... \ n~erican n1agazine at its best. 

Jl r cClurc' s for Decen1ber and January has a nun1ber of good 
stories. This tnagazine la) s a g reat deal of stress on local color, 
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and publishes nntch fiction about the foreign elen1ent in our 
cities. " in1on the c;entle," by E. F. Stearn<;, is the tale of a 
J e\vish peddler and his adventures among unsytnpathetic Irish
_r-\nlericans. The scene of Caspar Day's "\r cronika and the 
Angelinos '' is laid among the Lithuanians and Italians of N e'v 
York. "The Lion and the T\vo ~IacCarthys" is the story of a 
"con" man and an unsophisticated Irish immigrant. All of 
these narratives testify to their authors' familiarity \vith the 
characters described. We Southerners see but little of the immi
grant portion of our nation, and stories such as these have son1e 
influence in n1aking us acquainted \Vith thetn. Other good 
stories in JY! cC!ure' s are: ''The Countess of Overland Halt," 
by L. H Bickford, one of the best CO\vboy yarns that have 
appeared in some titne; "The Case of Henri Passalaigue" by 
\~iolet Roseboro, \vhich describes the unjust \VOrking of South
ern "un\vritten la\v ;" and "The Closing of the Ranks," by :\Iar
garet \\rilson, a study of the reaction bet\veen an old farmer 
and his son's family of "city folks." 

Stories of horses and hunting seem to be popular. "Shabo
gan," by Oric Bates, in McClure's, and "Max ~Iarshall's \Vife,' 
by John I<ennett Colt, in Ever:ybody' s, both belong in this class. 
There are at least three stories of the penitentiary and convict 
life in the Christtnas periodicals, and Lincoln Steffens' "The 
Least of These" in the December Everybod'j'' s is decidedly the 
best. It is a very real tale of a \veak man trying to help his 
fellovv-weaklings. "The Branded 1\fan's Gift," by Alvah l\Iil
ton Kerr, also in Everybody's, and "The Hopeless Case," by 
R. F. Foster in ~11 cC!ure' s are other stories of prisoners \vhich 
are \vorth reading. 

The January Anterican concludes the most delightful serial 
of the year, \\Tilliam J. Locke's "Simple Septimus." It is a 
novel of great charm, full of \vell-dra\vn, lovable characters. The 
n1ild, silly, unselfish Septimus is an almost perfect compound of 
I-Iero and Ass. James L. Ford says, in an article on the stage 
in A! cC!ure' s, that a hero is always more interesting \vhen he is 
an object of pity. The readers of 1\Ir. Locke's novel feel that 
they are far superior to poor Septimus, \vith his childish ignor
ance of the \vorld, and perhaps that is \vhy they love him. ... ~Ir. 
Locke has \\Titten a number of \VOrks before this, and t\VO of 
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then1, "The Beloved Vagabond" and "The J\Iorals of 1\Iarcas 
Ordeyne," have met with a very favorable reception; but his 
latest book seems to be his best. 

Davidson 
College 
Magazine 

Exchanges 

c. CLEVELAND KISER. 

We have nothing but the highest praise for the 
December issue of the Davidson College J.lrlaga
zine. It is an improvement over the last issue, 

and we predict for it a successful year. We attribute its 
improvement to the facts mentioned in the first editorial. \ Ve 
believe it is a good plan to offer prizes for the best story, essay, 
and poem. At any rate it seems to have proved a success in 
this case, if the articles were the result of the prize-offering. 

We \vish to speak a word of commendation of the Editorials 
and Exchanges. The Editorials show much thought and prepa
ration, especially those on "Influence" and "Energy." The 
Exchange Editor not only criticises, but offers suggestions. 

The stories have splendid plots, but the general criticism \Ve 
\vould make is that the authors go too much into detail. Espec
ially is this true of the first one, "A 'Sang' Hunter's Wooing." 
The setting of the story is very good indeed, and, although the 
theme is a universal one, the author has handled it \veil. The 
idea of the "sang" or ginseng patch is a unique one and adds 
considerably to the story. Another story \vorthy of special nlen
tion is "The Thousand Dollar Check," \vhich is true to life. 
"Sunlight and Shaclo\v" is too didactic. The author starts out 
\vith a narrative, but in the middle breaks off to contrast pov
erty \vith wealth, \vriting a short essay on conditions existing in 
the South relative to capital and labor. We do not believe it is 
\vell to tell the moral in the story, especially \vhen brought out 
as plainly as in the story mentioned; leave that for the reader 
to do. Emerson says reading should be creative; that is, leave 
the reader something to study out for himself. In doing this the 
story becomes more effective. 
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\~' e \visb to quote the last verse of ctThc I-Iypocritc'': 

"\:Vhat is Fame, but half Dtc;fame? 
Unless 'tis coupled with another name; 
\Yhom Fame shall ever try to nurture, 
Provided that Fame be tied to Virtue. ' 

\ y· e also reproduce the t\VO verses "\Vish and Fulfillment:" 

\VISH. 

"\Vhen by your side I fondly sit, 
And \vatch your skilful fingers flit 
Over your doily as in love 
With every stitch and every move, 
1\1y fondest \vish would ever be, 
That I were your embrotdery. 

FULFILLMENT 

Now she '"ho once I long dtd woo 
Has to me promtsed to be true, 
And through my wife for three full years 
?\Iy wish almost fulfilled appears; 
For I'm her drawn-work, don't you see, 
She spends and then she draws on me." 

\ \ r e have before us one of our sister college 
The Andrew 
College J ournal n1agazines, the A ndre1.u C o!le ge 1 ournal of Cuth-

bert, Georgia, "·hich is a good effort. \\' e are 
glad to note that the 1 ournal, quite different from a number of 
other fen~ale college tnagazines, has attetnpted articles of a 
serious nature. The t\VO essays ''Influence of the X orman Con
quest on the English Language," and "Joel Chandler Harris," 
sho\v careful preparation. The author of the latter article shO\YS 
a thorough appreciation of this great Georgian. 

The poetry is not up to the standard. The \vriters do not 
have a thorough regard for meter. vVe quote the last verse of 
" .A. utun1n,'' not so much for its poetic quality as for the thought 
contained therein : 

"Thus when the autumn of life draws nigh, 
:\Iay't find our work \Yell done, 
l\Iay we go forth w1th ne'er a c;tgh, 
That Autumn days have come" 

1 
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The theme of "A Little Child Shall Lead Them" is a little 
worn; ho\vever the author handled it very \vell. We should 
like to ask '" hether Gordon \vould have addressed a note to his 
\vife, although she had forsaken him for society, as "Dear 
11adam." If so, \ve think he \vould .. also have \vritten his full 

name. 
The editorials arc the best things in the I ournal. They are 

timely and intere ting. The departments are better than the 
literary part of the I ourJZal. and '"e congratulate the editors. 

The Decetnber issue of the Collegian is decidedly 

The Collegian original and humoroucs, and as one reads it, he 
can see the stniling countenance, robust features, 

and auburn locks \Vhich are characteristic of our Irish brothers. 
Even in discussing such a serious theme as the moral to a story, 
the subject given the first essay in this magazine is "The Tail 
of a Tale .. , \ \r e find a splendid thought in it: ~'that even good 
people sotnetin1es fail to recognize a good thing." I-Iad no name 
been attached to '~The 1Ian \\rho \\rould Xot Be Tagged," \Ve 
could almost have done so ourselves, as this story, although the 
then1e is of a rather serious nature, so plainl) exhibits the per
sonality of the editor brought out in the editorials. The edi
torials are highly pleasing. \ Ve are at a loss to understand \vhy 
such a serious subject and article as "Literature Past and Pres
ent" found its \\a) to the pages of The Collegian. \Ve fully 
e'-::pectecl the subject to be handled in a hutnorous rnanner. 

The '"it ·does not stop \vith the editor, ho,yever, but the Ex .. 
change Departn1ent has itc; hare. 

The poetry is the 1110 t conspicuous feature of the journal. 
and "e might ac;k the que tion "hy it assun1ed such a serious 
nature. In "_ \postrophe to \" ello\\ stone" \\'e recei' eel a ,·ivid 

itnpression of the 

":\lagtcal \ dlowstone! :\llghty enchantress!'' 

The author reached the clin1a'\: in the lines: 

"Far o'er the drcatny horizon the stonn cloud 
Broke and the ~un frotn his palette ::,elected 
Tinb that no artist of earth may re-copy:· 
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\\ e congratulate the editor and his staff on pub) ish ing such 
a n1aga7ine. It is entertaining and quite out of the ordinary, and 
\ve shall hereafter receive it 'vith a great deal of pleasure. 

The Baylor 
Literary 

The Christ.tnas number of The Ba·ylor Literary 
has a very attractive cover design. about the best 
feature, in our opinion, of the Jnagazine. One 

or t\vo tnore short pocn1s \VOuld have added considerably to the 
quality of the reading tnatter. The poen1 entitled " tonn-
1\Tight', ts ver) good, and is enjoyable for its pithiness and com
pactness of thought. 

Especially good is the editorial on "_--\. Generation of Fickle 
Readers," but v.:e cannot see \vhere the Literary holds altogether 
to the ideas set forth. Our young tnen and \VOn1en don't seem 
to have the titne to read \vholesome articles, but our n1agazines 
should not cater to the \vhitns and cries of frivolous and flip
pant readers. l\Iost of the fiction in thi<> issue <>eems to center 
around the one universal theme of "Love." \Ve do not "Ish to 
criticise 'vith special harshness the Ba)•lor Literary; the criti
cism 'vhich \Ve make applies to most of the exchanges \Ve receive. 
Almost every one 'vho attempts to \vrite a <;hort <;tory begins on 
this subject, and a fe\v never leave it, and consequently our col
lege journals receive more than their pro rata. 

The fiction as a \vhole is not snappy and lacks vigor, \vhich 
is so essential in an interesting story. "Bitsey" docs not seem 
complete. The subjects for essays are \veil chosen, but the es .,:!ys 
are dry. "Fort Bayard" is the best article in the nutnber 

The College 
Reflector 

There are three general criticistns \vhich '"e 
desire to make of the Decetnber issue of The 
Reflector relative to its general make-up: the 

magazine is too bulky, the arrangetnent of the articles is poor, 
and there are entirely too n1any typographical errors. The last 
t\vo criticisms may seem of minor importance, but \Ve feel that 
if they \Vere accepted, it \\·ould greatly improve the Reflector. 
The articles are not scattered enough. \ \ 'here t\vo or three 
poems come together, it \vould be better to have a piece of fic
tion and then a poem. If a little more pains \Vere taken in read
ing the proof-sheets, the typographical errors \vould be avoirled. 
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When we say that the magazine is bulky, we mean that it devotes 
too much space to the departmental and side issues and too little 
to the literary. There are only twenty-four pages devoted to 
the literary department and some thirty-odd to the other, the 
Athletic Department consuming thirteen of these. It is well to 
have the different departments, but, as we understand it, a col
lege magazine should represent mainly the literary work and 
talent of the institution. 

\Ve note the absence of essays. One or t\vO good essay~ 
would have added considerably. The verse is not up to the 
standard. The stories ''Baynard, the Artist" and "How It Was 
Settled" deserve special mention ; in fact they redeem the maga
zine. The plots are very good and the authors went right ahead 
with the stories. There seems to us, however, to be an incon
sistency in the latter. When Charlie comes around the corner 
and sees Louise ·dreaming on the porch, he leaves her too 
abruptly. ''The Origin of Kicking" contains several good puns. 

The Editor, \vhile writing of the "Subscription List," \vould 
have done \ve11 to \vrite another article concerning more con-

tributions. 

The Messenger is truly a Southern magazine, 
The Messenger containing two or three stories with negro dia-

lect. We know of no better place than Virginia 
to get the real negro dialect, and the authors of these stories 
have handled it very successfully. It is by no means an easy 
matter to express this brogue artistically. It requires one \vho 
has lived with the ante-belhun darkies. "The Negro Problem" 
is disconnected. We expected to hear more of "Sam," but the 
author leaves him in the middle of the story and gives us a 
negro sermon. It \vould have been better if Sam had partici
pated in some \vay in the service. The story is entirely too long, 
and has too much introduction. The description of the preacher 
is very good, for he \vore "silver rim glasses" and "he con
stantly mopped his forehead with a huge red handkerchief." The 
author carelessly selected his words in one or t\vO places. The 
sern1on is comn1on-place; it seems as if \Ve had heard of this 
satne sermon before. "Jitn" is the best story. "The Fable of 
the Green Sho\v-Fur" is pithy and entertaining . 

• 
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The best verse i " n My • incteenth I irthday .'' The 
author se ..,n1s to have b en inspired J y 1 iHon' on net. T'h 
best say i " omparative tudy of • hake peare' ' hylock 
and 1ar]o,vc s 1 arabbas.' 

\\·c congratulate The Messenger upon securing Dr. I ... 
\·an Landinghan1 as f\dvisory Editor. 

\ acknowlcdcre receipt of the following e.·changes: Co-
lmnbia M outltly, The C oucept, Emot)• Phoeui.t· The Redu ood, 
if anslield Collegian, St. Marys Muse Tt·iuity Arc hi~ e, Dela

U.Jare College Ret:ie'i.o, Jlfc~fa.ster U1u·,.crsitj' 1onth(l, 1/assar 
Miscellany, Cornell Era The Maga, Mississippi College 1aga
:;t·nc The Acorn, Randolplr-Jl facoll Jl fo111ltlj', T'lze Picdntouton
ian, The Georgian, Gresham High School, The Joumal, 
I saqueena ~VIzit1wrt!z Clionian, The Crimsou-lif'hite, Wake 
Forest Stu.dent, Clem.sou C allege Chronicle The A rt1·ora, The 
lVesle:J•an, The St11deuf, High School Studeut, The Hessengcr, 
A ndrer 1 C allege J ounzal, The C ollegiau, Davidson C allege 1 a g-
a:;i,u·, Baylor Literar:J•, C allege Reflector. Chimes of Shorter. 
lVofford College J ormwl, 1Viuth,·op C allege Journal, Omugc 
aud Blue, TTl eellly S pcctrun1, The Gan1£licad, CarHsle A1"r07t. 

Athletics 

ED\VARD }ELKS, Editor. 

\~ e are no\v in the midst of our basket-baJJ sea-
Basket-Ball on. This is a gatne \vhich: though as o-ood a 

sport as our football and baseball, i not so popu
lar from the point of vie\v of the public. The lack of interest 
~hown in the O'ame is mainly due to ignorance of it. Few except 
those who have played it know the fir t principles of play. The 
first printed definition of the game in the dictionary hows the 
lack of kno\vledge even of supposed scholars. It \Vas invented 
1891. In 1 95 was publi~hed a tandard Dictionary of the Eng
lish Language \vhich, so far as \Ve can Jearn. contains the 
fir t definition of basket-ball. It reads as follo,vs: ((Basket
ball, a o-ame resemblinO' football, in which the goals are iron 
crate or ba ket at the oppnsite end of a oymnasium. Played 
b,· o-ir1s .. ! - ~ 

• 

• 
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We Americans should feel deep interest in basket-ball, for 
it is the one national game that was invented in our country. 
The origin of baseball and football are attributed to the Euro
pean countries ; lacrosse \ve all kno\v came to us through the 
Canadians, vvho learned the gatne from the North American In
dians; polo \vas brought to the \vest from the Asiatic countries. 
Basket-ball was invented and perfected here in the United 
States. It is singular in its origin from the fact that it was con
ceived by one man at one sitting. Of course there have been 
some fevv developments, but the fundamentals and most of the 
details were formulated by Dr. Naismith in one night. 

In the year 1891-2 at Springfield, Massachusetts, there vvas 
a class of men preparing for the general secretaryship of the 
Young l\1en's Christian Association. These men had become 
tired of the monotony of the regular gymnasium \vork- vault
ing over the horse, straddling the buck, etc. A game of some 
sort \vas desired by every man. So just before the Christmac:: 
holidays, 1891, a meeting of the physical department of the 
institution vvas held for the purpose of originating a game that 
\voulcl satisfy the needs. Only a fe\V days before this meeting 
in a class in psychology taught by Dr. Luther Gulick, the super
intendent of the physical departtnent, there had been a discus
sion on invention, in which reference had been made to the 
need of a game that would increase the members' interest in the 
gymnasium \vork. Dr. N aisn1ith had been thinking the matter 
over and at this meeting of the physical department volunteered 
to invent some kind of gatne that 'vould relieve the situation. 
Then Dr. Gulick turned the Jissatisfied class over to him and, 
to use his own \vords, he had a \vhite elephant on his hands. 

Dr. 1aismith \vent to his room and spent most of the night 
\vorking on his invention. His tnethod of \vork 'vas not a build
ing to and an enlarging of something already existing, but he 
first n1apped out plainly the characteristics of the gatne that 
\vould fulfill the conditions he \vas facing and then he proceeded 
to solve the problem as n1athen1atically as \Ve \vould find the 
value of x in a quadratic. He formulated the follo\ving as 

necessary characteristics of the game : 
1. It should be such as could be played on any ground. 
2. It should be such as could be played by a large number 

of men at once. 
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3. It should exercise a man all round. 
4. It should be so attractive that men \vould desire to play 

it for its O\\ n sake. 

5. It should have little or none of the reputed roughness of 
Rugby football. 

6. It should be easy to learn. 

7. It should be scientific enough to interest old players. 
With these ideas as ends in vie\v, Dr. Naismith \VOrked hour 

after hour until he had consumed most of the night, but the 
time was spent profitably, for the next morning he presented to 
his class the rules of the game of basket-ball. So we see the 
rules were formulated before the game \vas ever played by any
one, they were typewritten and hung up in the gymnasium 
before the game started, that the players might kno\v what to 
do. A quotation from Dr. Naismith himself sho\vs ho\v it was 
received: "The first \vords \vere not very encouraging \vhen 
one of the class made the remark, 'Humph! A ne\v game!' I 
asked the boys to try it once as a favor to me. They started, 
and after the ball \vas thrown up there \vas no need for 
further coaxing." And since that time there has been no need 
for further coaxing. The game in sixteen years has spread 
over our country, finding a place in practically every Y. 11. C. A. 
and every college. 

There were some features of the first game \vhich no doubt 
interest us. Instead of five men on a team they had seven. Of 
course, this \vas before the houses that supply athletic goods had 
made any balls and baskets, so a ball resembling the old round 
rubber football \vas used and to serve as baskets they put up at 
each end of the field an orange crate \vith one end knocked out. 
Primitive though the equipment was, the game started off with 
a boom and has kept booming. 

The game vvas so perfect in its conception that very few 
changes have been made in it. The most radical \vas the les
sening of the number of players on a side from seven to five. 
The principal rules, such as not being allo\ved to run \Vith the 
ball, to kick it, to hit it with the fist, to hold a man, to tackle a 
man, etc., have ahvays remained the same. 

Throughout the South there is a genuine basket-ball revival, 
a fact that is especially pleasing to all \vho recognize this as 

• 

• 

• 
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the best of the indoor games. Here at Mercer basket-ball is 
taking unto itself the appurtenances of a first grade college 
sport with all the rights, privileges, and immunities thereunto 

appertaining. 

The following list will show that the manager, 
The Schedule Mr. T. W. Tift, has been very successful in ar-

ranging a decidedly satisfactory schedule: 
~1ercer vs. Macon Athletics at Macon ................. _ .. December 17, 1908 
Mercer vs. Tech at l\1acon ................. -...................................... J anuary 12, 1909 
Tvlercer vs. Atlanta Athletic Club at Atlanta ............ February 5, 1909 
Mercer vs. Tech at Atlanta ................. ·-······-··························February 6, 1909 
Mercer vs. Georgia at Macon.·-···················-·············-·····February 13, 1909 
~1ercer vs. Columbus Y. M. C. A. at Columbus ... February 25, 1909 
11ercer vs. Auburn at Columbus .......... ·-·············-········February 26, 1909 

Fellows, ho\v about a track team? This year 
A Track Team For Mercer seems the most opportune time for us to make 

this advance in athletics. One of our football 

coaches, Mr. H. C. Miller, is exceedingly anxious for us to put 
out a team that will break some records. Mr. Miller has had 
a full experience in track work. While at Richmond he won 
more track medals than any other man, taking nine, for hammer 
thro\ving, for putting the shot, for broad jumping, etc. Now, 
he is more than willing to help us put out a team that can show 
up creditably with other schools in our class. All he needs is 
the support of faculty and student body and there is no doubt 
that such support \vill be given him. We no longer can afford 
to be behind the other colleges in this form of athletics. At 
present, we have baseball, football, and basket-ball, and with a 
track team, Mercer will have a full, well balanced development 
of the athletic phase of college life. Let us join hands with Mr. 
Miller and pull mightily for the 1909 track team. 

In the heart and on the lips of every Mercer 
"Just Wait Till Baseball" student ever rests the question, "How about 

baseball?" Even though it is early, it is not 

amiss to begin stirring up talk for our team for 1909. We all 
look to the baseball season with confidence amounting almost to 
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assurance of our succcc;s. Tin1e and again, after being defeated 
i:1 football, I have heard l\Iercer men con1forting thetnseJves: 
"Just ''a it till baseball." Yes, \Ve are 'vaiting \Vith itnpatiencc 
and the other fello\vs are \vaiting \vith- \veil, let us say, \vith 
fear and trembling. 

\\-e cannot at this titne give any details of our prospects, as 
the tnen have not met and the coach has not vet revie,ved the -
surprises in store for hin1 in the \vay of startling catches, true 
thro\vs and \vonclerful "line outs." The day for these perform
ances has not yet arrived, but on all sides \Ve hear rumors of 
ne\v catchers, ne\v pitchers, ne\v fielders, etc., vvho are a\vaiting 
the arrival of coach. And our fourteen old men, returned, never 
tire of spinning sumtner-baseball yarns that are saturated \Vith 
thrilling tales of pitching a game \vith fourteen or fifteen strike
outs and two-hits, of thro,ving so true to second that only t\\'0 
men stole during the \vhole season, of ruining hits_, accepting 
hard chances, and, largest yarns of all, of reznarkable batting, 
for 400 per cent \\'as not rare and all hit over 300. In this day 
and time this heavy hitting is the thing \ve need and it is 
devoutly to be hoped that, \vhen the spring calls forth the dia
mond players, as each in turn steps up to the plate, there \viii 
loom up to his inner eye visions of that great "300 and 400" 
summer, which \vill inspire him to line out at least a c;ingle. At 
any rate, after a summer of such n1arvelous baseball not one 
old man can afford to smirch his good name by striking out, 
even once. 

i\Ir. Dukes has been busy since the opening day of school 
\vorking on the 1909 schedule. He no\v has it practically com
pleted, but is not ready to make it public. He has secured games 
\vith our old rivals in Georgia and has games also \Yith teams in 
Alabama, Tennessee, North and South Carolina. vVe knO\V the 
players \Viii be glad to learn that he has arranged a trip. This 
\Vill be made in Tennessee and North Carolina and \vill cover a 
period of about ten days. This, the first trip \ve have had in 
three years, \Vill put new spirit in the hearts of the players and 
spice the already excellent schedule. 

• 

• 
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On the Campus 

ULY 0. THOMPSON, Editor. 

Frotn the 18th to the 4th- my! \¥hat a long holiday that 
\\as! But had ) ou thought ho\v quickly it passed? 'l es, 'pon 
tny \Vord, the \vhole push n1ct our train (all but her) and before 
we \vcre half through shaking hands, some one began to enumer
ate the schedule of our holiday pleasures. Scarcely had time for 
a quiet day around the old hearthstone. \Ve could hardly realize 
that "this is your last clay at home," and \vere still less able to 
reconcile ourselves to the thought that the crisp \vintry air tnust 
be driven avvay by the \vann and n1ellO\V breezes of early stun
n1er before \Ve should again drink from the light of tho e soft 
and dreamy e) es, or perchance, steal- but that \Ye vo\ved \ve'd 
keep. And we \Yill. 

Professor Holn1es represented :\Iercer at the S . I. A. _\. con
vention vvhich convened at I{noxville, Tennessee, on Decen1ber 
10. He was reelected secretary of the association and a ntunber 
of atnendments to the constitution \vhich he agitated \Yere 
adopted. Clean, \vholesotne athletic training is every college 
n1an 's birthright, and this is the purpose of the S. I . .L \ .... \. 

Flen1ing: "Bo, that little \\'esleyan girl is a bird, i n't she?'' 
Roberts: t.You're n1ighty right; she fle\Y all O\ er n1e.'' 

Dr. I-Iarrison (in logic): '·i\Ir. 1IcCoy. \vhat \VOtdd you sug
gest as a ps) chological retnedy for the student \vho is reading 
his te't \vith his n1ind, so to speak. a thousand n1ile off?'' 

J\IcCo) (adjusting his glasses): '·\\7ell, Doctor, the best 
thing for that student to do, bo) or girl, is to get tnarriecl. '' 

\~Tin1berly (on logic e'\.crcise ) : "BrO\Yn, 'vhat \voulcl ) ou 
consider a 'fallac) of reason· in the association of 1"hur da.f 
\\'ith Frida) ?'' 

Bro\vn: ·'To as tune that Thursday cotnes after Fridav." 
r r 

\\"imberly: "Decidedly \vrong." 
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Bro\vn: HT'hcn \vhat is it?" 

vVi•nberly: ''It's to say that Friday i the only thing that 
comes after Thursday.' 

Professor God frey (in physics class) : "l\I r. Brio-g \vhy 
does a bicycle rider 'lean in' \vhen he turns a curve?' 

Briggc;: ''\~Thy- er to keep the \Vheel turning. 

The Ia \V clas~ ,,. ill loc;e no Jeep over the ou tcon1e of the 
approaching debate \vith the Phi Delta ociety. They have very 
\visely entru ted their case to 1vir. H. A. Legg of l'vlorganton, 
Georgia, and l\Ir. G. vV. Hancock of Albany, Georgia, both of 
\vhom are speakers of considerable experience. 

1\fr. D. B. Nichols, ] r., has 
principal in the high school at 
to 1\Iercer this year. 

"' 

accepted the poc;ition of assistant 
ummerto\vn, and \Viii not return 

Dr. Harrison (in Psychology) : "N O\V, gentlemen, \vhen I 
say Alpha, isn't it perfectly natural that one should think of 
Beta?JJ 

Lunsford: "But, Doctor, I thought of Onzega.n 
Dr. Harrison: "Yes, a theologian \vould naturally ·do so." 

It \vas a striking example of the parting of the \Yay to have 
seen N e\v on the early morning of the fourth. He had just gone 
in to take a bath, \vhen "Cuff'' stepped in and relieved him of 
three suits, an extra pair of pants and a pair of number nines, 
to say nothing of a little necessary change. ~ e\v has scarcely 
regained his color yet, for if it had not been for some timely aid, 
it looked for a\vhile as if his only articles of \\·caring apparel 
\vould have been one sock, a rain-coat, and a freckled tie. 

Professor \Vestbrook: "1\Ir. Edwards, for \Vhat is \Vatts 
distinguished?" 

Ed,vards: "For the invention of steam." 
Professor \Vestbrook: "Do you mean that he invented 

steam, ::rvir. Ed\vards ?" 

Ed,vards: " To sir; he discovered it." 

• 
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Professor l\Iurray (in French class) : "Mr. Adams, what is 
the nominative singular of 'me' in English?" 

Adams: "Our." 

At a recent meeting in Atlanta of the executive board of the 
Georgia Baptist Convention Dr. Jameson was unanimously 
chosen Educational Secretary of the "J\Iercer System" vvhich 
embraces the following colleges and secondary schools: Mercer 
University, Bessie Tift College, Shorter College; and Norman 
Park Institute, Union Baptist Institute, Locust Grove Institute, 
Hearn Academy, J\Iercer-Gibson Academy, Oak Lavvn Academy, 
and Perry-Rainey Institute. With these additional duties devolv
ing upon him, Dr. Jameson stands as the foremost man in the 
Baptist educational system of Georgia. 

Kytle and Kiser had just got in from their holiday vacation 
on a 2 :40 train, the latter completely "busted" and neither having 
had dinner. At Kytle's suggestion they vvalked into a restaur
ant and called for a couple of ste\vs. Just as they had finished~ 
the tambourine \vas poked at Kytle and in went his last fifty 
cents. The Salvation Army girl glided briskly from the room 
and \vhen Kytle realized \vhat he had done he looked at Kiser 
and exclaimed: "There, I've lost my last durned nickel!" 

11r. J. S. Pruitt, of the Sophomore class, is a rare dreamer, 
owing to which fact he is often thrown off his mental equilibrium 
for fear "it might come true." \Vith a sad countenance and yet 
\vith positive assurance of its accuracy, he recently handed us 
this last one, and then immediately called at the drug store for a 
bottle of "Reymond's Ready Relief:" 

"NoTHING DoiNG." 

Through all this U'Orld there) s one refrain) 
I hear it o) er and o) er again) 
0 n every side that one sad strain

of AT othing doing.)) 

I went to school to learn front books) 
I1nused of 1nountains and of brooks) 

• 
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B1lt teacher said, with sternest looks, 
((N othiug doing." 

I went to town to look for uJork ,· 
I begged with 1nany a servile s111irk ,· 
The nzerchants ans~cJ..rered zuith a jerk, 

((1\ ' othing doing." 

Then to 1ny best girl's house I hied,· 
I asked the lass to be 1ny bride, 
But, looking in 1ny face, she cried, 

uN othing doing." 

And then I fell a-sick and died,· 
To enter Heaven's gate I tried,· 
I asked to sta)', but Pete replied, 

((N otJ.zing doing." 

So down below I had to go 
Where ever'J'fhing is not so slow, 
Where, spite of every want and woe, 

There's uSo1nething doing." 

Freshman Fancies 

T o a Mouse: A Critical Appreciation 

FLOYD FENN. 

"To a J\1ouse" is the subject of a very simple, but very beau
tiful poem by Burns. The subject illustrates the fact that the 
poet does not have to hunt the world over for a fit subject of his 
thoughts. Burns looked at the frightened mouse and her ruined 
home. There he saw and felt what other men could not; and 
this poem is the expression of his feelings. The contemplation 
of the sufferings of this creature reminds Burns that men suffer, 
and that their misfortunes are \VOrse even than the ruined house 
of the mouse ; for man cannot escape from looking back in his 
life nor can he refrain from looking forward into the unknown 
future. 

• 





222 THE MERCERIAN 

"To a Mountain Daisy " : A Critical Appreciation 

B. w. HINTON. 

All that remains of Burns are his poems, and they seem to 
be only brief, broken glimpses of a genius that could not show 
itself complete. His poems, \Vith scarcely an exception, are 
written with no premeditation and express the passion or opin
ion of the hour. Although he may not have used the best 
grammatical order, his poems are nevertheless si1nple, vigorous, 
expressive, and often very beautiful. They n1ust have some sort 
of enduring qualities in them, for after many years they are still 
read with as 1nuch interest as ever. 

As a general thing Burns did not look far for a subject, but 
\vrote about the things that were nearest to him. This is why 
he chanced to \vrite about the 11ountain Daisy. One day while 
in the field he turned one do\vn \vith his ploughshare, and upon 
seeing \vhat he had done, stopped and \vrote this sympathetic 
little poem. He speaks of the mountain daisy as having met him 
in an evil hour, for he crushed its slender stem in the dust. 

The cold north \vind blevv upon the daisy when it \vas young, 
but it cheerfully gre\v up among the storms and reared its tender 
form above the parent earth. The flowers that are grown in the 
gardens are taken care of, but those of the field are alone and 
unseen. 

Burns compares the fate of the flo,ver \vith the fate of an 
artless maid, \Yho having been betrayed by the simplicity of love, 
is laid lo\v in the dust. He also compares it to the fate of the 
si1nple bard, \vho is tossed luckless on life's rough ocean till the 
raging billo,vs and the hard gales over\v helm him. He said that 
those \vho mourned the daisy's fate \Vould soon have the same 
end. Stern Ruin's ploughshare \vould crush out life beneath 
the furrow's weight. 

t 
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BY THE WAY 

By the Way 

THE OLD ROAD. 

Bv ELsiE l\1. RusHMORE. 

0 gleeful bobolink that sings 
Beside the way, I used to kno·w 

No envy of your car eless joy 
In the glad days of long ago. 

But the old road no longer leads 
l\1y willing feet to Arcady; 

The fields are lonely, and the hills 
Are touched with wtstful memory. 

EuPHEMISM. 

Pa, why do people speak of Dame Gossip? 
Because, son, it isn't polite to leave off the "e." 

DON'T LET 
THIS PASS YOU 

so_c~;~~~~ 
line of swell suits for 
young men. They are 
Chicago born and college 
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-Delineator. 

bred. Every suit distinctive and different. There's n go" 
in every curve and crease and a college yell in every pocket 
"Ask the man" 

Priced 
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A HAMLET FIRST NIGHT. 

"Now about my first study of the part. Well, that happened some time 
ago. The Lyceum saw my first public performance of the part but I 
played Ham let for absolutely the first time-\\ hen I was twelve! 

''vVe played it in the back drawing-room while the audience sat in the 
front and across the space of the folding doors I erected my penny foot
lights. My sister doubled 0 phelia and the First Grave-digger and buried 
herself. She made a most excellent Grave-digger by the way. 

"But the chief thing of interest \vas the audience. There were per
haps fifty people, all n1ore or less in the movement of those days. Dante 
Gabriel and William Rosetti, Ford ~ladox Brown, Richard Garnett, Pro
fessor ~1asson (my godfather, who only lately died, at \vhose feet so 
many of our great writers sat while he was professor of English literature 
at Edinburgh), and across the floor, in front of every one, close to my 
penny footlights, lay Swinburne. He was young then and in his best 

Abel's Phariil.acy 
"BILL, ABEL, '07, PROPRIETOR 

.A.nything in the T> t .. ug Line 
PHONE 646 BICYCLE DELIVERY 

MERCER PRESSING CLUB 

CLEANING, MENDING 
DYEING & PRESSING 

ALSO CLEANING AND SHAPING HATS 

ALL ON SHORT NOTICE 

J. L. CLAXTON. Mgr. 
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days, and I can see him now, with his long, ruddy hair and hi s face 
illurnined by the candles as he turned it toward us children, making little 
broken sounds expressive of his pleasure and hi s interest. Of course) 
we must have been enormously funny, but they were all so kind and 
listened to us so sweetly and se rious ly. 

"One single thing remains in my n1en1ory of this my real first night 
of llamlet. l\fy mother had made me 'a suit of sables.' The funds for 
the wardrobe were low, so I had to content myself with a pair of her 
black silk s tockings. \Vhen I can1e to si t down during the soliloquy on 
death, behold, there was a fearful gap between the top of the s tocking 
of the right leg and the short trunks ! \Vas I dismayed? Not a bit of it! 
I crossed my legs and went on \\'ith the speech, but I dtd not sit down 
again during the rest of the play !"-Forbes R obertson in The Delineator. 

I dealistic-"H eavcn lies about us in ou r in fancy." 
Rooseveltian-The \\" oriel lies about us when we grow up. 

H.~ . Lamar & Co. 
§§§DRUGGISTS~~ 
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THE GREAT PoE. 

"The late Charles Eliot Norton," said a Bostonian, according to the 
Washington Star~ "used humorously to deplore the modern youth's pref
erence of brawn to brain. 

"He used to tell of a football game he once \vitnessed. Princeton had 
a splendid player in Poe- you will remember little Poe?- and Prof. 
Norton, thinking of 'The Raven' and 'Annabel Lee,' said to the lad at 
his s ide: 

" 'He plays \veil, that Poe.' 
"'Is he,' said Prof. Norton, 'any relation to the great Poe?' 
"'Any relation?' said the youth, fro,vning. 'Why, he is the great 

Poe.'" 

EQUIVOCAL. 

"They say, dear, that people \vho live together get to look alike." 
"Then you 1nust consider my refusal as final."-Christian Register. 

INVENTIONS. 

Ecclesiastes : "God made man upright; but they have sought out 
many inventions." 

Cruden's Concordance: "Inventions: New ways of making one's self 
more \vise than God made us." 

Regal Shoes are designed just 
far enough in advance of each 
season to be right in every detail 
of style. 

That's w hy you are cer tain to 
get THIS season 's styles wh en you 
buy Regals, a nd NOT last y ear's 
styles. 

There's an exact and comfort
able fit for every foot in R egal 

Shoes. Quarter-sizes make you sure of getting 
it, and you '11 find in our large and varied stock 
of R egals, models suitable for every occasion 

PARKS ~ EVERETT 
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No LocAL APPLICATION. 

A theological s tudent was sent one Sunday to supply a vacant pulpit 
in a Connec;ticut valley to" n. A few days after he received a copy of 
the "eekly paper of that place with the follo\ving item marked: 

"Rev. of the senior class of Yale Seminary supplied the 
pulpit at the Congregational church last Sunday, and the church \vill 
no\v be closed three weeks for repairs." 

A five-year-old boy on heanng grace asked fo r the firs t t ime at break
fast gravely remarked, "I only say my prayers at night, that's the 
dangerous tlme."-Life. 

OR SonoM. 

A Western bookseller telegraphed to Chicago for Farrar's " Seekers 
After God." Reply: "No seekers after God in Chicago or N evv York. 
Try Philadelphia." 
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Anent the Sicilian earthquake, it is in order to recall the retnark of a 
passer-by in the grounds of the great California University just after the 
earthquake there. Seeing the statue of Aga siz thrown frorn it pedestal 
and sticking head downward in the pavcn1ent, he remarked that here we 
had a view of the head-foremost scientist of his day in the cotnn1on 
walks of life. 

THE SPIRITUAL DouBLE. 

1frs. Henpeck (to husband's spirit) : "And you are sure you are 
happier there than you were on earth?'' 

Henpecked Spirit: "0 yes, much happier.'' 
l\Irs. H.: "\\tell, I wish I might join you in Heaven at once." 
Henpecked Spirit: "0 I'm not in 1-Ieaven !" 

PHILISTINISM. 

It takes almost as much tnoney to send a boy through college as it 
does to support him afterward.-1Ve~u Yo;k Press. 

PRACTICAL SCIENCE. 

Freshman Quiz Paper: The spinal column is a long, limber bone. 
Your head sits on one end and you sit on the other. 

GIVE HIM THE DoG. 

Papa-l never told lies \vhen I "as a boy. 
Son-\ Veil, "hen did you begin, Papa? 
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February 

J OEL s BRO\VN 

The da;' is chill, tlze eve grows cold, 
The wintr:y ~oinds wild!;' scoff and scold 

As the'.Y torture the leaf! ess trees 
And sweep o' cr the fields, now so bleak and bare 
Where tender flowers, ~uith their perftt1ne rare, 

Lately scented the su1n1ner' s breeze. 
The nests are enzpty in eaves and bow'rs, 
No song-bird sings to beguile the hours, 

Of the ~uening' s gath'ring drear; 
The robin hides in the shivering grass, 
The sparrows cry as the wild winds pass, 

And the nzock-bird no rnore we hear. 
But they say that to-day everywhere 
All the birds whisper love on the air, 

For somehow the breezes bring 
Pre1nonitions of the spring, 
So the birds all 1nate to-day, 
And each heart is glad and gay 
With the flush of love divine 
For a new-found valentine. 

• 
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Lincoln The Man 

CLARK E CLEMENT. 

OUBTLESS it \vas Lincoln's work as preserver of the 
Union that has given him a permanent place in history. 
Yet \ve love and honor his memory, I think, more for 

\Yhat he \vas than for what he did. Greater than Lincoln the 
statesman was Lincoln the man. 

1-Iis rugged honesty is proverbial. In every biography and 
sketch of his life this is given as one of his most inherent quali
ties In the ordinary relationships \Vith his fello\vs he was ever 
conscientious. As a Ja,vyer he vvas tru~ to his client and to 
soc;etv. Lincoln never resorted to the legal tric-ks unhesitatingly 
Lmployed by many in his profession. aid J udg<. Hammond, 
speaking in Chicago at the time of the president's ac:,sassination: 
((He ahYa) s tried a case fairly and honestly. He never inten
tionally misrepresented the evidence of a witness or the argu
ment of an opponent. He n1et them squarely, and if he could 
not explain the one or answer the other, substantially admitted 
it. He never misquoted the law according to his own intelligent 
view of it." 

Equalled only by Lincoln's love of honesty was his hatred of 
dishonesty. This was brought out particularly in his conduct 
in the court room. He sought ahvays to discover the truth. 
Attempts to employ fraudulent means or to evade the facts in 
the case were to him intolerable. A \Vitness \Vho gave fabricated 
testimony never forgot the sting of his merciless arraignment. 
A lawyer who maliciously twisted the evidence or misquoted the 
law invariably suffered from the revelation of his wrathful 
attacks. 

Lincoln's sympathies for humanity were profound and uni
versal. His biographers tell us of how, as a young man, he went 
out of his \Vay at night to help a drunken neighbor home; of 
how, as a lawyer, he refused a case which he could have \von 
because of his regard for the \velfare of a widow and her chil
dren; of how, as president, he devoted two hours each day to 
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listening to the complaints of the common people, to whom, when
ever it seemed proper, he rendered individual assistance. 

}laving passed through all the tortuous mazes of American 
public life, from pioneer lawyer to chief executive, he knew the 
environment, temperament and ideals of those whom he was 
called upon to serve. Endowed \vith a compassionate nature and 
enabled by experience to lay his finger upon the pulse of his 
people, his heart throbbed in unison with theirs. An eminent 
Southern judge has recently said that he \vas ''more approacha
ble than the chiefs" of the government bureaus. 

It was but natural that a man so constituted should feel, 
from the first time he ever came in contact with it, a deep-rooted 
hatred for that labor system which \vas the ideal of our fathers, 
but which, viewed in the light of history, \vas an economic curse 
to the South. Lincoln was by nature an abolitionist 

But to\vering above his hatred of slavery \vas his love of the 
Union. The dominating purpose of his mature life \Vas to save 
it at any cost. In a letter to Horace Greely, August 22, 1 62, 
he wrote: "My paramount object is to save the Union, and not 
either to save or destroy slavery. If I could save the Union 
without freeing any slave I would do it; if I could do it by free
ing some and leaving others alone, I would do that." 

.Lincoln seemed to appreciate the position of Southern n1en. 
In all of his utterances there is no \vord of unkindness toward 
them. If he did desire the abolition of slavery, it \vas to be done 
by rational civil means The pet scheme of his life \vas to 
emancipate the slave by compensating the O\vner, \vhich scheme, 
however, he could not induce his orthern friends to counten
ance, much less support. 

I have spoken of Lincoln's syn1pathy and compassion for his 
fellow men. Along \vith this he possessed a keen insight into 
human nature. Instances have recently been published of ho\v 
he turned dovvn or granted petitions, during the \var, on con
clusions forn1ed by simply studying the face of the petitioner as 
he sat before him. His trcatlnent of the Trent affair shows his 
knowledge of the people \vho had elected him. He at once 
recognized that the seizure of the South's representatives \vas 
\vrong. At the time the North disapproved of his action , but 
on second thought declared him to be in the right. 
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Lincoln had one quality \vhich is hard to account for in an 
ultra-serious ten1pcran1ent such as he possessed. l-Ie had an 
extretnely fine sense of hun1or and mother \Vit to a retnarkable 
degree. Fron1 the country store, \vhere he first began to study 
n1en, to the \Vhite rlouse, where his \Vonderful life \vas ended, 
he regaled his frienclc; and audiences \vith homely but delightful 
stories and pungent but charn1ing sallies . 

.t\nother thing hard to account for in Lincoln, in vie\v of his 
limited training, is his sin1ple, terse, lucid, logical style of speak
ing and \vriting. In the last fe,v days a noted lecturer has 
declared it to be equal to that of Fox, and a standard tnagazine 
places it above that of Gladstone. In his O\vn tin1e a Yale pro
fessor took notes of his Cooper Union speech in rew York and, 
in speaking of it to his class next day, declared it to be a model 
of forensic address. 

Lincoln made many speeches, but three at leac;t \vill always 
be read and studied as permanent contributions to the literature 
of oratory. The simple eloquence and lofty patriotism of his 
Gettysburg speech and the deep pathos and grand majec;ty of 
his first and second inaugural addresses place him, as an orator, 
in a class to himself. 

How a man of Lincoln's meager advantages- a man whose 
entire schooling never aggregated more than a single year and 
whose knowledge gained from reading, during his youth, was 
confined to five books - how such a man could attain such per
fection in the use of the English language is one of the marvels 
of history. It is, says some one, such a "miracle as gave us the 
consummate art of Shakespeare, the uncolleged actor; of Burns, 
the plo\vman ; and of Keats, the apothecary's apprentice." 

Another characteristic of Lincoln was habitual thorough
ness in everything he undertook, whether the study of a book, 
a law case, a public question, or a government problem. As a 
youth he mastered the few books he possessed and in after life 
he mastered almost mechanically whatever was necessary to attain 
an immediate end. 

Lincoln \vas not an idealist. He believed in the simple phil
osophy: Do whatever you have to do to-day the best you know 
how, and to-morrow will take care of itself. Yet he was not 
short sighted. All his policies \vere so ·designed as to adapt 
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then1selves to new conditions as they might arise. In his first 
inaugural address his foresight is shown by the statement: "The 
course herein indicated will be followed) unless current events 
and experience shall 5hovv a modification or change to be proper, 
and in every case and exigency my best discretion vvill be exer
cised, according to circumstances actually existing." 

And all this is but another \vay of saying that Lincoln \vas 
typically American; for it \vac; in spite of all conditions, or rather 
because of then1 perhaps, that he \vas \vhat he \vas. 

1~orn at the bottom of the social scale and educated in nature's 
university, he was a product of den1ocracy, an etnbodiment of 
our chief national traits. 

By The Watch 

J s PRUITT. 

l\1ERRY party \vas gathered at 1Ir~. Green's house to 
watch the Old Year out. It \vas clra\ving near to t\velve 
o'clock. The ) oung folks were an1using thetnselves in 

various ways. One of their nun1ber \Vas playing softly on the 
piano vvhile others \vere gathered into groups of t\VO and three, 
eating oranges and v.;aiting for the \vhistles to blo\v. C)n the 
sofa in the corner sat a young man and a girl talking in lo\v 
voices. They seen1ecl perfect!) content and oblivious of their 
~urroundings. The n1an \vas ~a) ing. 

"Yes, 1Iae, I an1 tnaking g-reat plans for the cotning :ear. 
ot any of ) our 1 re,, Year's resolutions \vhich are ahvays 

broken, but plans '' hich I intend to bring to a conc;urnn1ation if 
possible." 

"Oh, ho'v ron1antic! \Vhat arc they, I-Ienr) ? Please tell 
n1e, like a good boy." 

"No, I can't. Tot yet at any rate," he replied. "But I \vill 
son1e clay. ·y· es, son1e cla) I \vill tell you all about then1." 

J n~t then the \\ histles began to blo\v in every part of the 
city : big '" histles, little '" histles, loud "histles. soft \V hi c;tles, 
bass whistles, soprano whistles, all blending in beautiful har-
mony to welcome the birth of the e\v Year. 
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"Oh, Henry," said the girl, "let's time them and sec hov.r 
long they \vill blo\v." 

With heads bent over the \Vatch they \Vaited for the \vhi tles 
to cease. All \vas silence in the room. Then a curious thing 
happened. Just as the \Vhistles gave out their last n1elodious 
note, the tin1epiece stopped at five minutes after t\velve. The 
young man shook it slightly, then shook it hard and \VOttnd it, 
but still it \vould not run. He repeated these n1aneuvers again 
and again \vith the same result. 

"Isn't it funny?" J\1ae exclaimed. 11 It seems real ghostly. I 
believe it means something; I really do. You kno\v ho\v, before 
mother n1arried, the stone in her ring \vas lost, and could not 
be found until the night father proposed. Catharine is some
what of a fortune-teller. Let's call her over here and see \Vhat 
she thinks about it." 

Catharine examined the watch, then taking the young man's 
hand and scrutinizing it closely, said in a pompous voice: 

"It is ordained that a g reat change is to come over your life 
soon, which will mean a g reat deal to you. The turning point 
will be at five minutes after twelve, just one \veek from this 
morning. It depends on yourself whether the change will be 
for the better or the worse. Do not let the opportunity pass, for 
it may never return. Heed these words." Saying this, \vith a 
well-feigned solemnity, she slo\vly \valked a\vay. 

"How perfectly romantic," ejaculated the girl; "you certainly 
must sit up that night so as not to lose your opportunity. Just 
think, you may become a n1illionaire! Wouldn't that be grand?" 

"Pshaw, there's nothing to it," scoffed Henry, Hbut if you'll 
sit up with me, of course I'll do it," he added with a twinkle 
in his eyes. 

"All right, if mamma will let me, I will. Won't it be fun? 
I'll be kind of scared, I know," said Mae laughingly. 

"Well, let tne know if you can and I'll come around," he 
replied, while putting on his overcoat. "Good-night- I mean. 
good-morning." 

"Good-bye," she called after him, as she stood watching him 
go out of the gate. 

Time passed almost as slowly for Henry that week as it did 
for his \vatch, which would not run at all. He had carried it to 

' 
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a jeweller, who had declared there was nothing the matter with 
it; and yet it would not run. But the time passed nevertheless, 
and the destined night of his opportunity came at last. He \vas 
looking forward to that visit very much, for he had seen very 
little of Mae since New Year's morning; and then he couldn't 
help thinking of the prophecy, too. 

On the night of his engagement he dressed himself with 
punctilious care, wearing the refractory watch for the sake of 
its handsome fob, saying to himself, "I want to look sporty to
night, for that opportunity. I hope it'll be a peach. Pshaw, 
there'll be nothing doing, I'm afraid. But I'll have a good time 
all right, I know." 

Punctual to the engagement he was at Mae's house. 
They played and sang until nearly midnight. He tried to keep 
his mind on the music, but for the life of him he could not. She 
was all he could think of. He had never seen her so beautiful. 
She was wearing blue, the color he liked best. Her brown eyes 
seemed to burn into his soul. How lovely she looked as she 
sat at the piano ! His eyes were unable to keep from following 
her nimble fingers as they glided from one key to another. When 
she stopped playing he remained silent. Noting his unwonted 
quietness, she looked up with a smile, saying: 

"What's the matter, Henry? Are you dreaming again?" 
He could keep quiet no longer. Taking her hand in his he 

poured out his love in her ears. 
uno you remember how I told you New Year's eve that I 

was making plans for the future? You wanted to know them 
then, but I wouldn't tell you. I didn't intend telling you for a 
good while, but I can't help it. I love you. I have loved you 
for a long time; it seems to me, as long as I can remember. I 
almost believe in transmigration, and that I loved you in my 
former state. One thing I know : I love you. Do you love me?" 

For answer she merely nestled against his broad breast, and 
was imn1ediately enveloped in his strong arms. 

An hour later, she broke the silence timidly to say, in an 
almost smothered voice, "We have forgotten all about the time . 
You'd better look at your watch." 

He pulled it out of his pocket and looked at it. Then he 
held it to his ear, while a happy smile spread over his face, and 
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for they remain perfectly intact in their solid substance." Lucre
tius held further that, in addition to these primal elements was 
"vacuum," ((in quo sit a suut et qua diver sa moventur /) from 
which we see that Lucretius' idea of space as being infinite, 
stretching over all things, in which all things are situated, one 
of the a priori elen1ents, indeed, in terms of \vhich \Ve have 
knO\\:ledge about all other things, approaches the tnodern 
philosophical vie\v as advanced by I<ant. Nor \\~ere Lucretius' 
"prin1ordia" composed of fire, air, \Vater, or earth, either one 
of tLesA singly, or any two together, o r of a combination of the 
four, as he so clearly demonstrates. IIis philosophy was far 
n1ore n1odern than this. Indeed, agatnst such primitive n1odes 
of reasoning, Lucretius often breaks out in what Statius tenns 
((doct£ furor arduus Lucreti.)) 

"'\gain, Lucretius has clearly proven the indestructibility of 
tnatter: "Nothing can ever be divinely generated frotn nothing," 
and "Nature does not resolve nor reduce things to nothing." He 
further states that the "primordia" themselves are fe\v in nutnber, 
but the arrangements are altnost infinite and the "primordia" 
are al\\·ays intact. Furthcnnore, Lucretius has given N e\vton 
ever; thing fron1 \vhich to clra\v his law of gravitation, only 
n1issing the application and right conclusion of his observations. 
Thus Lucretius argues: "For, since the primal elements of 
things wander through space, all tnust be borne do\vn by their 
O\vn weight, or perchance, by the force of another," leaving 

r e\\ ton to show hovv these "primordia" \vere all attracted to a 
center. 

L~ucretius is also a strong exponent of the scientific doctrine 
of the "survival of the fitte~t," demonstrating at length ho\v the 
larger and heavier "pritnordia" finally overcon1e the \veaker, 
carrying for,vard Nature's g reat principle of evolution. Indeed, 
the theory of evolution, about \vhich so much is heard and 
\vhich, by tnany, is thought to be modern, is no,vhere tnore 
clearly expounded thaJ by Lucretius. 

In asserting that all tnatter is constantly in motion and that 
the "pritnordia" are moving with inconceivable rapidity, Lucre
tius and rnodern science agree. They also agree that Nature 
\VOrks and has ahvays \vorked according to certain fixed, abso
lute, and nnvaryino- laws. Furthermore, in his explanation of 

• 
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creation, his clash ing together o f the " prirnordia , ' ' the chaotic 
ru hing togethe r o f the primal clements the g radual fon na
tion o f a nucleus and the cling ing o f th e ''prirnordia' to th is 
nucleus, I Jucreti us a rrrees \vith the modern scientific theory of 
the nebula r hypothesis. Ji urther than hi . hO\\'ever, \Ve can not 
follo\v hin1. Occasionally , there is a ge rn1 of n1odern science, 
bu t genera lly the \Vonclerful itnagination o f the poet soars, un
curbed , to heig hts be\ ond his O\v n " fl a tning battletnents. '' There 
1s ahvays. ho\Ve\ er, a definiteness o f description, a g raphic po r
trayal o f <;Cenes , and an earnest endeavor to be understood, in 
all these n1agnificent flights o f in1agcry. \vhich serve, a t least, 
to s ho'v that Lucretiuc; has the true scientific spirit. 

.'\g ain. Lucretius has furnished the a rgtuncnt. o r the germ 
of the arg ument, for practicall) all the tnaterialis tic school o f 
philosoph), and all n1odern 1naterialisn1 is in effect but an expo
sition of the arg uments advanced by Lucretius. In one pa rtic
ular, ho,vever, n1oclern materialistn proposes to go further than 
Lucretius, perhaps \vith no safer conclusion <;, and that is in 
endeavoring to explain the process by \vhich inanimate matter 
assumes life - a thing \vhich the older thinker rather \visely 
leaves untouched. H e could not conceive o f sensations apart 
frotn those experienced through the senses, and argued that, the 
senses being destroyed, there could be no consciousness or 
being. This is another \vay of stating that there can be no 
sensations except from an outward stimulus; that the brain 
processes being destroyed. there could be no conscio uc;ness, and 
hence no life. His most subtle argument against the immor
tality of the soul, ho\vever, is expressed in the follo\ving bold 
reasoning: "Further, whatsoever remains eternal must either 
as being of a solid substance, overcome blows, and permit noth
ing to penetrate it, that can dis join its united elements \vi thin ; 
as are the primal elements of matter, the nature of which we 
have already shown; or it must be able to endure throughout 
all time, because it is not subject to blows; as in a vacuum, 
\vhich remains intact, and suffers nothing by a blo\v; or because 
there is not enough space around about, into \vhich its com
pounds may, as it were, separate and be dissolved; as the entire 
universe is eternal,-there being no space without it, into which 
it may disperse, nor are there any bodies which may fall upon 

• 
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it, and break it to pieces by a violent blow; but as I have shown, 
neither is the nature o f the soul of a solid consistency, since 
\Vith bodies vacuun1 is rnixed; nor is it like a vacuun1; nor again, 
arc bodies \vanting, \vhich, ri sing by chance frotn the infinite, 
tnay overturn the fran1e of the tnind \Vith a violent ternpest or 
bring some other kind of disaster or danger; nor, moreover, is 
vastness and profundity of space \Vanting into \vhich the sub
stance of the soul n1ay be dispersed, or rnay perish or be over
\vheltned by any other kind of force. The gate of death. there ... 
fore, is not shut against the soul." 

1~hese are a fc\v of the rnodcrn scientific theories that Lucre
tius has foreshado'Aed. Further than this, ho\vever, he g ives 
us his O\v n individual n1ethod,- the art of seeking and being 
satisfied \Vith nothing save the n1ost logical. the tnost practicable 
explanation for everything. l-Ienee it is that the "De Rerum 
1 Tatura'' includes the best that is found in the old philo ophie . 
'['here is nothing before \vhich his retnarkable n1asculine tnind 
pauses. l-Ie gives an ans,ver to every '\vhy ." He points out the 
end of every .. ,, here fore." True, tnany of his anc;,, ers \vill not 
stand \vith us. yet the) arc the 'ery be~t the age could afford, 
and in this respect, the) are supren1e. 

Not only in the realn1 of the philoc;ophical and 111etaph~ <; teal 
world \Vas Lucretius preeminent, but in the phy c;ical science~ as 
''ell did he turn his pov.re rful faculties. He explain<:> the phe
nonlena of thunder and lightning. the formation of clouds and 
t ains, earthquakes, the evolution of every art, the origin of the 
,,·orld and of n1an, all \vith that certainty \vhich prompts Dr) den 
to "a y : "He seems to disdain all manner of replies, and is so 
confident of his cau e that he i beforehand with hi "' antago
nist ; urging for then1 \vhatevcr he irnaginecl the) could ay, 
and lea,·ing then1, as he uppo'-tes, \vithout an objection for the 
future. 1\ll thi~ too. \Vith o n1uch scorn and indignation, as if 
he ''ere assured of the triumph before he entered into the 

1. t '' 1~ <;. 

I lis faculty of ob<:>ervation is tnarvelous. He noticed the 
~ 

_gTadnal wearing a\vay of rings and the . ..lo'v decotnpo"ing of 
tnarble. l-Ie ob ervcd chariot "ucldenly cut off a n1an' limb 
\vithout pain. He perceived the gathering of mi t on garment" at 
the ~ca- bore; the likene5 e of n1en and of things in the cloud : 
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the plurnag of bird , and thou and f oth r 111aU thing that 
, cap th .. ordinar) )c. 1\nd, in all Lh · 111int1l detail . h 
glorifi J atur and not hint If. Fie doc n t, lik ic r , tir · 
u \vith hi O\vn ntarv lou achi v n1cnt hut ha a inccr and 
noble id al in vie\v to \vhich he ah, a) tri\ to J ad u , tha 
''of fr eing n1en fr n1 he t nd f up r titian and fear of 
death.' 

oanething hould I · aid about hi id a of up rnatural 
po,ver before \\'C 1 ave hin1. lie did not bcli ' in an individual. 
a11-po\verful per nalit. ' \vho ruled th univ r e. JI did not 
grant uch po\v r to the I on1an god . 11 could not cone .. i, t· 
ho\v plea ure-Joving cr ature \\ ho pa. d an indo] ·nt ·i t

ence living on nectar and a1nbro ia. could hav an) thing- to do 
\vith the la\v of atur . Thu ... ·ature \\as to hin1 an intang-i
ble. in1per on a) po,ver \vho e ]a" s \\. re unvar) ing and 'vho r 
\vay \vere ever \Vi c and according to )a,,·. T'hough he dor:."' 
not attribut the po\ver and attribute of 01nni1 t nee. inullcn-
ity and ternity to a persona] being the very fact that he con

ceived of uch infinite tern1 [>rove the 1oft) trend of hi 1nind 
and the nobility of his philosophy. 

T his i a brief .. ketch of the \Vork of a n1an about '' hon1 hi -
tory is so uncertain \vho e parentage, education and pub I ic life 
arc largely Inyth ical 'vho \vas pennitted by hi feUo,v country
nJen to live and die \Vit hout ceing the result of the \vork he had 
o 1narvelous1y \Vr ught they tell us, bet\veen fit of insanity· } et 

one \vho n1ore than al1 his predeces or . dignified hi native 
Jang uaac and freed it fro1n its lavi h i1nitation of the reek: and 
\vho, after he had devoted hi- best n1on1ents to the advanceTnent 
o f kno,vledge and the happi nc s of the hutnan race, died in an 
unkno\vn place \vithout soundi ng a single other note frotn his 
noble muse. 

• 
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The Record of The American Rhodes Scholars 
• 

c. CLEVELAND KISER. 

GREAT deal of interest has been manifested in the 
American Rhodes scholarships, but little mention has 
been made of the record of the American youth at Ox

ford University. Do the records of our men at Oxford justify 
the giving of scholarships by 11 r. Rhodes? Some claim they 
do, while others claim they do not. In view of the fact, how
ever, that the first of these scholarships was given only about 
three years ago, it is unfair to examine or criticise these records 
too severely. As the American students become more familiar 
\vith the English method of conducting schools, their records 
will stand a 1nore thorough examination and severer criticism. 

In the first place, \vhen an American enters Oxford, he 
labors under many disadvantages. It is surprising, for instance, 
to note the difference in methods of conducting English "honor 
schools', and .A.merican colleges, in view of the fact that the 
t\\"O countries are so closely related. In the "honor schools" of 
England a young man chooses the subject most beneficial to him 
in the preparation of his life \vork, and after studying three 
years on this subject, stands a test on everything covered during 
that time, the examination extending over a \veek; while in our 
.:\merican colleges he is required to take different studies or 
"courses" and to stand examinations at different periods during 
each course. It is no easy matter to adjust oneself to this 
entirely new method. -

Besides this difference of method, the American youth, in 
preparatory schools and colleges, has not heretofore received 
the proper training for entrance to Oxford that the English 
student has. As soon as he becomes acquainted with the require
ments \ve feel sure that his record will be better. The standard 
at Oxford is high and the curriculum is rigid. For instance, 
there are at Oxford twenty different colleges or schools, the 
first in difficulty being the School of Literre Humaniores, "ad
mitted on all hands to be the premier school in dignity and 
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importance." Next comes the School of Modern History, first 
in numbers, second in importance. Then there is the School of 
Jurisprudence, and the School of Engli~h Literature, the School 
of Theology, the chool of Natural Sciences, and others. There 
are four classe~ of honors : "firs ts," ''<;econds," "thirds," and 
"fourths." VVhen one ha<; succeeded in getting a first in the 
B. C. L. examination, he has performed an unusually hard task, 
for that is the most difficult examination, and is supposed to be 
taken only by those who have taken a B.r\. in law and have had 
several years' experience at the bar. This is a rare honor, and 
has been accorded to only one American Rhodes scholar. 

In the matter of class standing the American youth is some
what of a disappointment to the tutors at Oxford because the 
tutors expect too much of our men. Since they are picked men, 
it is natural to suppose that they are the best our country can 
afford, and should, therefore, get firsts, when, as a matter of 
fact, there is to their credit only a fair array of firsts , a consid
erably longer list of seconds, and an equally long li ~ t of thirds. 
But under the conditions the record made by our men is not by 
any means lamentable nor even discouraging. 

According to Mr. F. I. Wylie, Oxford Agent of the Rhode<; 
Trustees, the chief Oxford distinctions won by American Rhodes 
scholars are as follows : "One First Clas<; in the D. C. L. exami
nation ; nine First Classes in the Final H onor Schools; seven 
degrees awarded for definitely post-graduate work; two dem
onstratorships at the Museum; one senior scholarship ( corres
ponding to what in the States would be known as a fellowship ) ." 
Five of the nine men referred to as having received firsts came 
from the states south of the Mason and Dixon line. Of the 
thirty-one who took schools in 1904, thirty passed; of the twenty
five who took schools in 1905, twenty-three passed. Taking 
everything into consideration, this is not a bad showing; but 
there is, of course, roon1 for improvement. 

But what traits do the tutors at Oxford find in the American 
youth ? One important trait is his independent mind. "It is a 
relief," said one of the tutors "to have to do with men who know 
their own minds." This, indeed, is characteristic of an Ameri
can; we, as a people, believe in democracy, freedom of opinion, 
and individuality. The English students are more docile and 

, 
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accept facts as they are, but the American students will not yield 
to the views of others ; and, although this becomes annoying and 
perplexing to the English tutors, and they may sometimes think 
our men opinionated and unteachable, yet the best tutors respect 
them and like to have then1 as pupils. 

Besides this independent tnind, the American Rhodes schol
ars exert a healthy influence at Oxford. They are apt, alert, 
and quick to catch on. They are, as a rule, sincere and robust, 
and are genuinely liked. .£\s to their social instincts, that depends 
entirely upon their temperament, just as in any other situation. 
There was one An1erican Rhodes scholar who visited frequently 
the homes of Englishtnen and entered every phase of college 
life, thereby giving Englishmen a better understanding of our 

country. 
There is another difference between the Atnerican and the 

English idea of getting an education. The American looks upon 
vacation as a relaxation and a time for recreation and rest, while 
the Englishman looks upon it as an opportunity for getting up 
his \vork. It may appear from this statement that the Ameri
cans are indolent, but not so. They spend their vacations in 
travelling, while the English students spend their time in con
centrated study. One ) oung American, who was an artist of 
considerable ability, spent tnuch of his time in Italy and the 
Louvre instead of spending it in schools. Although it may be 
conceded that the English student is more scholarly, after all 
the An1erican student in the end "vill prove equally as successful, 
for he has con1binecl theory \vith practical kno,vledge. The 
\n1crican does not learn everything fron1 text books, but a great 

part of his education, perhaps, is from observation and travel. 
It is not necessaril; the boy \\·ho stands at the head of his class 
that \vill be the one to n1ake a success. 11any great men were 
never even graduated frotn a college, and many others \vere 
graduated \Vith fe\v honors. It is \veil to get the theory of a 
subject, but it is far better to realize the practical experience of 
it. After all, one doe~ not go to college to learn merely from 
cover to coverJ but he goes to get a practical knowledge, or the 
kno\v ledge of putting \vhat he does kno\v together. .t\nd so \Ve 
need not become discouraged 'vith the class standing of the 

An1erican Rhodes scholars. 
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His Father's Son 

R. C. GnEs n AM. 

u J U T tell you, this moonshining has got to stop, a ~ad I 
am going to slop it," said the Deputy United . tate<; J\f ar

- shal to his companion, as they jogged along a red day 
road in a rattle-t rap buggy. 

"You may re'>l assured that if we catch old Jim heridan this 
morning it will stop, for he is the ringleader of it all. · rejoined 
Mr. Al Perkin'>, the gen ial proprietor of the "Perkins House ' 
which adverti'>e~ on its stationery, "chicken pot-pies 365 days in 
the year." 

The hor'>e slowed down, for the road was now gettino- steep 
and very rough where it wound up the mountain. As the buggy 
turned a curve in the road the men saw a little mountain lad 
wearily making hi '> way up the hill with a sack of meal on hi 
shoulder; and Mr. Perkins called out. " \¥ant a lift, sonny?'' 

The boy nodded his head and pulled himself in the back of 
the buggy. 

"That's Jim Sheridan's boy, now," whbpered the hotel
keeper to the deputy. 

"Yes, and he's carr} ing home store-bought meal,'' softly 
ejaculated the deputy, "which makes me positive his father is 
distilling, because he ought to have plenty of home-raised meal 
this time of the year. I've got him) sure." 

Jud Sheridan, with ears as keen as a squirrel's, heard snatche 
of the above conversation, and when the btwgy cros<;ed the creek 
that flowed by his father's still, he leaped out and dashed up the 
stream. The sack of meal he still had on his '> boulder, weighted 
him down, but upon his heart was a g reater load- a great fear, 
that maybe the officers would catch his father before he could 
warn him. The briers of the blackberry bushes that grew so 
thick along the bank scratched his face and arms cruelly, but he 
minded them not, for his one thought now was to save his father; 
and every now and then he muttered between clenched teeth. 
"They shant git ye, Pap, they shant git }C." 

• 
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The rocks that formed the bed of the creek cut his bare feet, 
but still he dashed on; and at last he reached his father's still, 
sheltered by a cave right by the bank of the creek, and blurted 
out, "Pap, th' rever'nooers air er-comin'." 

The "moonshiners" hurriedly put the fire out, rolled the 
barrels of liquor they had already made to a safe hiding place, 
and then rushed to the fields. ~Ieantime the t\vo men in the buggy 
had been compelled to drive t\vo miles to the nearest settletnent 
and swear in enough men for the raid. So when the deputy and 
his posse reached the still, all they could do was to destroy the 
apparatus and then go avvay disappointed. 

That night in his little cabin that stood out so protninently 
on the bare shoulder of Little Bear mountain, Jim said to his 
\vife: "That air boy, J ucl , don't like rever-nooers nary a bit, 
do he?" 

" l-Ie sho' don't," answered \rinie Sheridan, "he'" jes' like yo ' 
thar." 

Then Jim reached up and took do\vn from its rest over the 
fire-place the old tnuzzle-loacler his "pappy'' had used in the 
Creek \Var; and calling Jud to him) said: "Jud, thetn air 
sq uir'ls air po\verful pesterin' in th' back paster'. Y e kin hev 
yo' g ran'-pap's gun ef ye fetch yo rna a mess er two uv 'em." 

Vinie Sheridan took her snuff brush from her mouth long 
enough to say : "J ud, ye needn't bother erbout fetchin' n1e none 
of them air squir 'ls; ye kept yo pap frutn bein' cotched by them 
air sneakin' rever 'nooers, an' ye brung tne th' meal I sont ye fur, 
an' that's ernuff." 

) 
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Darwinism and Modern Thought 

]AS. } . \VATSON. 

1 February the t\velfth, eighteen hundred and nine 
Charles Dar,vin \vas born at hrc\vsbu ry, England. 
Fifty years later his Origin of Species \vas given to the 

\Vorlcl. To-day, \Vith half a century of Dar,vinisn1 behind us \VC 

pauc;e to conten1platc the \York of the great naturalist and his 
contribution to n1odern thought. 

vVhatevcr llla\ be one's attitude tO\Vard Dar\vin 's theories, it "' 

must be admitted that he has succeeded. as no other rnan of the 
century, in stan1ping his thought upon the \VOrlcl. The problerns 
of the emotions ll1 Psychology, of social responsibility in 
Ethicc;, of tran forn1ation of species in Biology, of final causes 
in Philosophy. of special creation in Theology, have all con1c 
under the influence of his teachings.. I-Iis tnethods and ideas 
have permeated every departtnent of tnoclern thought and left 
an indelible impression upon the scientific literature of the age. 

It \vould be inaccurate, ho\vever, to give Dar\vin the 
credit for having originated the doctrine of evolution. In one 
form or another the idea had existed for centuries, and had 
received especial emphasis b) the gro,vth of historical research 
in the first half of the nineteenth century. Before the appear
ance of the Origin of pecies geology had already begun to 
explain the succec;sion of geological strata on the basis 
of a succe sion of physical processec;, the: idea of the 
transformation of species already had many adherent , and civi
lization had cotne to be conC)idered as a connected gro\vth from 
lower to higher stages of developtnent. But \vhile others had 
entered the field before him and touched upon the various phases 
of the problem, it retnained for Dar\vin to tnake the fir c; t exhaus
tive study of physiral phenomena and formulate a definite theory 
of biological evolution. Turning a\\ ay from the problems of 
static analy~is and negative reflection to the questions of origin 
and gro\vth he contributed more than any other single force 
to\vard the adoption of the historical vie\v-point \vhich ha~ so 

• 
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completely dotninated the last half of the century. His con
clusions concerning the origin of species \Vere based upon so 
broad an observation of fact <:>, and follo\ved so carefully the 
rules of scientific investigation that they "established for mod
ern thought a principle \vhich had hovered before the tnind of 
thinkers frotn very early times, but which had waited until the 
middle of the nineteenth century for definite confirmation." 

But as Dar\vinism did not mark the beginning of the evolu
tionary idea, it must also be ren1embered that it \vas not the 
only movement of the kind to influence the later thought of the 
century. The doctrine of biological evolution catne itnmediately 
in contact with Spencer's theory of cosmical evolution. \Vhile 
Dar\vin soug ht to trace the origin and gro\vth of organic 
species, Spencer's problem \vas the evolution of the entire uni
verse "from star-dust up to tnincl and social life." Darwinism 
accounts for the transformation of species by tneans of natural 
selection and adaptation to environment, while the Spencerian 
system explains the \vorld as a \vhole by means of the "continu
ous redistribution of n1atter and motion." Beginning with bio
logical evolution the Dar\vinian theory broadens until it includes 
the phenomena of tnental as \veil as physical life. For if "physi
cal characteristicc; are developed and species originated by the 
evolutionary process,'' vvhy should not n1ind, n1orals, social organ
isms, and the \vhole realm of psychical products and spiritual 
institutions be considered from the evolutionary standpoint? 

The immediate effect of this theory \vas not unlike the 
appearance of the Celestial Revolutions of Copernicus in the 
sixteenth century. As the heliocentric systen1 contradicted the 
medieval conception of the universe and struck at the founda
tion of the traditional doctrines of philosophy and religion, so 
the Darwinian theory, if establi8hed, meant the negation of the 
tnost profound philosophical and theological principles upon 
\vhich depended the very existence of spiritual life. For if the 
Genesis account of creation is untrue, if the cosn1ical process is 
a natural clevelopn1ent beginning \vith chaos and ending \Yith 
n1ind, if organic species are originated and developed \vithout 
the aiel of a directing intelligence, then the principal argtunent 
for the existence of God is destroyed and the theistic vie\v of 
the \\'Oriel rendered itnpossible. ..f-\ncl \vhen to the evolution of 
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animal spcrie" is added the evolution of n1an, and hun1anity is 
reduced to the level of the brute creation, the doctrine not only 
denies the reality of religion but strikes at the fundan1ental con
ceptions of social life. I~ or if our ideas \vhich \\'e possess to-day, 
and \vhich \ve consider innate, \\·ere not present in our first pro
genitors but are tnerely inherited habits developed through a 
long prores" of evolution, then the authority of conscience is 
destro} ed and consciousness itself ic, brought under the san1c 
principle of tnaterial developn1ent. 

The theory ''as at once adopted by materialistic philosophy 
as its most pO\\ erful ally, furnishing, as it did, the firs t ans\vcr 
to the 

1 eleologi~ t's claim that every work adapted to an end pre
supposes a workn1an or design; for since natural selection by 
means of the struggle for existence explains the o rigin of being, 
the necessity for final causes dic;appears and \vith it the need for 
a directing intelligence o r God. 

Startled by these powerful forces which were brought against 
it, theology staggered, at first, under the \Veight of criticism and 
investigation.~ Traditional dogmas \vere broken clo,vn, and the 
church \vas compelled to come forth and justify before the world 
the fundamental principles of the Christian faith. Doubt and 
skepticism seemed to predominate and n1any of the ancient doc
trines of religion were S\vept away by the onslaught of the evo
lutionary forces. With man on a level \vith the brute, \vith God 
argued out of the world, \vith a universe \Vithout maker or 
design, the dreary doctrine of materialism rose like a spectre 
upon the horizon of the world's thought and cast its gloomy 
shado,vs over the closing years of the century. 

But the inevitable reaction has already set in. Science has 
discovered that Darwinism is filled with teleological implications 
of its own. As the doctrine of biological evolution expands to 
include the psychical and physical life of man \Vith his social 
and ethical relations, it discovers that physical la\vs are not suf
ficient for a universal explanation of these variou~ phenomena, 
and by its O\Vn results, though in spite of its methods. it rises to 
a belief in the existence of a controlling reason or intelligence 
behind the facts of the physical world. The struggle for exist
ence upon \vhich the \Vhole Darwinian theory depends, presup
poses a "will to live;" and if back of and anterior to the struggle 

,. . 

o I 
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there is the will or effort there must necessarily be some trans
cendent or immaterial cause. Thus the very logic of the theory 
carries it inevitably into the doctrine of teleology or causality 
\V hich Dar\vin, in all his \vorks, had sought to disprove. 

Furthermore, Darvvinism has failed to establish its funda
tnental doctrine concerning the origin of species ; for, as Pro
fessor Agassiz has pointed out, no parent specie has ever been 
found, nor has any evidence been produced to prove that one 
ever existed. "But as long as no fact is adduced to show that 
any one of the \vell-kno\vn species among the tnany thousands 
that are buried in the \vhole series of fossiliferous rocks is 
actually the parent of any one of the species novv living, such 
arguments can have no \veight; and thus far the supporters of 
the transmutation theory have failed to produce any such facts." 

It is but just, hO\\'ever, to say that with all its limitations, 
Dar,vinism marks an epoch in intellectual progress. It has failed 
as an explanation of causality or the origin of being, but it has 
establic:;hed the principles by \vhich scientific investigation must 
be conducted. and has enriched, for all tin1e, the thought of the 
\vorld by its unparalleled contribution to the problem of biologi
cal evolution. 

A Kiss 

J. S. PRUITT. 

l¥hile dreanzzng of ;n,y sweetheart fair) 
I breathed a kiss into tlze air, 
Wlzich) laden ~vith love's 1nessage s1..veet, 
~Vas 7.vafted Oil by ::ephyrs fleet. 

Aerial spirit, angel bright) 
Or fairy ny;nph) or wa11ton wight, 
f.l ow haste thee zvith thy tn}•stic po1.oer, 
Convey it to 1n3' true-love's botuer. 
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Ceo ten aries 
of 1909 

THE MERCERIAN 

In The Editor's Chair 

It has occasioned no little comment that the 
year 1909 is the centenary of so many men of 
genius.- Poe, Tennyson, and Holmes in the 

realm of literature, Lincoln and Gladstone in the realm of la \V 

and political science, Mendelssohn and Chopin, in the realm of 
music, and Danvin in the realm of science and natural philoso
phy. Such an array of men of genius, of genius so marked and 
varied, perhaps no other year can claim. We sometimes wonder 
if the year 1909 will bring with it such powerful intellects. \'V e 
have often heard it said that history repeats itself and that exist
ence moves in cycles; but w·e must surely question whether the 
cyclic paths of eternity's spiral measure their circumference or 
their intervals by the units of man's calendar. 

But a century has rolled by since 1809 and all these men 
whom we now call g reat are gone forever; but succeeding gen
erations are influenced by their lives. The weird music and 

' 

• 
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mystery of Poe will continue to enchant when the glootn he 
loved so well has hid all of him but his name upon the title page 
of the volume; the simple trust and perfect grace of Tennyson's 
lyrics \vill help the struggling to a perfect faith, though 

"The great \vorld spin forever down the nnging grooves of change;" 

and tnen \vill enjoy the humor of Holmes long after they have 
fo rgotten that he \vas the "last leaf" upon his ancestral tree. 
Lincoln's work as preserver of the Union \¥ill live as long as 
this, our land of the free ; Gladstone \vill be known wherever 
England holds sway among the nations of the world. Darwin's 
theory of the origin of species through natural selection and the 
survival of the fittest \¥ill influence thought when his name will 
c;, tand no longer for him, but for his theory. The music of Men
delssohn and Chopin \vill be played as long as chords of life and 
love are the strings of h un1an hearts. 

The '\vinning of the South" is the latest party 
The "Winning of the South'' phrase that has been added to the political 

vocabulary since the recent triumph of the 
R'(!publican party in the election of Mr. Taft. Of course this 
wooing is no new thing, for overtures have been made many 
times and often in the long years since the days of civil strife, 
to bring the South into the political fold occupied by two parties, 
and not allo\v it to give all it allegiance to one. Many methods 
have been tried, -coercion, persuasion, intimidation. This 
recent effort by Mr. Taft promises more lasting and better 
results than any others yet made, for he has used the one and 
only "winning \Vay." The fact is, that if the political solidity 
of the South is to cease, it must be by winning. This fact many 
of the Northern leaders have realized. Thus to win the South 
has been the policy of some of the former Republican adminis
trations. President McKinley represented the Republican party, 
which stands for policies quite contrary to Southern political 
notions, but his sincerity and good sense, his conciliatory attitude 
toward this section, were so marked that he won the confidence 
of its people, so that they almost ceased to think of him as a 
Republican, except at election times, and were loyal to him as 
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In the October issue of THE MERCERIAN it \vas 
The Mid-Year Prize announced that a prize to be known as The Mid-

Year Pri~e and to be given for the best article 

contributed to the 1nagazine dt£;ring the Fall ternt would be 
a7.uarded at the beginHiHg of the Spring ternz) the prize to coHsist 
of a full page an1IOU1Iceme11t i11 the maga:::i11e of the name of the 
7Ui1lJlCY and tlze COHlJJlCJZfS of the Q7.Clarding COJJl.HLittce 1tp0Jl tlze 
nzcrits of tlzc 'Z,Ji1l1liHg article. 1\ll metnbers of THE l\lERCERIAN 

Staff are excluded from participation in the contest; and the 
decision has been upon the basis of the \vorth of single articles 
and not upon the value of any participant's whole \vork. The 
connnittee selected to avvard the prize vvas Professor J. C. ~let
calf, of the clepartn1ent of English at Richmond College, Rich
tnoncl, \~ irginia. The follo\ving is \vhat Professor l\1etcalf has 

to sa\": 
"' "I have gone through \vith some care the stories, sketches, 

essays and poems submitted for the prize contest in THE MER
CERI \~. .\11 things considered. the little sketch b) \\

7
• T. Knox, 

T'he B OJ' a11d the Girl, scen1s to me the best. In attnosphere, 
unit) of effect, and suggestivenes<:> it is tnore artistic than any 
other. The Return of tlze Prodigal and Tarry Thou. are excel
lent, \vhile the StygiaH Snzart S ct is exceedingly clever. Indeed 
thi c; little skit is about the best of the kind I ever sa \V in a col
lege magazine. It is, of cour e, difficult to strike the right 
balance in a contest an101H.~· short stories, es~ays, sketches, and 
poetry, and I fear the poen1s haYe not \veighed as heavily in my 
judgment as the) should. The Floweret <;eems to me to haYe 
tnore poetic tnerit than the rest: and next to that I like 111y Lottie. 
rfhe little essays on rvi ilton and Poe especially are \VCll e"'pres<,ed 
and contain son1e good ideas, but in atten1pting to cover a large 
range the \Yritcr has ~acrificecl definitenes~ and unity." 

'''fhe general quality of the n1attcr in TIIE. I\ II RCT RI \ is 
high. I am impre~'>ed with the \ariety and brig-htness of the 
contributions, and \\ ith the good training in English composi
tion \vhich these efforts ~:>hO\V. The short-story in particular has 
evidently been sedulously cultivated by the Mercer students. The 
truth is, I do not kno\v of a tnagazine an1ong our outhern col
lege. ahead of THE IERCFRI.\ ~ in general make-up, and in 
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real to Thomson. The sorrow of this bereavement and the lack 
of religious conviction increased the inborn hopeless melancholy 
of his nature, and he turned to opium and other debaucheries 
for relief. He left the army and attempted to gain a livelihood 
by journalism, securing in 1872 a commission from the New 
York World as special correspondent in Spain. After several 
years more of struggling against poverty and weakness he died 
in 1882, worn out with opium and insomnia. 

Poe and he were much alike in life, and their poetry is closely 
related, in tone if not in technique. Thomson's master-piece, on 
which he spent all the fitful energy of his mind, is "The City of 
Dreadful Night," a poem whose title corresponds perfectly with 
the sonorous gloom of its verses. Perhaps it may be criticized 
as too rhetorical and overdone, but its peculiar stanza ... form, with 
a couplet of recessive rhymes, is marvellously effective; and so 
are the thundering polysyllables, which remind us of Virgil. 
Thomson's scene is the realm of Melencolia, inhabited by all 
men who have lost hope. His poem is dedicated "not to the 
hopeful young" nor to the happy, but to the "sad Fraternity" of 
despair, for he believes that they, in reading it 

u .• • will understand the sense, and feel a stir 
Of fellowship in all-disastrous fight." 

He describes the huge bronze statue of the Genius of Melan
choly, "that city's sombre patroness and queen," which presides 
over her gloomy realm: 

"Thus has the artist copied her, and thus 
Surrounded to expound her form sublime, 
Her fate heroic and calamitous ; 
Fronting the dreadful mysteries of Time, 
Unvanquished in defeat and desolation, 
Undaunted by the hopeless conflagration 
Of the day setting on her baffled prime. 

Baffled and beaten back, she \vorks on still, 
W eary and sick of soul she toils the more, 
Sustain' d by her indomitable will; 
The hands shall fashion and the brain shall pore, 
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And all her sorrow shall be turned to labor 
Till Death the fiend-foe, piercing with his sabre, 
That n1ighty heart of hearts, ends bitter war. 

• • • • 

The tnoving tnoon and stars from cast to west 
Circle before her in the sea of ai r ; 
Shadows and gleams glide round her solen1n re t, 
1 fer subjects often gaze up to her there; 
The strong to drink new strength of iron endurance, 
The weak new terrors; all renewed assurance 
And confinnation of the old despair." 

On Charles Baudelaire, "The French Poe," an excellent 
article has appeared in the February .)'"'cribner's. l-Ie i chiefly 
known to Americans for his translation of the \\'Orks of Poe into 
French, \vhich becan1e so n1uch adn1irecl on the other side of the 
~~tlantic that the popularity of the origi nals \Vas increased in 
this country, b) a curious international literary reaction. But 
in France, Baudelaire is famous as one of the originators of 
((Decadence," a moven1ent in art 'vhich has becon1e \vorld
famous. Baudelaire believed that the civilization of his coun
try had reached a c;tage analogous to that of the later Roman 
Empire, and hence her poetry must be con1plex and artificial, 
polished with all the resources of consummate technique, but 
often reeking \vith 1noral decay and the basest sensuality. The 
Decadents indeed have been fiercely assailed as no tnore than 
degenerate<;, and Baudelaire, Thomson and even Poe classed 
along \Vith Oscar \Vilde as moral perverts - not so n1uch men 
of genius as pathological enormities. The defenders of the 
movement have said that it is the final expression in art, the 
natural further development of a nation \vhich has reached its 
full maturity and must "by la\vs of time and space decay." The 
course of history, they say, has shown us again and again, in 
the Alexandrian age of Greece, in the decadence of the Ro
mans, etc., etc., a like unavoidable stage. Unavoidable or not, 
it is inexpressibly sad and di sheartening, 

"For when you ca11 it decadent, 
It's rotten just the same," 

as Bliss Carman pithily says. 

• 

• 
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Baudelaire himself is certainl) a pitiable specitnen of genius . 
I-Ie admired Poe profoundly, but Ir. Huneker, the author of 
the S cribneyl s article, denies that "The Flowers of Evil," as 
Baudelaire appropriately calls his poems, O\ve much to Poe's 
influence. "Poe \vas a n1an and he is no\v a classic. He \vas a 
half-charlatan as \vas Baudelaire. In both the sublin1e and the 
sickly were never far asunder. The pair loved to tnystify, to 
play pranks on their conternporarie<:>. Both \Vere implacable pes
sinlists. Both \vere educated in affluence, and had to face unpre
pared the hardships of life. The hastiest comparison of their 
practice \vork \vill sho\v that their only common ideal is the \VOr
ship of an exotic beauty." In this at least they are certainly of 
one mind. I)oe 's fan1ous clefinitton of poetry as the rhythn1ic 
creation of beauty is echoed by Baudelaire: "The principle of 
poetry is strictly and sin1ply hun1an aspiration to\vard superior 
beauty." Poe's theory about the division of the \vorld of mind 
into Pure Intellect, 'I'aste and the 1'1oral Sen<:>e, is restated ver
batiJJz b~ Baudelaire. In the latter's diary \ve find the follo,ving 
an1azing resolutions: 

"To pray to God, the Fountain of all strength and of all jus-
tice; to n1y father. to ~Iacbeth and to Poe .... To \vork all 
clay, or at leac,t ac:; long as n1y c,trength lac:;t" .... To keep to 
principles of strict sobriet\. and to banic:;h all and eyery stitnu
lant.'' 

The last clause is sug·g·estive of repentance on the tnorning 
after. for Baudelaire. like Poe. "as a drinker. though not a 
drunkard. I ncleed, it \\'as chieA' frotn <.esthetic desire for c:;en
sation that he culti' a ted a taste for vice -for ha hee h-eating 
in the palatial roon1 of the 1:-Iotel Pin1aclon. '' )ne should be 
al" ay~ drunk That i all, the "hole question." he a) s, but 
fortunately did not live up to so e'\.acting a philosoph) of life. 

I I is peculiaritie<; \vere tnan_' . and n1any n1ore have been attrib
uted to hin1 by people "ho love to ch,·ell on the ''eccentricitie 
of geniu~.'' I Ie \\a a great dandy, they sav, and d)ed his hair 
green. ne anecdote ic, told b) l\'1 r. Huneker. "hich though 
unfortunately false. is a fair specitnen of atanir hun1or. "I like 
\ iVagner.'' ~aid Baudelaire. ''but the the tnusic I prefer is that 
of a cat hung up b, his tail outside of a \VindO\Y, and trying to 
stick to the pane of glas" 'vith hi cla\Y . There i an odd grating 
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on the glass which I find at the same time strange, irritating and 
singularly harmonious." 

Aside from all the distortions of his character, Baudelaire is 
to be remembered as a master-artist. His poetry, like Poe's and 
Thomson's, is a g reat addition to the literature of woe; the 
agonized cryings of a soul tortured by its O\Vn pitiful weakness; 
the dirges of his hope sung to the incomparable lyre of his own 
heart-strings. Svvinburne's magnificent elegy on Baudelaire. 
"Ave Atque Vale," is itself no unworthy representative of the 
splendor and the gloom of Decadent verse. 

((Thot1 sa west in thine old singing season, brother, 
Secrets and sorrO\VS unbeheld of us ; 
Fierce loves, and lovely leaf-buds poisonous, 

Bare to thy subtle eye, but for none other, 
Blo,ving by night in some unbreathed-in cl ime; 
The hidden harvest of luxurious time, 

Sin \\ithout shape, and pleasure \Vlthout speech; 
And \vhere strange dreams in a tumultuous sleep 
Make the shut eyes of stricken spirits weep; 

And with each face thou sa\vest the shado\v on each, 
Seeing as men sow, men reap . 

• • • • • 

Thou art far too far for wings of words to follow, 
Far too far off for thought or any prayer. 
What ails us with thee, who art wind and air? 

What ails us gazing where all seen is hollow? 
Yet with some fancy, yet with some desire, 
Dreams pursue death as winds a flying fi re, 

Our dreams pursue our dead and do not find. 
Still, and more swift than they, the thin fl ame flies, 
The low light fails us in elusive skies, 

Still the foiled earnest ear is deaf, and blind 
Are still the eluded eyes. 

Not thee, oh ! never thee, in all time's changes, 
Not thee, but this the sound of thy sad soul, 
The shadow of thy swift spirit, this shut scroll 

I lay my hand on, and not death estranges 
My spirit from communion of thy song; 
These memories and these melodies that throng 

V eiled porches of a Muse funereal,-
These I salute, these touch, these clasp and fold 
As though a hand were in my hand to hold, 

Or through mine ear a mourning musical 
Of many mourners rolled.'' 

• 

.. 
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Exchanges 

c CLEVELAND KISER . 
• 

The C hisel, 
The Acorn, 
T h e C riterion 

In criticising our various exchanges \Ve feel 
that it \VOttld prove beneficial, not only to the 
tnagaztnes about \Vhich the criticistn is n1ade, 

h11t to all others interc ted, to cornpare t\VO or more and sho\v 
·,vhcrein one is better than the other. vVith this in vie\V \Ve \Vish 

to take up t'A o or three of our sister n1agazincs, The C lzisel, 
\Vornan's College, Richn1oncl; T'Jze A conz) Baptist lTniversit> for 
\ iVotncn, Raleigh; and The Criterion) Columbia. 

In an article in Tlze Chz.scl on nl-Iigher Education for 
v\'otncn" the author ventures the ren1ark that ''morall v. intellec-.. 
tually, and physically, \V0111en arc equal to the task '' a signed 
to n1cn. 'This ts true \vith reference to the first quality named 
but \Ve beg to differ as to the statement concerning the inte!1f' 
tualit) and ph) sica! abilit) of "on1en. \\"on1en n1ay teach iu 
our schools and engage in con1111ercial affairs , but \\1 hen it cor~te·; 
to philosophy and original thinking, \Vomen \viii never reach tl <.. 

~tandarcl of n1en. This fact i~ den1onstrated, \VC think, in tbe 
contents of The Chisel. 1 t is tnuch inferior to the other maga
zine~ under consideration. In the fir t place, it has not enough 

article" in it to tnake it intet e"ting. The essay abo' e n1entioned 
is really the only article in the tnagazine \VOrth reaclino·, and 
even it lacks that originality and per onality \vhich arc o e~~en
tial to any good literary production. The story '(Cauo-ht in the 
Rain" has a thoroughly \VOrn plot. and the onl) thino- that 
redecn1c; it i the la t paragraph. 1\fter reading the first para
graph \ve belie' e "e could ha\ e given the plot. For thi rea on 
the stor) ''a" unin tcrc"t in g. There \Vas nothing ne\\ in it. I-I ad 
one or t\\'O g-ood es5a) <; been sub tituted for the article ''Our 
I·Iallcn\'e 'en Frolic .. " and "T'hc ()ctober Gern1an," the tnagazine 
\\ ottld ha\ e been n1ore like \vhat \\ e think a college 
hould be. The Clzisel \\ Ottld do \\ell to follo\v the 

of Tlze .ilcorH and 'The Critc.,rioll. 

.. 

tnagaztne 
tandard 

\nd 'et \Ve cannot "a v that The .11 corn and T'lz c C'riteriou 
• 
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\Jth ugh 7 he C,tiC11011 i h lt r than h tl lr L\ l 11 
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zine , "c f 1 that thcr i till ro n1 f r irnpr ' n nt 

Yer. '' A congr atu)atc 7 he c, ilc1 ion n the a\ . J 1al th 
one "l"ran cendcntali 111 a ~ h '' n in the \ c r k of \\ r I '' r I 
and l~n1er on.·· 1 hi i a cr ditah1 pi c f ' rk an I he au h r 
clearl~ hO\\ '' h rein th ~ l\\ gr a g niu · " r r Jat d to 
l,ran c ndentali n1. and ho\\ the\ differ fron1 ach oth r in ha 

• 

''Etncr on deal rather "ith th r ' lation f (.od t n1an thr u h 
the soul of hun1an being \\ hile \\ ord "orth find th gr a 
n1anife tat ion of th glor) and 1 "cr of :1 d in natur .'' 1 i 
for c a~ and critici 111 f thi ort that '' apJ> al \\ h n '' 
read a 1nagazinc \\ e do not car t be I r d \\ i h n1 1n1pll' 
love tory, or 0111 fiippant or frh o1ou n1eand ring of c llcg 
"tudent . 

B, "a, of contra . "e \\'Ould kjndh in\ it he att ntion ( f • • • 

the e three e ·chang to the , a) and critici 111 c ntain d in 
the three n1agazin n1 ntioned belO\\, "h "r in th r i n1 r 
original thought and individual it). II literature ~houJd ha c 
originality and p r onalit_ . and "hat ,. r that I' r onali } rna~ 
be wh ther good or bad, it hould be brought out in the "riting 
of the author. Thi i c1 arh den1on tratcd in the ca of Po . 

~ 

It i al~o cl arly shown in the case of ur arl) • r w England 
\vrit r \vho could not r frain frorn etting forth their narro\\-. 
Puri an ideas. 
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Fleur de Lis, \\" e find son1e very readable stuff in Fleur d,., 
~~fe~~ill Lis, St. Louis University, The Spring Hill Re-
WilliamJewell view, I\1obile, and The Willian~ Jewell Student. 
Student Liberty, 1\fo. There is a splendid philosophical 
treatment of "Conscience and l\Ioral La \V" in the Spring Hill 
Review. We agree \Vith the author that conscience is not 
"merely the social instinct illtuninated by intelligence." Our 
conscience is more than that. 'vVe believe that con~cience is "an 
inborn light" and cotnes from above. 

While the S P1"ing I Jill Revie'ZCJ contains sotne splendid essays 
and good stories, the best essays among the exchanges we have 
revie\ved are found in the Fleur de Lis. In the essay "Is Shelley 
l\1isunderstooc1 ?'' the author attetnpts a criticism of Francie; 
Thon1pson's essay on Shelle; ; and \Vhile we can't agree \vith 
everything contained therein, \ve must admit that it is \veil 
\vritten. The best essa\ is the one on "Conscience and the 

• 

Coach." The author ha~ taken three quotations frotn an article 
in the Harvard Bulleti11 b) Prof. Briggs, Dean at Harvard of 
the College of "\rts and Sciences. Dean Briggs clain1s that a 
coach has more influence upon students than a dean or preacher. 
We like the article in the Fleur de Lzs for its originality, but \Ye 
think Prof. Briggs is not clearly understood. He does not say 
all coaches, but "a coach." \ '." c agree \Yith the Dean on this 
point, because a layn1an can have almost as tnuch influence as a 
preacher; and surely \vhen a football coach is clean and honora
ble himself, he can have 1nore influence than a preacher, as \Ve 
naturally expect n1ore from a preacher. \\" e do not infer that 
the Dean \vould put the coach above the preacher. 

Although the be<;t ec..sa\ s "ere found in the Fleur de Lis. 
The Spring Hzll Rc'l'iew and The f.f/ifl ianz. J e'l\.rell Student con
tain the best storiec;. For humorous stories '' e turn to the T~Vil

lianz Jewell Stude11f. \Vhat' in a name? There is a great deal 
in a name ' ' 'hen \ve attetnpt to narne a short stor} . " ookie'' in 
The WilliaJJz fe'luell Student fooled us. \Ve fully expected to 
find an old cow connected \vith the story, but much to our sur
prise the story \vas about an old \vitch \vho robbed a fello'v of 
his money. .l\ more appropriate title should have been selected. 
In "The Tramp's tory" there are one or t\vo good touches of 
hun1or. For instance, "I told n1y cigar I hadn't felt so good 
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Athletics 

EDWARD ]ELKS, Editor. 

Athletics are indeed alive at lVIercer. The time is now here 
\vhen every man has the opportunity to participate in some 
form of athletics if he only wishes to. The baseball season is 
opening up, basket-ball is in full swing, and now, for the first 
time in the history of our school, track team work is possible 
for the students. The spring weather invites the fellows to 
come out on the field and take part in some one or all of these 
sports. We have the unusual advantage this year of a track 
team. There are only a few men at Mercer who have ever done 
track work, consequently v.re all start out on an equal foot
ing, every man having an equal chance to star. He needs only 
to go out and work. 

The 1909 track team marks an epoch in the his-
Track Team tory of athletics at Tvlercer. There has been 

word upon word and desire upon desire for 
some form of athletics which does not require an unusual amount 
of skill to make the tean1, and in which more men can take part 
than can play on the ball teams. \\Te have all longed for the 
kind of athletics in which the heavy, the light, the bulky, the 
slim, the slovv, the fast can vvork \vith equal opportunity of mak
ing good. In a track team this desire for athletics to fit all men 
is realized in shot putting, vaulting, jumping, broad and high, 
running, etc. I-Iere is room for every man \vho \vishes it, 
regardless of his build; and no\v it is up to us to 1nake our 
team a success. We must and \vill. 

The introduction of a track tean1 at 1\Iercer place us a1nong 
the schools leading in athletics. We no\v have the four national 
forms of athletics, baseball, football, basket-ball, and track team. 
well organized and flourishing. If there is an) thing lacking it 
will be supplied when a little tnore stress is laid on tennis, and 
then \\'e shall have a rounded \vhole of college athletics. As it 
nov; stands, from the opening of school in the fall to it closing 
in June, a man ha the opportunity of keeping him elf continu-
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ally in training by football, basket-ball, track \VOrk, and base
ball; and should this be not enough \Ye ha vc sufficient equip
tnent in tennis to occupy hi spare n1on1cnt . \r\7ith such a suc
cession of sports. \VC have every reason to expect to hold our 
O\Vn aO"ainst the other southern collerres in an even 1norc cred
itable tnanner than \Ve have done in the pa t. 1\ nd beyond thi , 
the college scen1 ready to stres even n1ore that old old doc
trine that is ever ne\v. that the sound body is to be prepared for 
the ind\velling of the sound tnind . 

The 
Atlanta Trip 

.. ince the beginning of the basket-ball season, 
all C) es have turned \Vith itnpatience to the "i\t
lanta trip." Every n1an on the tean1 \Vas 

anticipating the greatest time and greatest gatnes of our 1909 
season. The entire teatn left \vith jubilant c;pirits and assuring 
promises of bringing back to us the one thing asked of thetn,
victory. 

But- on their return, so noiselessly they crept to their 
rooms, so unpretentiously the) \valked out on the can1pus, so 
modestly they spoke of 1\tlanta and its basket-ballists, that \VC 

needed no herald to proclaitn to us the result of the "Atlanta 
trip." Every !viercer man \vac; so overcotne '' ith profound S) m
pathy that the trip has been spoken of only in \Vhisperc; and 
never mentioned in the prec;ence of a tnetnber of the tean1. 

After revising numerous rumors, cutting do,vn in some 
places and adding the probable in others \Ve think \Ve have 
almost a correct account of \Vhat \Yas and \vhat \vas not. The 
"Atlanta spirit" \\'as too severe a stimulant for the visitors, and 
disaster came in place of the protnic;erl victory. T\vo fatal gatnes 
\vere played. one January 8, \vith Tech, and the other January 9, 
with the Atlanta ~ \thletic Club, the sad scores being respectively 
28 to 8 and 62 to 11. 

The line-ups o f the Tech game were: 

Tech. Mercer 
M )·ers ............................................................ F. ......................................................... Bartlett 

Da \Vson ·······················-·························-····· F . ........................ Henderson, Granade 
Boc;t,vick ................................................... C. ............................................................ ivfoore 
Baile)·, Harris ................................... G. ......................................................... Sparks 
Golden, Colemat1 ................................. G . ............................................................... Poole 

• 

.. 

.. 

• 
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1,h · line-up of the gan1e \vith h 
A. / /. C. 

tlanta thl tic lub: 

J n1ison, I 1 udson 
I c -ovcrn, 1Joonan 

. p · n · r, tk i n s n 
Han1 p ck, 1 loll ida} 
Gray, l)o t 

1"hu i nd · 1 th · ad tory 

• 

• 

• 

f th · fan1ou ' 

If ercer. 
Bartlett 
rana c 
.1 r 

Poole 
'4park 

tlanta trip." 

M rc r 26 
~ ·ch 13 

On January 1 ,, Iercer got --v n \\ ith T ·ch t 
th · tunc of 2 · to 13. 1\lcrccr outplay d h r all 
through th' gatn ·, although fron1 th c re a 

tht· ·nd of th fir t half, it \V uld ecn1 that victor) ''a in ten ling 
to perch in the encn1) s can1p. 'l'h core th n \Va 1 ·ch .. I r
ccr G. But in th · ccond half the ''a\ ring 1 gion ralli d ' ictor) 
r ·p 'ntcd her cl f of h r fir t choic ·, can1 · ov r t th orang and 
hlacl"', and ere r prov 'd h nr If upcrior at v r. p int. 11 ach 
111 ·tnb r of th · t ·a1n pia) d a a tar and the fin individual pia)-
ing con1bin d '' ith th · ... c ·11 nt tcan1 "ork cau d th r · in 
th · ·cond half t run up to th a tracti' figur t -. 

'] h fin a] .. cor \Va crccr .,; 1 ·ch 3. 
"I h line-ups " r a folio\\ : 

1 cch. 
I \ er 

• 

I a\v on 
Bo l\\ ick, , olcn1an 
II arri 
I a i I ., .. 

• 

1 • 

Jl! ere cr. 
I artl tt, rranad 

I ·lton 
lo r 

1 appan 
1 1 • 

1t r r v . 
tlnntn 

I he g:un · on th i th "ith th · \tlanta \thl tic 

)\ thl •til luh lub, \\ c n1i ht ~',\\a >111t thing in the natur · 
)fa urpri to u l\lcr r b ) . It i tru · that 

'' · havl' th utn1o t nfidcnc · in our t an1' abilit, t captur · 
vi t ') \\'h n v ·r it g > • int a ntc t and it i al > tnt( tha 
'" · fc ·I ~ur · that \\C "'an ah\a~ .. c unt on the .. Ier r pirit t 

bring viet r. our ''a. if \\'C an nh ·t t ~ c:t h ·r cnou h b ) 
tt j in iu " .1 r . ~ l >r. t )1 I l rL ·r ; .. n ., crt h Ic >U r 
r 11lt: lllhrc nee r a rtain th r c nt • t in a di tant it\ \\ ith thi 

• 

~ ,111" tcan1 n1a I us rather I ubtful a t \\hcth·r \\ uld h ld 
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them down to as respectable a score as 40 to 0. A nd moreover 
the A tlanta Athletic Club had given the other college teams such 
severe defeats. W e did not win the game but made a showing 
to be proud of, one which makes us even prouder of our men 
than ever. 

The surprise was not all on our side, for in the first few 
minutes of play we piled up a score twice as large as that of our 
opponents and now and then, when one of them looked over at 
the score board, there could be seen to flit over his face a dark
some shadow of surprise ; and then he would step back into the 
game to help draw his side out o f its rather cran1ped situation. 
In the first half all their efforts to even up the score were fruit
less. W e outplayed them at every point and when the timekeeper 
called "time up" the score stood 16 to 10 in our favor. The sec
ond half opened with the vim characteristic of the first, with 
the difference that the Club team soon got the advantage in score 
and continued throwing goals until, at the close of the game, the 
tale told was A . A . C. 37, Mercer 24. 

The line-ups \Vere as follows : 

A . A . C. Mercer. 
J emison ...................................................... F. .............................. Bartlett, Granade 
Hudson . .. ...... ......... ..... ... .. ..... .. . ..... .. .... .. .... .. .. F. .... ... .. .. .............................. .............. . Me Ito n 
Atkinson ...................................................... C. ......................................................... Scogg in 
Thornton .. ·······················-······················· G. ...................................................... Tappan 

Co I qui tt, Doonan ................................. G. ····:··········································'··············· Poole 

N inteen hundred and nine baseball is waking . Just as regu
larly as the sap rises in the spring- days does the love for the 
national game rise in the breasts and gather to the mouths of all 
loyal Mercerians. W e all turn to our victories of last year, basing 
on these our hopes for this year, and these hopes spring high. 
prophesying even g reater things. 

Coach Bailey 
Arrives 

Coach Bailey arrived Monday, the eighth. The 
vvelcome that \Ve g ive him this time is even 
\Varmer than the first one accorded him, for 

ming led with this one is the delightful remembrance of those 
glories of last spring when, under his able g uidance, a team was 
evolved that pulled in the sails of the lords of all the earth at 
that time, known, in common speech, as the Georg ia team. With 
such inspiration as lies in that memory, could we think any other 

-
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thing than that, to an even greater degree, the same process will 
take place this year? Everything seems propitious for his making 
a championship team that will restore to "Old Mercer" the proud 
position she occupied four years ago when she won the first 
pennant that was offered in Georgia college circles . 

After months of writing and re-writing, Mr. 
Baseball Sched-
ule for 1909 Dukes is ready to publish an excellent schedule 

for the 1909 baseball season. It is practically 
completed, although there are one or two dates that may need 
slig ht change. The schedule is as follows : 
Auburn at J\1ercer ....................................................................................... March 26, 27 
0 pen at ~1 a con ............................................................................................. Apr i 1 2 , 3 
Tech at Atlanta ............................................................................................. April 9, 10 
Clemson at Macon ................................................................................... April 16, 17 

Trinity at Macon ········-····-························-···············-············-········-·····April 19, 20 
Dahlonega at Gainesville ....................... ···-·---··············-·················April 23, 24 
U niversity of North Carolina at Chapel Hill.. .................. April 26, 27 
Trinity at Durham ................ .............................................................. April 28, 29 
Wake F orest at Wake F orest. ................................................. April 3Q, May 1 
University of T ennessee at Macon ....................... _ ....................... May 10, 11 

Georgi a at M aeon ............................ ·-·-····---······--·-··--·····-·-·······················May 14, 15 
University of N ashville at Macon .............................................. May 21, 22 

W e notice from this that our Macon supporters will have the 
opportunity of seeing fourteen games on our home diamond. 
These games are with Mercer's annual rivals, Auburn, T ech, 
Georgia, Clemson , Trinity, T ennessee; and from the nature of 
our past contests, it is an assured fact that the public will be 
entertained with good baseball which is strongly augmented by 
those ebullitions of Mercer spirit that so pleasingly distinguish 
college baseball from professional. 

The feature of the schedule especially gratifying to those 
\vho try for the team is the ten day trip through N orth Carolina. 
It \vill be made in a reg ular nest of colleg es so that long tire
some trips \vill not be necessary between the games, after the 
t eam once yets into the college reg ion. Mr. Dukes anticipates 
cordial entertainment at the various schools and this in combi
nation with the charming country and climate of N orth Carolina · 
\vill make a most delightful trip for those who work hard to 
make the team. 

• 
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On the Campus 

ULY 0. THOMPSON, Editor . 

A t a recent call from Dr. Jameson the various committees 
representing the secondary schools of the ((Mercer System" met 
here to discuss ways and means of perfecting the Baptist edu
cational system of the State. Considerable interest is being 
manifested in the work, and all the schools were represented as 
follows : Dr. P . A . Jessup, U nion Baptist Institute ; Dr. L. R . 
Christy and Rev. Graham F orrester, Oak Lawn Academy ; R ev. 
A. M. Bennett and Mr. ]. B. Norman, Norman Institute ; Pro
fessor Claud Gray, Locust Grove Institute; R ev. W. M. Coile, 
Mercer-Gibson Academy ; Revs. ]. I. Oxford and L. P. Hig
g ins, Perry Rainey Institute ; Drs. B. ]. W. Graham and ]. G. 
Harrison, Hearn Academy. 

Mr. D. B. N icholson has resigned the principalship of the 
Summertown School and has been succeeded by Mr. C. H. 
H enderson of the Sophomore class . 

Professor Boone is doing some lively stunts with the Mer
cer Glee Club and in a few weeks will have it in good shape. 
Wherever the club \Vent last season it was pronounced a "howl-
ing success." . 

Calhoun : "O ld Lady, what did P rofessor Steed assign u
in Poe for to-morrow ?" 

Noles: "'The l\1asque of the Red Sea,' I think." 

Colonels Jim Bro\vn and Otis Dukes of last year's law class 
\Vere circulating atnong the boys a few days since. 

R ev. ]. T. Roberts, pastor of the Second Baptist church, 
Ron1e, addressed the members of the ministerial association 
here on the night of January 25. Mr. Roberts is of the 1906 
class and since his graduation has been actively engaged in 
pastoral \vork. 
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Nolan: "Bo, what does 'matriculate' mean?" 
Christy: "Er- that's the Latin for money." 

The official heads of the two literary societies for this month 
' are: Ciceronians: President, G. P. Whatley; vice-president, 

R. S. New; critic, 11. F. Roberts; censor, Clem P. Powers. 
Phi Deltas: President, J. C. Estes; vice-president, H. P. Bell; 
critic, P. M. Burdette; censor, J. J. Brock. no~. ' 

t{ r ... r ... r· l"lt rrvtl 

Owing to the serious illness of his father, Mr. 0. L. McLe
more has returned to his home in Statesboro. J)lJlJ rrq f10;;>f11J- i-t 

· ) ··1-, ,n ,c( r trr 

Mr. C. G. Payne has "ceased from his labors" to accept the 
principalship of the school at Gillsville, Ga. 

Kiser: "Bartlett, what text do they use in that Junior Bible 
class?" 

Bartlett: 
• 1 r 1 • rf') 

"The 'revised edition,' if convenient." 
----;-bfi/ 

The Mercer Y. M. C. A. has beePl favored this month by 
addresses from Rev. Mr. Dix, president of the Georgia Indus
trial Home; Dr. E. C. Dargan, pas-tor First Baptist church ; 
Rev. Mr. Bass, pastor Centenary Methodist church; Rev. W. M. 
Sentell, pastor Second Baptist church. These gentlemen always 
bring us a message worth hearing. The lecture also on "Mod
ern Skepticism," by Dr. F. A·. Holtzhausen, formerly of Ger
tnany, was very instructive and thoroughly appreciated. 

The "Mercer Day" at the Tabernacle Baptist church drew 
quite an audience. The chief features of the service were, the 
evening address by Rev. R. M. Rigdon, the duet sung by Pro
fessor Carver and Mr. Kiser, and the violin solo by Mr. Parks 
Walker. 

• 

Professor Westbrook: "Mr. Gunter, what was the chief 
evil of the slave trade by the English to America?" 

Gunter: "It was because the savages were packed so closely 
in the ships as not to have standing room enough to sit down." 
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The bachelor members of our faculty ha:v ' r c •ntl , form d 
a " onsolation lub," the purpose of which i to fo. ter th 
spirit of sympathetic inspiration amon y its rn 'lllb'rs and to 
serve as a b aeon light to spin ters far and near. The club is 
run on the Round Table plan and alternately each m mber has 
his "round. ' They meet every Friday night for a smoker and 
never indulge in anything but Tampt~ .Maids- at the moker. 
Anticipating some boost and a con iderable amount of adv r
tising through Tn E hmcc:R rAN. they kindly invited me to their 
last meeting. Here is part of the program as rendered: Dr. 
Harrison pulled frantically at an unlighted cigar and accompa
nied by profuse gesticulation, gave this as a psychological anti
septic aganist all refusals ~ 

It Eh Bo ! Eh Bo 1 

It's even so, 
That if vour tnaid ,·ou 'd w'in, sir. • J 

Buy Huyler's, rare, 
And I declare, 

A ki<;s \\'ill be your gain, sir. 

I've tried it once, 
I've tried it twice, 

I've tried it times galore, sir. 
And if I live 
Three score and ten, 

I'll try it yet some more, sir." 

From m} seat at the desk in the corner of the room I could 
see, through the cloud of smoke which now encircled us, the 
approving smile with which thi ~ recital met. It even evoked an 
exhilarating laugh and clap-of-the-knee from Dr. Ayres and 
Professor Godfrey. 

Then came a re-lighting of the cigars and after some varied 
comments on "ways and means" for securing a bachelor's free
dom, in which Profe~~or Westbrook was the leading figure, the 
climax was reached when Professor Carver arose and with his 
apologizing air declared that, 
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14 From all the phantomed ghosts that come 
To haunt my dusky 'lab,' 
I shrink with only half the awe 
As from a woman's gab. 

"And so my prayer to Cupid's god 
Shall be for evermore, 
Freedom from those who stamp and scold, 
Wear rats, chew gum, or snore." 

271 

A rap of the gavel by Professor Murray brought us to our 
feet and we were dismissed with prayer by the chaplain, Pro
fessor Godfrey. 

Messrs. B. C. Harris, Otis Chapman, and "Gus" Spurlin will 
not be in Mercer during the spring term, but will resume their 
studies here later. 

"Des like I tell yer, honey - T eddy Bear am dead- done 
dead. Whensomeber I heah dat Mr. Taff war comin' to Georgy, 
des as I tol' Fesser H omes, I kno'd sump'in gwinter happen. 
And sho nuff sump'in have happen. F or sho's yer bawn, honey, 
old Billy P ossum am stanin' on de groun' ob righterness. When
someber you see him flirtin and playin possum wid dese her 
Lanter and Chattinooger nuse papers, he ain't doin dat fur 
nutin, sho's yer bawn, honey ! And heah de Doctor, whensom
eber he tell yer dat befo de yeah of de Lawd nineteen hundred 
and ten, A.D., am cum, eber chile in 11acon an in eber over city 
whur peopuls liv in, will be prognosticatin roun \vid wun ub 
des fo legged quadruples whats I 's done bin tellin yer bout, an
but bless de chilluns ! dat 1·s yo supper bell, ain't it honey ? W ell, 
bless my babies ! An whilst you think bout it honey, drap a 
nickle in de ole man's hat! T hank yer sir! thank yer, sir! Oh! 
bl r ss 1n31 chillu ns !" 

" 
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I s this thing meant to represent 
Our dear old Father Time ? 

Or is it Pa Methuselah, 
Who died in old age prime ? 

\ 

wtth ~rtot;es- I{A_s}(QJ 

No. H oly smoke t It is the joke 
So very oft let fly 

About the yet unmarried set 
Of 11ercer's faculty. 
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By the Way 

KNIGHTS AND KING. 

The knights rode up with gifts for the king, 
And one was a jeweled sword, 

And one was a suit of golden mail, 
And one was a golden Word. 

He buckled the shining armor on, 
And he girt the sword at his side; 

But he flung at his feet the golden Word, 
And trampled it in his pride. 

The armor is pierced with many spears, 
And the sword is breaking in twain; 

But the vVord has risen in storm and fire 
To vanquish and to reign. 
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- William Watson. 

goc~;r!~e 
line of swell suits for 
young men. They are 
Chicago hom and college 
bred. Every suit distinctive and different There's 0 go" 
in every curve and crease and a college yell in every pocket 
"Ask the man 11 

Priced $15 To $35 
10% DISCOUNT ON SUITS TO MERCER S'rr>'YfO?Y"'DENTS 
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MucH ALIKE. 

He wanted a kiss, 
F rom a Boston miss-

And she was as mad as Tucker ! 
She pouted, but then
Like most young men-

He mistook her pout for a pucker! 

REVISED VERSION. 

He wanted a kiss 
F rom the Boston miss-

And she was as mad as Tucker! 
She pouted, but then
Like most women-

-Chicago f·l ews. 

She meant her pout fo r a pucker. 

A bel's Pl1ari11 acy 
" BILL " A BEL , '07, P ROPRIETOR 

.Anything in the Dr·ug ~ine 
PHONE 646 BICYCLE DELIVERY 

MERCER PRESSING CLUB 

CLEANING. MENDING 
DYEING & PRESSING 

ALSO CLEANING AND SHAPING HATS 

ALL ON SHORT NOTICE 

J. L. CLAXTON. Mgr. 
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STUNG. 

"Let me ki s those tears away!" he begged tenderly. 
She fell in his arms, and he was busy for the next few minutes. And 

yet the tears flowed on. 
"Can nothing stop them?" he asked, breathlessly sad. 
"No," she murmured. "It's hay fever, you know. But go on with 

the treatment."-Punch. 

BREAKING IT GENTLY. 

A young artist once persuaded Whistler to come and view his latest 
effort. The two stood before the canvas for some moments in silence. 
Finally the young man asked timidly, "Don't you think, sir, that this 
painting of mine is-well-er-tolerable?" 

Whistler's eyes twinkled dangerously. 
"What is your opinion of a tolerable egg?" he asked.-Everybody' s 

Magazi1te. 

H.· . Lamar & Co. 
§§§§DRUGGISTS~§ 

TELEPHONE 1000 
512 C ..... B"T>\ERRY STREET 
Two doors bow 4th Nat. Bank 

MACON, GA. 

EXTREME COLLEGE 
STYLES A SPE TY 

SIG B. ROSER 
• 

THE TAILOR 
568 MULBERRY ST . 
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HE MET HIS MATCH. 

THE STENOGRAPHER SucCEEDED IN CoNviNCING HIM o F HER ABILITY. 

I-Ie was engaging a new stenographer and he bit off his words and 
hurled them at her in a way to frighten any ordinary girl out of her wits. 

"Chew gum?" he asked. 
"No, si r." 
"Talk slang?" 
"No, si r." 
"Make goo-goo eyes at the fellows \vhen you're not busy?" 
"No, sir." 
"Know ho'v to spell 'cat' and 'dog' correctly?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Chin through the telephone half a dozen times a day?" 

UNIVERSAL 
N VfRSITY 
TILITI ES 

SEND YOUR MAIL ORDERS TO 

mE "COLLEGE CO-OP" CO. U
~IVERSAl 
•IV ERSil Y 
·nLITilS 

College DepartmeJ:lt Store. 
(JNCOllPORATED) 

ATLANTA ct OXFORD, BA. $20.000.00 patd tn Capital Stock 
Felt Pennants •ad felt goods d~ia'lled and manufaetured : Southern P gent A . G. 

Spalding & Bros .. sportina' .roods: Amateur Developina- and Flniahine-Pietaree and Frame a. 
Send your orders to The Collea-e ,. Co-oP,. Co.. the excluaive collea-e at")r~ 97 Peachtree 
Street. Atlanta, Ga. SHELLEY IVEY, Pfto,.IUETO,. . 

The Well= 
Dressed Man 
\Vho wants something dif· 
ferent in a shoe who 
want solid comfort who 
wants to be pleased, not 
for an hour or a day, but 
for every shoe- wearing 
minute throughout the 
year, 'hould KNOW the 
vV ALK- OVER SHOE. 

'l'he Sign of Satisfaction 

THE WALK- OVER MAN 

CLISBY, in Macon 
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"No, sir." 
He was thinking of something else to ask when she took a hand in 

the matter and put a few queries. 
"Smoke cheap cigars when you're dictating?" she asked. 
"Why er-no," he gasped in astonishment. 
"Slam things a round and swear when business is bad?'' 
"N -never." 
"Lay for your employes with a club when they get caught in a block 

some morning?" 
"No, indeed." 
"Think you know enough about grammar and punctuation to appreci-

ate a good stenographer when you get one?" 
"I-I think so." 
"Want me to go to work, or is your time worth so little that"-
"Y ou bet!" he broke in enthusiastically. "Kindly hang up your 

things and let's get at these letters."-Judge. 

A SHARP RETORT. 

"My dear," said a thin little Brighton man to his wife, "this paper 
says that there is a woman down in Devonshire who goes out and chops 
wood with her husband." 

"Well, what of it? I think she could easily do it if he was as thin 
as you are. I have often thought of using you to peel potatoes with." 

The thin man laid down his paper with a sigh that sounded like the 
squawk of a penny whistle.-Tit-Bits. 

Pictures • Pennants 
The COLLEGE BOYS' BOOK STORE 

Foot Ball and TennM Supplies 

Special Line Books, 39c, 49c aod 59c 

A !ways Something New & Attractive in Pictures 

McEvoy's 571 CHERRY ST. 

. If your eyes need help. 

make careful examination for glasses and guarantee satisf-action. 
If your eyes need treatment, he will refer you to an OculisL 

J. H. SPRATLING, OPTICIAN 
COR. CBKkRY ST. AND CO'n'ON AVE. 
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"How can I remove the ink from linen?" writes Beatr ice K. Don't 
do it. You can get just as good ink for five cents. 

Small Boy: "I want some medicine to reduce flesh." 
Drug Clerk : uAntifat ?" 
Small Boy : "No, uncle." 

A HEROINE. 

Ella: "Bella never passes a mirror \vithout looking in it." 
Stella: "Braye girl !"-Harpers Weekl)'. 

PERFECTLy TICKLED. 

Great Lady: "So sorry! I'm afraid my feathers were tickling you 
during the lecture." 

Very 1Iuch Lesser Lady: "Oh! dear Lady Highbridge-Knowsley, 
who would mind being tickled by you ?"-Punch-. . 

HE LA UGH ED ALoN E. 

Stranger: "Why are you crying, sonny t' 
Boy: ''Paw hit his fumb wiv a hammer an' I laughed." 

WORK CALLED FOR AND DELIVERED 
Punctures Repaired Without Charge 
for 30 Days in All Tires Sold by 

• • 
RACYCLE, READING, STANDARD, RAMBLER, 

HUDSON AND ELCO 

BICYCLES 
ALL STANDARD MAKES AND BRANDS OF TIRES 

320 SECOND ST. MACON, GA. 
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Atlanta Dental College 

A School

Of Dentistry 

By Dentists 

For Dentists 

L.arzest School In 

the State 
Lead IDE School of 

the Soutb 

FitATUR.ES: Large New College Building, 
Complete New Library, New Practical Porcelain 
Department, Heavy Operatory Clinic, Exclus
ively White Patients, Monthly Examjnations 
and Daily Recitations, Central Location, Ex
perienced Teachers and Demonstrators. 

Write for souvenir catalogue and further nar
ticulars to · 

WILLIAM CRENSHAW, U. D. S. Dean 

at the corner of Edge

wocd Ave. and Ivy St., 

occupies a newly erected 
building put up expressly 

for this school four years 
ago. 

The building is 

modern in construction 

and appointment and has 

the largest floor s p a c e 

and the largest equip

ment of any school devot

ed to teaching dentistry 

in Atlanta or in the state. 

The college is 1 o cat ed 

close in and surrounded 

with good homes f o r 

students, and convenient 

to operatory practice. 

The Atlanta Dental 

College does not own its 
quarters, prefem·ng to rent its building which was put up for the 
college at a cost of fifty thousand dollars. This arrangement enables 
the school to put its earnings into the course for the benefit of the 
students rather than into the building which would benefit mainly the 
owners of the school and oj the building. 

Box 401 Atlanta, Ga. 

The Atlanta Dental College is the only school in Atlanta or the state 
that does not admit negroes in its operatory and does not ask or require 
its students to work for them. 

The Atlanta Dental College is the only school in Atlanta or the state 
that has graduates in the U. s. army dental corps-only two from the 
south and both from this school. 

The Atlanta Dental Go/lege is the only school of dentistry V1 Atlanta 
or the state that has an annual attendance of over 200-: 

• 

·-practically doubling other southern competitors. 
WHY IS IT? , 
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' ' Popics '' 

H. 1\L D -\RGAN 

Go back to Pope? Can 1nock-h eroics fire 

Our hearts that throbbed at SJzelle'y' s silver lyre, 

Scott's 11zartial harp, at Keats' 1nelodious lute, 

A t Burns' wild wood-notes on the oaten flute, 

Swinburne's clear truuzpet, or that golden note 

Of vocal 1nusic in the Laureate's throat? 

No.6 

When these are kno1.vn, Pope's nu1nbers are abhorred

The shallow tinkling of a clavichord 

Unfit to render, in its treble tones, 

Achilles' wrath, or Eloisa's 1noans. 

We feel no raptures, and no ardors know, 

When Strephon talks the language of Boileau; 

No answering grief the reader' s eyelid wets 

When Thyrsis 1nourns in careful epithets) . 
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No heart is stirred, when by the walls of lliotz 

Old A estor speallS, accordi11g to Qrtintilia,, I 

Poor Pope I Alas, that he cordd ne11er see 
Art un con I rolled by rule and RECIPE. 

His crime 70as strict obedience to laws; 

He spared no labor to perfect his flaws,-

Tize balanced phrase. tit' unvar:ying beat of tim e, 
And thought forever ending at the rhjlme. 

He and his cooll, with maxims just as h£gh, 
Com pose a poem, and compound a pie I 

''Persicos Odi'' 
H orace Bk. I, Ode 38. 

Boy, I despise these Persian things, 

And garlands wound on linden rmgs. 

Clip not f or me, where' er it springs, 

The fading rose. 

Forbear with labored skill to twine 

The ntyrtle,· for thy brows and mine 

Plain leaves suRice, when 'neath the 'lline 

I drink and do::e. 
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Sidney Lanier 

J OES S. BROWN. 

the frontispiece of the Anthology of American literature 
appear the pictures of eight American poets who are rec
ognized by many critics as the greatest of our singers. 

Among these is Sidney Lanier. With a life beset by a terrible 
malady almost from its commencement to its close ; snatched 
from aristocratic circles to a life of poverty by the same great 
blow that ruined his health ; deprived by these things of the 
training and opportunities he might have had, yet, in spite of 
these things striving with buoyant spirit and unabated courage 
in the presence of every obstacle, and, by his persistence and 
genius, rising into remarkable prominence in so short a period, 
he is a personality to appeal to the sympathies and so win for 
him undue leniency of criticism in regard to his faults and too 
much commendation in regard to his better qualities. On the 
other hand the realization of this danger and the effort to a void 
it may lead one to the other extreme and prevent an appreciative 
estimate of the ardor with which he worked and of the genuine 
artist within him that made him break away, someti1nes from 
conventionalities and present his truth under new and striking 
figures. These things render a just estimate of Lanier difficult, 
for though no artist can be rightly judged without considera
tion of the circumstances under which he worked, the art value 
of his work is nevertheless independent of speculations as to 
what he might have accomplished under other conditions. Only 
the survival of Lanier's works in the public favor can declare 
positively their genuineness, yet we cannot but be interested in 
his rare personality and the varied vicissitudes of his eventful 
life; while we look into his \vorks for these qualities \vhich are 
usually recognized as requisite to the endurance of any work 
of art. 

Sidney Lanier was born in Macon, Georgia, February 3, 
1842. H e was of French Huguenot parentage on his father's 
side, the earliest mention of his ancestors being references to 

• 
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then1 as tnusicians at the court of ] ames I, \vhither they had fled 
to escape the persecution in France. Several members of the 
family were protninent in the Society of Musicians, organized 
shortly after the Restoration. The father of the poet was 
Robert S. Lanier, a la\vyer of 11acon, Georgia. His mother \vas 
I\1ary Anderson, a Virginian of Scotch descent. Sidney seemed 
to have inherited the musical talent \vhich had made his ances
tors prominent at the court of several English sovereigns, for as 
a child he learned to play almost vvithout instruction every kind 
of musical instrument he could find. As a tnere boy he played 
the flute, organ, piano, violin, guitar, and banjo, devoting him
self especially to the flute. 

At the age of fourteen he entered Oglethorpe College, a 
Presbyterian institution at Midway, Georgia, near Milledge
ville, which was then the capital of the State. He was gradua
ted in 1860 at the head of his class. Through the influence of 
Professor James W oodrovv, who was fond of him as a pupil, 
he was called to a tutorship in the college, \vhich position he 
retained until the outbreak of the war. 

Early in 1861 Lanier left his books to join the 1\IIacon Vol
unteers of the Second Georgia Battalion, the first militia which 
left the state for \ Tirginia. He was several times offered pro
motion during the war but refused it because in accepting he 
would be separated from his younger brother, Clifford. The 
early part of his soldier life was pleasant, as he spent much of 
his tin1e studying and in the society of the cultured families of 
Virginia. Then came some hard fighting and a transfer to the 
signal service in which he \vas engaged in \ Tirginia and North 
Carolina. Later he was transferred to ship and engaged in 
blockade running at Wilmington, North Carolina, but in No
vember, 1864, his vessel \vas captured by a Federal cruiser and 
he was confined in the Federal prison at Point Lookout until 
near the close of the war. It was while here that that fatal dis
ease, consumption, began to develop. His prison life was 
extremely uncotnfortable, especially to his liberty loving nature. 
But in the midst of it all he was cheerful and could forget him
self in the work of translation from the German. Here, as at 
every other place, he found comfort in his flute from which he 
\vould never be parted. It was his flute that had made him so 

.. 
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popular among hi coli ·ge mat · and endeared him to them. 
n · of th m says: ' I can recall those attic night , for they 

ar among the deare t and tendere t recollection of my life, 
when with a few chosen c mpanions w would read from ome 
tr asured volumes, it may have b en Tenn) son or arl) le or 
'lui tophcr orth ' octe mbro iame,' or we woull make 

th hour vocal with mu ic and ong; tho e happy night , which 

w ·r v ·ritahl reflection of god . . . . . n uch occa i n I 
have seen him walk up and dO\\ n th ro m and with hi flute 
·• t ·mporiz · the \\ cet • t mu ic v r •ouch a fed to mortal car. 

t uch time it would s m a if hi oul " r in a trance, 
and could only find e ·ist ·nee xpr ion in the ·c tac) of tone. ' 
It wa lik ·wi e his Out that ha I di. tingui hed him among hi 
' mradc in the camp and won for him admi ion into cultur d 

homes during the Virginia campaign . But mo t of all wa it 
his flut which hrou(?;ht un hin and ch cr into th crO\\ ded 
pri on. It is thu that one of hi fellow pri on ·r d crib it: 
"Late one ·v ning I heard from our t nt the clear \\ e t note 
of a flut in the di tanc ·. an I 1 wa told that th pia) er "a a 

ung man from Georgia\\ ho had ju t c m among u . I f r h-
with ha t n d to find him out and fr m that hour th f\ut f 

idn ·y Lani ·r was our daily I ·light. 
•11 ·d \\'ith ns to h r and con ol u~. 

1 t '' a an an g 1 i 111 p r i -
\~'ell I r n1cn1b r hi 

impr vi at ion . and how th · oung arti. t too I ther · in th 
twili.,:ht. . . . lan. a tern ') · moi tencd t h ·ar him man) 
a hom ick h art for a tim forg t it capth it). Th night 

sk , clear a a d \\ dr 1 ab \ u . th · "ater f the h · ap ·ak 
far t l th a t. th long gra; I each and th di tant pin m d 

all to hav found an int 'rpr t r in him. ' 
1 ut whil he wa tim th · oo I an I f th 1 ri on camp. a 

t ·rribl malad · \\a. pr ')in n him; a gra\ at d h. th 1 -
ur f th · war an I th • tr Ill 1 rhati n an I nfin Ill nt of 
th pri n, the g rm f c n lllll\ ti n ''hi h " re air ·ad. in hi 

)· tclll thr ugh h r dit b gan I gr w. an I n th \i a 
had na h d a riti al .ta . \t l·n th. h \\ ., r. h "a 

r ·m 'cd fr m Point I . \• rtr I nr an I th r 
( changl·d. \n incid nt i t lei of thi v . ag , whi h. althou h 
much rdrawn. i. th clima f hi ar r a a oldi r. 
Ia<\\ wa n I ani wh ha I kn "n Lani r an I h chanc I t 
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hear that he was below in the cabin dying. She obtained per
mission from the colonel and went down to take him to her 
own cabin. She found him among the prisoners that were 
crowded almo~t like oysters into the cell, lying wrapped in an 
old quilt and shivering with cold. The lady herself tells it: 
"The colonel assisted us to get him above to our cabin. I can 
see his fellow pri~oners now as they crouched and assisted to 
pass him along over their heads, for they were so packed that 
they could not make room to carry him through. Along over 
their heads they tenderly passed the poor, emaciated body, so 
shrunken with prison life and benumbed with cold. . . . . He 
lay quiet till after midnight. Then he asked for his flute and 
began playing. As he played the first few notes you should 
have heard the yells for joy that came up from the shivering 
wretches below, who knew their comrade was alive. And there 
we sat entranced about him as the tones of new warmth and 
color and hope came like liquid melody from his magic flute." 

Thus closed his days of war. But the exposure and hard
ship had given disease such a grip upon him that thereafter his 
music and song remind one of a swan singing his death song. 

After the war he taught for a while and then held a clerk
ship in Alabama. But at the end of two years he was forced to 
resign and return to Macon on account of ill health. 

It was while living in Alabama that he published his first 
book, a novel called Tiger Lilies. The book was hastily written 
and was very immature; as a novel it was a failure, yet it 
showed promise of the poet in the author and he was not dis
couraged by the failure of the \vork. 

It was while residing in Alabama also that he was married 
to Miss Mary Day, of Macon, Georgia. The perfect poem of 
his married life is told in the exquisite love songs which are the 
most beautiful expressions of love to be found in our literature. 

After returning to Macon he studied law and practiced with 
his father until 1873, when he could resist no longer the call
ings of his genius. He went to Baltimore where he was em
ployed as first flute in the Peabody Orchestra. His first years 
there were devoted to the flute, and with such success that his 
director says of him: "To him as a child in his cradle Music 
was given, the heavenly gift to feel and to express himself in 
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heavenly tones. His human nature \vas like an enchanted 
instrument, a magic flute, as the lyre of Apollo, needing but a 
breath or touch to send its beauty into the world." He 
held his position in the orchestra for several winters, going in 
the summer to his home in Georgia or to some health resort. 

It was during these excursions that some of his earlier 
' poems were written. But realizing his defects and lack of 

scholarship he set to work in the libraries to which he could 
gain access in Baltimore, especially the Peabody Library, to 
increase his knowledge of literature. So well did he succeed 
that in 1878 \ve find him beginning a series of lectures on Eliza
bethan poetry, published later as Shakespeare and His Forerun
ners. The success of these lectures and the mark('ci abi:ity 
shown as a poet led in 1879 to his appointment as Lecturer on 
English Literature in Johns Hopkins University. In his lec
tures there he delivered what were afterwards published as The 
Science of English Literature and The English Novel. 

But during all these years the dreaded disease was preying 
upon him so that he was constantly forced to leave his work 
and seek health at various places. Even during these stays, 
however, he was never idle. Pinched by poverty as well as 
racked by disease, he was constantly forced to write for bread. 
Among the books thus published were Florida, Its Scenery, Cli
mate aMd Histor'y (1876), published as a guide to travelers; 
The Boy's Froissart (1878); The BO)''s King Arthur and The 
Boy's Percy \vere prepared for the same purpose but 'vere not 
published until after his death. 

In spite of all this however he found time to write verse. 
So favorably had he impressed himself upon his literary con
temporaries that at the suggestion of Bayard Taylor he was 
invited in 1876 to write the Cantata for the Centennial Exhibi
tion at Washington. The follovving year the first volume of his 
poems appeared. It was favorably received by the critics and 
by the public generally. After this time his poems \vere con
stantly appearing in the best magazines. His employment in 
Johns Hopkins gave him for the first time in his literary career 
a fixed salary upon which he could depend for support, and 
now, with this security and the leisure it afforded, he plunged 
whole-heartedly into literary work, lecturing fron1 six to ten 
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times a weekJ and at the same time, stealing spare moments to 
write the poetry which he felt in his soul pleading for expression. 

,But disease had fixed its death-grip upon him, and now as 
he entered upon what seemed to be the beginning of a suc
cessful career, \vhen he had conquered the difficulties which lay 
between him and the realization of his ideal, the dread malady 
began to take a firmer hold and draw its victim rapidly to the 
ground. In 1881 he was so completely exhausted that he was 
forced to go to the mountains of North Carolina to seek renewed 
strength. But it was in vain. Mrs. Lanier thus tells of the 
end: "We were left alone (August 29) with one another. On 
the last night of the summer comes a change. His love and 
immortal will hold off the destroyer of our summer yet one 
more week, until the forenoon of September 7, and then falls 
the frost, and that unfaltering \vill renders its supreme submis
sion to the adored will of God." 

Such was the life of the poet and of such a life is his verse 
the expression. 11usic \vas the predominant passion of his life. 
It poured from his flute and streamed from his pen so that 

To him too, 

"His song was only living aloud, 
His work, a singing with his hand." 

"Music is love in search of a word." 

He sang because he lovedJ because he loved God and the world. 
He loved nature and lived close to her : 

"With hands a-grope he felt smooth nature's grace, 
Drew her to breast and kissed her S\veetheart face: 
Yea. . . [he] found neighbors in great hills and trees 
And streams and clouds and suns and btrds and bees, 
And throbbed with neighbor-loves in loving these." 

No American 
beauty as Lanier. 

poet except Poe has been such a lover of 
Through 

"The great rumble of the course of things" 

his spirit was ever catching echoes of notes of beauty. He 
heard it in the songs of ancient bardsJ those long 

drear harangues 
That tease the patience of the centuries." 

' 
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He saw it in the fields waving with harvests, and in the dreary 

waste of the marshes : 
"How still the plain of waters bet 
The tide is in his ecstacy. 
The tide is at his highest height 

And it is night," 

yet in the gloom he sees, 

"Inward and outward to northward and southward the beach lines linger 

and curl 
As a silver-wrought garment that clings to and follows the firm sweet 

• 

limbs of a girl." 

But he was superior to Poe in that he added to his love of 

beauty an ethical element. Keats says: 

"Beauty is truth, truth beauty;" 

Lanier puts it: 
"Beauty is hohness, holiness is beauty." 

This perhaps was the key note of his philosophy, both in his life 

and in his art: 

"Saul, could'st thou bare thy breast 
As yon red rose, and dare the day, 

All clean, and large, and calm with velvet red? 

Say yea-say yea!" 

In the Symphony he says: 
''Shall ne'er prevail the woman's plea, 

vVe matds would far, far "hiter be 
If that our eyes mtght sometimes see 

11en maids 1n punty ?'' 

Though he was not dogmatic in his religious beliefs, yet we 

constantly find expressions of the firmest faith such as: 

"I dare avouch my faith is bright 
That God doth right and God hath might. 
Nor time hath changed His hatr to white, 

Nor his dear love to spite." 

• 

' 
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None of then1 is perhaps more beautifu l than h is \vell-kno\vn 
song, A Ba!lad of T'recs and the Jll aster. 

"J nto the woods tny 1\lister went, 
Clean forspent, forspent. 
Into the woods my l\1aster catne, 
Forspent with love and shame. 
But the olives they were not blind to II irn, 
The little gray leaves were kind to I lim: 
The thorn-tree had a mind to 11 irn 
\Vhen into the woods I-I e carne. 

Out of the woods tny ~faster went, 
And I·I e was well content. 
Out of the woods my ~!aster can1e, 
Content with death and shan1e. 
When death and shame would woo If in1 last. 
From under the trees they drew IIin1 last: 
'Twas on a tree they slew lfitn-Iast 
\Vhen out of the woods He catne." 

This child-like faith \vhich he had in God 
thing of a stoic to\varcl the harcLhips of 
looks upon then1 he n1editates: 

made hin1 
his life. 

"Of fret, of dark, of thorn, of chill, 
Con1plain no more; for these, 0 heart, 

Direct the randotn of the will 
As rhyn1es direct the rage of art.'' 

some
As he 

• narro\v tn 
Yet \vith all this tenderne<;<; in hi~ nature he \vas bv no mean 

"' 
his outlook or hi5 <;} n1pathies: he had a large con-

ception of a rt: 

"Awful ~~ Art because 'ttc; free, 
The arttst trembles o'er hts plan 

Where tnen his Self must see. 
Who 1n1ade a song or picture, he 
Did it, not another, God or man. 

l\1y Lord is large, my Lord is strong: 
Giving, he gave: my me is mine. 

How poor, how strange, how wrong, ' 
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To dream He wrote the little song 
I made to him with love's unfo rced design! 

* * * * * * 
Each artist-gift of terror !-owns his will. 

* * * * * * 
I \vork in freedom wild, 

But work, as plays a little child, 
Sure of the Father, Self and Love, alone." 

293 

With this consciousness of his art he worked and studied, 
devoting himself to science as \vell as to literature. Indeed, if 
he had no other value in American literature he \Vould deserve 
remembrance as the one of our men of letters \vho seemed to 
have caught the true spirit of art and understood its proper rela
tions to other things. He is the Tennyson of America. 

Nor is he like the great English poet in this respect only, for 
there are some of his songs \vhich remind us no little of Tenny
son's Lyrics. \\There is a moral lesson more perfectly conveyed 
under more perfect art than in his Song of the Chattahoochee. 
After the river has counted up its numerous inducements to stay 
in the hills of Habersham and the valleys of Hall, it concludes: 

"But oh, not the hills of Habersham, 
And oh, not the valleys of Hall 

• 

A .. vail: I am fain for to \Vater the plain. · 
Downward the voices of Duty call
Downward to toil and be mixed with the 
The dry fields burn, the mills are to turn, 
And a myriad flowers mortally yearn, 
And the lordly main from beyond the plain 

matn, 

Calls o'er the hills of Habersham, 
Calls through the valleys of Hall." 

orne of his loYe song , too, are almost unsurpassed for 
u!liqueness of conception, beauty of expression and musical flo\v . 
Take for example his La us 1lf ariae: 

"Across the brook of Time tnan leaping goes 
On stepping-stones of epoch, that uprise 

Fixed, memorable midst broad shallow flo\\ s 
Of neutrals. kill-times, sleeps, indifference<J. 

But thou within thyself, dear n1an1fold heart, 
Dost bind all epoch in one dainty Fact. 
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0, ~" t, Ill) pr tl)· c n f lu tOr), 
I J apt the b~ adth of 1nnc an len n1g The P' 

1\nd again his E,. cuf·ng Song: 

uLook off, dear Lo\·c, acroc; th hallo\\ and , 
And 1nark ) on 111 cling of the un and a, 

loJow Jong they ki in ight of all the land . 
Ah f longer longer, \\ . 

Corne forth, wect tar , and comfort h a , n' h art ; 
Glinnner, ye \\ave , round J e unhght d and 
night I divorce our sun and sk) apart, 
lever our lips, our hand ." 

But th~ grate t of then1 aH i hi 1j• Spn·ngs. ·o,vhcrc 
perhaps in 1.nglish song do we find ummed up o beautifull. 
and con1pletely all that love could n1can. It i a fitting tribute 
to a deserving \vife \vhon1 he ever look d upon a the one gift 
of 1 rovidence \vhich atoned for all I c that had been n·ithheld. 
lt closes: 

"J)ear eyes, dear eye , and rare conlplete
Being heavenly-sweet and earth I) - S\\ c t, 
-1 rnanreJ that God made you n1inc, 
For when Ji e fro\\ ns, 'tis then ye shine I" 

J ... anier is indeed one of the foren1ost characters of our na
tional literature. 1 r would \\ e give full ju tice to his spirit 
as \veH a his art if \Ve did not give that \VOnclerfuJ burst of 
patriotisn1 : 

uLong as thine Art shan Jo,c true love 
Long as thy Science truth shall knO\\, 
Long as thine EagJe banns no Dove, 
l,ong as thy Law by Ia \V shaiJ grou, 
Long as thy God is God above, 
Thy brother every 111an be1ow 
So long, dear Lord, of aU rny Jo\·e, 

Thy na1ne shaH shine, thy fan1e shaH g]O\\ 1'' 

J\ s long as he \Va able he sang, and \vith perfect confidence 
he launched hi ong. for he kne\v that it '"a art. He \vorked 
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unceasingly to the end. His last and greatest poem, Sunrise, 
\vas written when he was too weak to raise his food to his 
mouth and when he was at a fever temperature of 104 degrees. 
It \Vas his S\van-song and its ending was a fitting close : 

"And ever my heart through the night shall \vith knowledge abide thee, 
And ever by day shall my spirit, as one that hath tried thee; 
Labor at leisure in a rt- till yonder beside thee 

My soul shall float, friend Sun, 
The day being done." 

Wanted: A Hero 

w. T. KNOX. 

HE sno\v \vas falling thick and fast in great feathery 
fl akes when Charles La Salle reached the Endicott home 
in the suburbs. H e had been summoned here this bleak 

N ovember night by the g irl he loved, Agnes Endicott. 
As he stood in the cheerful drawing-room he found himself 

wondering in a foreboding \vay what could be the reason of this 
special urgent message she had sent him. F or some time past 
he had been a\vare of a curious restraint in her manner, a note 
of sadness, even of resignation in her voice, at times a wistful 
light in her eyes; and once, \vhen he surprised her looking at 
him, tears g listened on the soft fringe of h c.r eyelashes. H e hoped 
to-night \vould furnish an explanation of the mystery. 

With the feeling g rowing ever stronger within him that 
something of trouble \vas in the message, there floated through 
his mind a few brief scenes of his life \vhich had led up to this 
moment. There came to him a glimpse of his happy, care-free 
boyhood, his luxurious home, indulgent parents ; then the days 
at the medical school, the honors \VOn there, and then- the 
death of his proud, aristocratic father, that next summer, and 
the financial crash that left him penniless with his mother to 
provide for. Then he remembered those early struggles in Bos
ton, struggles \vhich had taken the joy out of his young man
hood and left him prematurely aged . 
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ft n had he b en tcn1pt d to giv up the fight and urr n
dcr hi ideals- he \\'Ould hav done so long. ago had h not 
b en strength ·ned by the unvarying JoyaJty and Jove of hi 
aintl) little n1other and the thought that he \Va the on of hi 

father the Jast of the I... .. a aJJ . nd yet urcly he '"a reapin 
the re\vard of his Jabor; his trugglcs had been \VOrth the \vhi1c. 

O\V he \va kno\vn a one of the 1110 t pro1nin nt of the }Ounger 
urgeons of the I I ub but the ren1en1branc f tho e early trug

g1es had opened hi heart to the uffering and orro\v of hurnan
itv and hi de ir to relieve son1e of th eli tre had Jed hin1 "' 

into tenetnent \VOrk. liere he had n1et gnes J~ndicott this 
lovely girl \vhos divine pity had pron1pted her to go an1ong the 
poor as a veritable angel of tnercy. I Ie thought again of ho\v 
he had loved her from the very fir. t, and how, a they wer 
thro,vn together so often in their tenetnent \VOrk finally he had 
\VOn her Jove and the protnise of her hand · he th slender dark
eyed outherner, rich only in the pride. culture and generosity 
of a long line of I~rench ancestor · she a F uri tan \vith the blood 
of the Endicott and 1\Jdens in her vein , \Vith the entree to the 
exclusive Back Bay society circle . yet a go1den-haired blue
eyed incarnation of g-irlish \Vin on1ene . strength and \visdo1n. 
And he loved her with all the ardor and passion of the sunny 
France in his blood· God, ho\v he did love her . 

• • • • • • 

"And so, Charle , " she wa saying in a voice strano-ely quiet 
and soft in its prophecy of tears, "I return my- your ring. 
:rviy ancestors have done great deed , they have founded tates 
and cornn1on,vealth and have given their lives for the sake of 
their convictions and i-ideals. Iy ideal detnands a proven hero 
and I must be true to my ideals- mu tn t I, Charles? But I 
do c-care for you, Charles- you kno\v I do- n1ore than for 
any other man. 1r et you are so gentle, so o-eniaJ, and so P"OOd. 

Charles, I - I'm afraid - oh, so afraid- that you are not 
s-stern o r strong enough to be a fan1ous hero- and I do \Vant 
a h -hero, Charles 1 \\1on 't you see-and under tand, CharJes-I"tn 
trying so hard to tell you. Don't, don't look at me that way," she 
cried almost fiercely, "you ll kill me . Don't make it any h-harder 
for me- don't you see how it is hurtina- killing me. Come 
Charles. you rnust help me- you mu t ec and under tan d. I 
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want a h-hero! Please- Charles-" the word ended in a sob 
and she hid her face in her hands. 

He took up the ring, looked at it a moment through dimmed 
eyes, then dropped it quickly in his pocket. For a long time he 
toad silent by the mantel; the fire in the grate burned lower, 

till \vith a flicker which sho\ved his face white even to the firmly 
closed lips, pale even over the clenched ja,vs, it \vent out. The 
b..velve deep notes of the hall clock, sweetly solemn as a cathedral 
requiem, aroused him. 

''Yes, Agnes, I see and understand," he answered at last. 
Then sadly he spoke as if to himself and from an immeasurable 
distance; as one \vho sees the bright days of youth's dreams and 
hopes dra\ving S\viftly to a close. ''You credit \vith no cour
age the n1an \vho meets each day's duties and responsibilities 
bravely and unshirkingly, \\·ho solves the common every-day 
problems in such a 'vay that each night finds him broader, 
stronger, manlier, higher in the respect of himself and his fel
lo\v-men. 1\ o n1an can be judged by his conduct under the 
impulse of the moment; the n1an \vho constantly shirks and fails 
in life's serious problems n1ay, on the spur of the moment, per
form some heroic deed; like,Yise, the hero of every-day struggles 
may fail. Yet \vhich is the greater hero? 

"Little girl, perhaps son1e day you \vill appreciate the cour
age and moral stan1ina required to \vin in this prosaic life of the 
\vorld- and it may cost you something, too. I am no hero, 
I've had no time to search for romantic adventures or do heroic 
deeds; my fight for bread and success has taken my strength. 
\.,. es- I give you up; cling to your ideal, but if it ever fails 
you. remember I will love you- ahvays.'' 

He shrugged his shoulders as if pulling himself together 
and made as if to go. Yet he lingered an instant looking down 
at the bo\ved head, hi face fine in its infinite pity and tender
ness, and had she looked up the light in his eyes \vould have 
blinded her. 

"Goodbye, Agnes," he said. "l\Iay God bless you, little girl, 
and bring you the hero you so richly deserve. Goodbye!" 

A whisper, tense and broken with emotion, \vas his answer : 
"'Goodbye, Charles." 
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The heavy door closed between them and betw •n th ir 
lives and he \vent out into the night. 

As the sweet low stroke of one o clock resounded through 
the still house, in the drawin~-room a white, tear-stained face 
came from it hid ino- place in the girl hand , tear-swollen eye 
looked for an instant on the cheerle s coals in the grate, then 
with a low cry a o-irli h, golden head sank on arms out !retched 
on the fOSC\VOOd table . 

• • • 
• 

Christmas eve found Dr. Charles La alle in an isolated 
home far out in the suburbs by the bedside of a dying child. 
Faithfully he worked with the little patient 'till after midnight 
when its spirit went out to meet the dawn of the eternal morn
ing. Exhausted by his ceaseless efforts to prolong its life, with 
a final word of sympathy and encouragement to the parents he 
buttoned hi~ fur coat close around him for his long walk to the 
car line and \vent out into the nig-ht. 

The snow which had been falling lowly and gently now bit 
and stung his face ; it carne in great flurries. for the wind was 
rising and along the fences he saw deep towering drift . He 
soon realized that he was caug-ht in an increasingly furious snow 
~torm. He was blinded by the wind-blown sheets of snow and 
muffled as he was he began to grow cold- cold with something 
more than the bitterne~~ of the raging tempest. For he had lost 
his direction! Helple~~ly he looked around him; he could hardly 
see an arm'~ length before him, everything was blotted out by 
the rapid ceaseless fall of the cruelly beautiful flakes. 

• • 

Plunging forward, stumblin~, falling. for ao-es it seemed he 
fought onward. Once he stopped and listened ; he heard the 
creak of the limbs of trees bending under their weight of snow. 
and far away in the distance the muffled bark of a dog. With 
renewed courage he stumbled forward towards it and -yes, he 
heard the dog again, he was coming nearer! 

But the intense cold was telling on him; his feet were numb 
and beginning to drag; the hands which ~till held his medical 
cases were cold and lifelec;s, frozen to the handles. \"lith low
ered head he pushed forward only to trip on some long dark 
object half hidden by the snow. A groan from the prostrate object 
brought him slowly to his feet, and stooping down he found an 

• 
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old man in shabby, thin clothes, almost frozen, breathing heavily 
and slovvly, fast dying from exposure to the cold. Then the 
medical instinct asserted itself; blindly and clumsily his be
numbed fingers opened a case and forced some cordial through 
the man's closed lips and clenched teeth. Gradually the rigid 
limbs relaxed and soon the man stumbled to his feet, mumbling 
incoherently. 

And now a ne\v problem presented itself; the old man couldn't 
walk and he himself vvas already so weak from exposure that he 
could hardly move. It was one or the other's death; which 
should it be? Without a moment's hesitation he wrapped the 
scantily clad figure in his own \varm fur coat and by a supreme 
effort lifted him across his shoulders. Through his stupefied 
brain there flitted a dim memory of a dog's bark, and slowly, 
painfu!Iy, uncertainly he set forth once more in the struggle 
for life. 

The icy blast chilled him through and through but gradually 
the storm of snow abated ; long ago his frozen cheeks had ceased 
to feel its sting. Still he struggled forward with many a fall, 
many a stumble, dragging nearer the dog's bark. Suddenly the 
snow ceased altogether and the \vind fell. Not far away his 
blank, glazed eyes saw a light, high up from the ground it 
seemed, glo\ving soft and \varn1 through the intense darkness. 
With the courage of despair, n1echanically he pushed on, on. 
endlessly he thought, his burden growing heavier every c:- tep. 
Then- he stumbled and fell \vith his burden on the snow-cov
ered steps beneath the beacon light. He had won ! This thought 
passed again and again through his benumbed brain as slowly 
he sank into a stupor; and the da\vn came early after the stortn . 

.t\nd she had said she wanted a hero! 
• • • • • • 

That morning the liveried servants of N.Ir. Endicott found 
an old man, \vann and sleeping, lying on the porch, and below 
him on the steps a younger n1an, slender, dark-haired, and well 
dressed, pulse beat slow and irregular, breathing barely dis
cernible. Plainly he \vas almost gone. 

When placed by the fire, the old man recovered enough to 
tell the story, confused and uncertain as his memory was. But 
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there \vas no breaking the others s tupor; the an1bulance can1e 
and bore hin1 (1\vay. 

1\t the ho pital. the \Vhite-capped nur e and the doctor 
\vorked faith fu11y and lovingly on their favorite young urgeon. 

~ l3ut he never regained consciousnes · feebler and fainter re\v 
his pulse to\vard evenino-. 

'fhen the Ull \\'C11t dO\VJ1. 

But its departing ray filtered throu h the leaded glass \Vin
do,v of a dra,vino--roonl and fell in a halo of g lory on a girlish, 
golden head buried in t\vo artns outstretched on the ro e\vood 
table - pro trate; lingered lovingly on t\VO slender shouJders 
shaken \vith tearlcss sobs- de. olate. 

A Bit of Evidence 

C. CLEVELAND KJSER. 

'' ERE yer paper! Paper, 1\Iister ?'' 
It \Vas a disagreeable, dreary afternoon in October; 

there \vas a fine rain s lo\vly falling, and the \vind b)e,v 
in gusts around the corners of the tall buildings. The streets 
\Vere crowded \Vith tired 1nen and \VOmen leaving their place of 
busines~ for cotn fortable hotnes. But little J itn had a fc,v 1no re 
papers to sell. and as he \vent fron1 one to the other oi the surg
ing throng, thrusting his papers in their faces it seetned to hin1 
that he must go hotne \Vithout fini hing his job. 1-Io,vever, he 
\vas not a boy to give up easily, and he pressed through the rush
ing stream of people, persistently shouting: 

"Here yer paper! Paper. 'lister?" 

Everyone pas"ed him by unnoticed, and as he reached the cor
ner, he sa\v a gentlen1an \\·aiting for a car, and made his last 
appeal to hin1. lTpon being questioned by the n1an concerning 
his condition, }in1 replied that he had been selling papers a long 
titne in the large city, and as he \Yas not educated it \Vas the best 
that he could do to n1ake money for himself and his mother, \vho 
was the only relative he kne'v anything about. He 'vas not a boy 
totally devoid of pride, and, although barefooted and almost in 
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rags, his little feet were clean and his clothes sho\ved signs of a 
careful, painstaking mother. At the thought of her, tears filled 
his big eyes, and whet! the gentleman offered him a good hon1e 
he refused, saying he must stay \vith his mother. Tossing the 
boy a silver coin, the man boarded a passing car. 

Little Jim stood for a motnent looking first at the shining 
coin in his hand, and then at the car, \vhich \Vas fast disappearing 
up the main street. Then thrusting the n1oney in his pocket and 
jingling it \vith the pennies already there, he thought how his 
mother's face \vould brighten \vhen he sho,ved her the piece of 
silver and told her ho\v the big-hearted man had given it to him. 
vVith this thought in his mind he \VOrked \Vith greater zeal to sell 
his papers, but it seemed all in vain. He \\·ent up and clo\vn the 
street again, eagerly calling his papers for sale. Then returning 
to the spot \vhere fortune had con1e his \vay, he stood and thought 
of the big old \VOrld and the good people in it. Although but a 
lad he hoped some day to help son1ebody as the generous man 
had helped hitn. But it \vas grovving late and as he had left his 
mother sick that n1orning, his thoughts turned hon1e\vard. 

As he started do\vn the street, his eyes fell upon a small piece 
of paper lying on the curbing half folded. Picking it up and 
scrutinizing it closely, he sa\v letters that looked like those of his 
O\vn natne. He took it near a \vindo'v \vhere the light \vas 
brighter, and examining it more closely. sa\v that it \vas really 
his name. But he could not \vrite like that, and besides, he would 
not have " ' ritten on paper of that kind, for it had some other 
\vriting '" hich he could not make out. 

Placing the bit of paper in his pocket, he hastened to his cot
tage on the outskirts of the great city. He thought first of his 
mother at hon1e and then of the good man who had given him 
the money. He thought of the difference bet\veen his home and 
those palatial residences \vhich he passed. But in his childlike 
manner, he aid to hin1self that he \vould not give his good 
n1amma and his ugly little home for all the other mammas and 
big houses in the \vorld. As he approached the time-\vorn cot
tage, his faithful Rover came out to meet him, \vagging his tail. 
But Jim paid little attention to his dog, for he noticed some com
motion in the house. Instead of the usual slo\v step of his 
mother, he heard the tread of many feet, mingled \vith lo\v \vhis-
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As the doctor 
name!" he cried. 
boy. 

took the paper, he looked startled. "Your 
"Your name !" and he stooped to look at the 

As they left the house little Jim's heart beat faster than ever, 
for he did not understand the doctor's manner. Surely he did 
not mean any hann. 11any things passed through the boy's 
mind, but he could not arrive at a conclusion. His ne\v friend 
\vas certainly not so cruel as to mistreat him after giving him 
the tnoney that afternoon. But he had put the paper in his 
pocket and said no more. Jim \vondered what the doctor's 
thoughts \vere. As they rapidly \valked do,vn the dark streets, 
he thought after all his only friend \vas the faithful dog trotting 
along by his side. Occasionally the doctor \Vould question the 
lad about his mother, not only about her illness, but about things 
in general- questions, sotnc of \vhich he could not ans\ver. All 
thi - puzzled hitn still further. 

1 \s they approached the house there \vas the satne commo
tion \Yhich had greeted Jim a little \vhile before. His mother 
had regained consciousness, and as they entered the room, the 
doctor req uestecl all to lea Ye except little Jim. Going near the 
bed he felt the woman's pulse but as she looked into his face, 
she caught her breath. \vithdre\v her hand and lay motionless. 
Then again looking at him, she said: "James." 

Both \vere quiet for a n1oment, and then the doctor said: 
"11ary, is it possible?" 
Little Jin1 had cra,vled on the bed and lay by the side of his 

mother, \vatching first her and then the doctor. 
The woman again sank into unconsciousness, and began talk

ing at random of the past. As she spoke in her half-intellig ible 
language, Jim listened attentively and struggled to hear her 
\vord , but failed to understand. 

"0, Doctor," he said, "is J\Iamn1a going to die?" 
"I hope not, my boy," replied the doctor, but he had little 

hope. 
"Doctor, \vhat does she say? Can you understand her?" 
:f\Ian as he \Yas, tears filled his eyes, and there \vas a lump in 

his throat. He seated himself in front of the meagre fire with 
his chin in his hands, forced to listen to the incidents in his past 
life \Yhich he had endeavored so hard to forget. He recalled 

' , 
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''Victor Hugo as a World-Master 

GEo. W. Woon, }R. 

HERE are certain great master spirits in literature and 
the world's history, who loom up above all other figures. 
In poetry, for instance, there are a few great poets \vho 

have made poetry \vhat it is. They not only create the stand
ard by \vhich we judge their \VOrk, but they also set the stand
ard by \vhich \Ve recognize all poetry. T a pol eon. like,vise. in 
affairs of state, \Vhen he finds that kno\vn military art \vill not 
anS\\·er his purpose, creates a science of \Varfare of his own and 
\veaves his O\vn personality throughout every fiber of the mili
tary fabric, so that \vhen the master fails, the science is no more. 
In like tnanner Dante creates a national Italian literature and 
by breaking a\vay frotn the Italian, dignifies and helps to create 
the I tal ian language. o Shakespeare has here and there 
\\~rought po\verful creations, careless manipulations as by a 
magic of art, and \Ve \vonder ho\Y he did it. Such gems shaped 
by such masters give us our standard of poetry. To defend 
them \vould be ridiculous; to analyze them \vould be anti-cli
macteric; and to praise them \Yould be superfluous. 

It is not often that we find such Titanic men as Napoleon, 
Dante and hakespeare in history. Would it not seem that 

r ature is jealous of such creators, because their work bears too 
close a resemblance to her O\vn? Thus she only gives such work
mePl ~to us \Yhen the age demandc it. Such a \vorkman \vas Vic
tor Hugo. 

To form a definite idea of the tretnendous significance of 
such a man to literature, and especially to French literature, we 
should study his life and personality. He \vas born of rugged 
French parents, poor, but rich in character and mind. At a 
very early age he developed a passion for literature and a won
derful faculty of expression, and at fourteen he is reading clas
sical Latin and uttering the VO\V about Chateaubriand, -that 
he \viii be Chateaubriand or nothing, Chateaubriand being at 
this time the model of French writers. At seventeen young 

• 
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I I ugo has chosen litera turc as a li fc-\vork, and is persuading his 
father to allo\v hin1 to pursue his literary studies; and about ten 
years later \vhen he is just past his maturity, he sends forth 
HI-I . , crnan1. 

It is not often that any man has the creative po\ver to add 
anything ne\v to literature. lie n1ay present nc\v light on old 
problems, or he may perfect hitherto imperfect standards. 13ut 
very fc\v n1en turn the tide of a literature at any tin1e of life; 
yet \Ve have in \·ictor rlugo, \Vhen he \VaS Still very younrr,-at 
an age \vhen n1ost \vriters are undergoing a painful and pov
erty-stricken novitiate- one of the tnost po,verful creators in 
French literature, and in all literature. v\1hen he finds that the 
French language and the French rules of drama \vill not pennit 
of "Hernani," he produces, \Ve n1ay \vell ay, a French dratna 
of his O\vn and a French language of his O\Vn \Yith the result 
that a new movement and a ne\v epoch springs up in French 
literature, full-grovvn, as it \vere, from one immortal's brain. 
The young Hugo goes through no novitiate. l-Ie carries by 
stonn the French Academy and at once becomes its head. J)ur
ing this period he produces tnuch of his best \vork; "The Ori
entales," "L'.:\nnee Terrible," "Ruy Bias" and many other dratnas. 
During this period also he produces much of his lyric poetry, 
\vhich though extravagant at titnes, possesses such lyrical S\veet
ness that critics like Do\vden and S\vinburne have questioned 
\vhether he is not the greatest lyric poet of all time. As he 
advances in life, his faculties becon1e keener and his creative 
po\ver increases. He has the happy faculty of being al\vays 
young. He never seen1s to have reached the summit of his crea
tive ability. Gautier has given us a vivid picture of him at this 
period. 

''To Hugo the years that bend and \veaken and wrinkle the 
genius of the masters seem but to bring fresh strength and 
energy and beauty. He ages like the lion. His bro\v, seamed 
\Yith august furrows, rises under a mane larger, thicker, more 
bristling and tnore disheveled than ever before. His nails of 
bronze haYe sprouted. His yellow eyes are like suns \\·ith cav
erns~ and \vhen he roars the other animals are silent. Or, chang
ing the comparison, one might liken him to an oak that domi
nates the fore<:>t; its enorn1ous wrinkled trunk bursting into leaf, 
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its branches n1ighty as trees. Its deep-reaching roots drink of 
the sap at the heJ.rt of the earth, its head almost touches heaven. 
In its vast foliage the stars shine at night, the birds sing at 
dav.Tn. It braves the sun, the tempest, the wind, the thunder 
and the rain. The very scars of the thunderbolt have added to 
its beauty son1ething formidable and superb." 

Unfortunately, n1any people have the idea that Victor Hugo 
never \vrote anything besides "Les Mise rables," or at least that 
this is the greatest thing he ever \vrote; vvhereas it is gener
ally conceded by critics that his greatest fatne \Vill rest upon 
his lyric poetry. Though his fiction is po,verful, as in "Les l\Iis
erables," "The l\Ian \\Tho Laughs," "The Hunchback of Notre 
Dame," ) et the greatest of these, "Les l\1iserables," is, in many 
respects, a great, Titanic epic, n1uch of its sentiment being poeti
cal, though it, of course, is \vritten in prose. 11oreover, when 
he reads Goethe's dare to the French,- that other nations 
have their national epics, but the French have not, Hugo's pride 
is stung and his an1bition awakened, \vith the result that "La 
Legende des Siecles" is given to the \vorld, \vhich is a po,verful 
epic poen1 \Yritten in lofty strain, tracing man's progress in civi
lization and his rise to\vard the ideal. 

The sa1ne pride 'vhich leads hitn to write a national epic, 
also leads him to n1aster French, to \vill into existence a new 
French, \vith the result that he does n1ore than anv other men1-.. 
ber of the French .1. \cadctny to perfect the French language. He 
hitnself recognizes this in the following off-hand conversation 
reported in a "Stud) of the Last Phase of Hugo's Genius" by 
O'Rourke: "There is only one classic- do you understand me 
v.rell?- only one, I mean 1\IYSELF. I am the man of our time 
" 'ho kno,vs French best." 

Not only is Hugo France's greatest poet and dramatist, one 
of her foremost novelists, and, as \Ve have suggested, the crea
tor of modern French ; he is also the creator of the Romantic 
movement in France. He perfects it, literally wills it into exist
ence, and in this respect all glory must be given him. True, 
before his time there had been some attempts on the part of 
French v.rriters to break away from the influence of the Middle 
Ages, attempts indeed meeting \vith promising success; but it 

I 
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\vas reserved for this great genius, at one blo\v to free his native 
country and create n1odern French. 

I-Iitherto I-I ugo has 1net \vith success, unbounded, and so far, 
free fron1 OITO\V or bitterness, but no\v con1cs the period in 
his life \vhen his soul is tried. l-Ie \Vas ahvays a courageous 
statesrnan. I-:Ie is no\v such an ardent defender of his O\vn 

moven1ent, such a po,vcrful chatnpion of detnocracy, that he 
gro\vs into disfavor \vith the French governn1ent and is ban
ished to Guernsey, \vhere he is compelled to beco1ne a silent 
and un\villing spectator of the tnoral spoliation of his country, 
and \vhere he is left to reflect on life and literature, God, Death, 
and the Future. \~'hen he cotnes back fron1 his banishtnent he 
has not lost his po\vers. l-Ie is hun1bled, but he refuses to keep 
silent. None of his enthusiasm and gigantic creative ability is 
lost, it is only directed into ne\v channels. l-Ie takes up the 
cause of the people and \Vrites \vith the fiercest satire cf J uve
nal against the loathsotne tendencies of his tin1e. I-Ie is inter
ested in all problen1s that pertain to the glory of tnankind and 
the freedon1 of France, and for the rernainder of his life his 
po\verful voice is heard and his god-like fonn is seen far above 
the others, guiding the French people and the French gov
ernment. 

Hugo's place in the \vorld's literature is still a tnatter of 
uncertainty. Critics have been, so to speak, da7ed by such a 
great lig ht. He has wrought many marvelous creations of art, 
and it \viii be many years before they \vill be judged impar
tially. He is the French Prometheus. Critics have been lavish 
in their estimation of him. Ed\Yard Do,vden calls him the great
est lyric poet of all titne. Lemaitre, an adverse critic, calls him 
"the mightiest gatherer of \vords since the \vorld began." Bal
zac calls him ((a \vhole universe." Renan reverences him as 
((our great master," and Svvinbume believes that future gen
erations \vill measure our age by the name of Hugo. 

• 
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Lover's Leap 

D B NICHOLSON' JR. 

"In their death they \vere not dtvtded" 

0 one standing in the crisp and bracing air of the early 
morning on the catnp-grounds of the Students' Mission
ary League near Asheville, North Carolina, a beautiful 

scene is presented. As the sun sends its first rays over against 
the n1ountains in the distance, the peaks shine like great grey 
sentinels standing on huge granite bases to proclaim the return 
of day to the valle} below. To the right and near at hand lies 
the upper course of the valle}, \vhile to the left and farther 
a\vay a huge rock holds the most pleasing contour of the land
scape as it rises in perfect symmetry from a \vide plateau and 
juts out over the clashing \Vaters of the rivulet \vhich drains the 
valley to the south\varcl. Fog hovers round about this promon
tory and covers it \vith a gloon1 so that, though not far a\vay, its 
outlines are barely discernible against the sky. 

A peculiar interest in this rock led the metnbers of our party 
to seek to learn if there vvere not some history connected \Vith 
it. So on our morning jaunts \Ve frequently visited it. \\Te 
explored it thoroughly, often \VOndering at its many natural 
curiosities, and sometin1es standing on the promontory and look
ing dO\\'n scores of feet belo\v at the S\virling, rushing \Vaters 
as they lashed themselves to foatn against the rocks at its base. 
()nc n1orning on one of these expeditions a native told us this 
storv about the rock : 

"' 
In the days of the early settlers there \vas an Indian chief, 

natned Pedee, \vho reigned supreme in this section. He \vas 
kno\vn far and near for his daring boldness, rugged honesty, 
and stern disposition. lie \Vas suspicious of the \vhite settlers, 
ho\vever, and no paleface ever gained his confidence. Pedee 
v.ras never kno,vn to cheat a \vhite man, and \voe to that man 
\vho did him an injustice. It \Yas said that at one time he fol
lo,ved a trader to the Pennsylvania line and slew him for cheat
ing hin1 out of one fox hide. 
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This chieftain \Yas a man of rnany noble characteristics along 
with his \Varlike disposition. He loved his hon1e and \Vas fond 
of his children, who had his fine physique and had inherited 
many of his traits. At night he \VOuld play \Vith thetn and tell 
them stories that he had heard from his father. Especially \vas 
he fond of his daughter, the baby and the only girl. ~ he gre\v 
from innocent childhood to plump rnaidenhood, the apple of her 
father's C) e. .t\ t seventeen she \vas considered the fairest In
dian princess of Carolina. \Vaquella loved her father and \Vent 
\vith him on hi s expeditions of peace; she soothed hitn \vhen he 
raged, and c;ang hitn to sleep \vith Indian lullabies \Vhen he 
grew tired. She was every\vhere fan1ous for her beauty and 
S\veet disposition. 

On,: day she \Vas \vith Pedee ( \vho hac! no\v gro,,·n old) \Vhile 
he \\'a<; exchanging goods \Yith son1e fur traders. .t\ young n1an 
of dac;hing appearance \vas struck \vith her rnanner. As the 
traders n1ovecl a\vay he lingered to get one last look at her, and 
to \\·in, perchance, a smile fron1 her enchanting eyes. nd he 
\VOn it; nor \vas it the last one, for he often can1e to her father's 
hut. 

Pedee feared to trust him and \VOttld not allo\v his daughter 
to converse vvith him. But one afternoon \\rhen he returned 
from a long hunt Pedee found hi e; beloved daughter and the 
paleface together, for they had g ro\\·n to be bold lovers no\v. 
He ordered the young man a\vay and forbade his con1ing any 
more. \Vaquella shyly denied to her father the love she kne'v 
he ~rould not countenance and soothed his anger by quickly pre
paring his m eal. \iVhen she had sung him to sleep she \vent to 
the bench on the outside of the hut \vhere her lover came 
through the darkness to her side. Thec;e meetint;s \vere fre
quent, but they \Vere careful that Pedee \vas asleep before they 
ventured. And should he chance to stir no r ed \varrior \Yas 
more sly and noiseless in his movements than this paleface in 
getting away in the darkness. 

The lovers knew that Pedee would never give his consent to 
their marriage, so they planned to elope. It had been a lovely 
spring day. All nature seemed to vie \vith all things else to make 
their \vedding day happy. But to their surprise as the darkness 
gathered the \varriors of Pedee returned frotn a struggle \Vith 
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the Y adkins in the valley beyond the Swannanoa river. Pedee 
was worn out and Waquella sang him to sleep as on other even
ings. She was waiting at the usual place when her lover came. 
They slipped away as noiselessly as possible. But Pedee awoke, 
startled from a drean1, and called his daughter. He rushed to 
his wigwam door and called again and again, but there was no 
answer save the mocking echoes of the dark silent woods. Be 
quickly perceived it all; she was gone, he knew it. 

He summoned his warriors to a hasty pursuit. With the 
savage aptitude for the trail the warriors easily followed the 
track of the fugitives in the djrection of the trading camp. The 
lovers were aroused from the love dream of their journey by the 
war whoop of their pursuers. They quickened their pace, but 
they had dallied long and their pursuers were swift of foot. 
W aquella grew tired as she clambered up the plateau. When 
they reached the top they perceived that their pursuers were 
already beginning the ascent. Onward they fled to the great 
rock rising at the other end of the plateau. Up this they scram
bled to hide themselves in some crevice until their pursuers 
should pass. But in vain; the stealthy warriors were not to be 
deluded. On they came to the rock. The lovers realized that 
they were detected; flight was impossible; resistance was useless. 
The war whoop of the angry father rang from the rock itself. 
With a deliberateness born of desperation, clasped in each other's 
arn1s they threw themselves to the chasm below. 

l'he warriors pursued no further ; but the maddened waters 
that closed over the forms of the desperate lovers have never 
ceased their fury . 

• 
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Turkeys an' Husban's 

R. c. GRESHAM. 

( ( HEERS as how yo niece over ter Leatherwood is ergo in' 
to yoke up \vith a farmer," said 1\irs . .rviinervy Grant, as 
she comfortably settled herself in a rocking chair on my 

front piazza. 

"Yes, Lucindy Sue is going to marry a nice young farmer, 
who lives over on Burton's Ridge," I replied, and then sat back 
with my ears open, for I knew I'd have no chance to open my 
mouth. 

"Well, I'm pow'rful glad ter heer ez ho\v he's nice; fer thar's 
t\vo things ye can't do ef ye aims ter live on er farm; one is ter 

• try ter raiz' turkeys an' t'other is ter marry a \vuthless man. 
I've tried bof an' I kno\vs. 

"Why, when I wuz a young gal er' switchin' 'roun, I cud er 
had th' fines' feller in these heer parte;; why I cud er had any 
feller in th' kounty, from Jim Hams Loudermilk, who wuz kur
oner, on down; but I never had no sense then, so I thro\vd 'em 
all over fer Clem Grant, who wuz erbout er pesky a criter as 
th' Almighty ever made. I tuk him fer better or fer wurse an' 
it wuz fer wurse mainly. 

"Well, we went to my Pappy's ter live, an' I hadn't bin mar
ried er mont afore I diskivered my mistake. \ i\Thy Clem 'uz so 
lazy he wu'dn't draw no water, cut nary stick uv wood, nor g rub 
in th' fiel's; an ez fer holpin' Pap 'ten' the still, he jes' wu'dn't 
do hit. He wuz jes' erbout ez onery ez er sneakin' rever'nooer, 
an' all he wuz gud fer wuz ter set aroun' Purvis' store, an' ride 
all eroun' th' kentry er swoppin' horses, an' fitin chickens. 

"Ma had alluz' tole us chillen we cu'dn't raiz' turkeys on er 
farm, but I figgered I know'd more'n she did, so I tried hit. I 
bought er settin' uv turkey eggs frum that Yankee inkubater 
man, an put 'em under a ole dominecker hen. Well, she never 
liked th' notion of settin' overtime, so she lef' her nes' when th' 
reg'lar time wuz up an' I los' that settin; an' do ye know that 
air man uv mine wuz so lazy he wu'dn't kill that ole hen? 
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"Well, nex' winter I tried hit ergin', but this time I sot er ole 
black hen whut \~uz so sot fer settin that she sot on er door 
knob fer nigh onto six week, afore we cud break her up. Well, 
she ctun off wif' 'Ieven peart er little turkeys as ever I seed, but 
they all tuck the cholery frum a sick rooster Clem 'ud got frum 
th' Lord kno\vs \vhar, an' died; an' the nex' lot, th' nex' \Vin
ter, all got wet an' died; an' then I gin up. 

"But turkeys \vuzn 't all ez wuz wurrin' me, fer Pap had died, 
an' I never had no body ter hope me 'tall. I had two chillen' 
er hangin' onto my dress an' n'other in my arms ; an I had ter 
cut my \vu'd, plo\v an' ten' th' fields, so ez ter git ernuff ter eat; 
an' run Pap's still so ez ter keep his name up, fer he cu'd make 
th' bes' likker in th' districk; while my ol' man wuz er S\voppin' 
the mules Pap had lef me fer no 'count horses. \\Thy Clem 'uz 
that pesky th' other feller 'ucl git th' best' of him every time; 
an' he \YUz so triflin' that even a drink uv corn likker \vu'dn't 
stav bv hin1 . 

.; ~ 

''Things kep' on er gittin' \vurse an' \vurse. I'd put er mer
gage on th' farn1, an t\\·o more chillen had cum-, an Clem tuck 
ter cummin' home les' an' les', fer I'd lit in onto him \vif' my 
tongue \vhenever I seed him, till finely one day he sed he \VUZ 
go in' \A! es ', an' ef he cud git shet of me fer ten year he' cl make 
five thousan' dollars. Well, I ups an' tole him ter git, that I'd 
kept hitn frum starvin' fer seven year, and now he cu'd go an' 
starve fer all I keer' d. 

''That \VUZ nigh onto t\velve year ergo, but t'other day I 
~ 

heer' cl he O\vn' d a big chickin farm in 11izouri an' \VUZ vvuth 
nigh ten thousan' dollars; so I'm ergoin' out thar purty soon, 
an' put tny fingers in sum of that money. 

"Well, I mus' be ergoin', but I jes' want ter say afore I do 
go, that I believes, ef I had er put Clem ter raisin' chickens, an' 
not bothered so much \Vif' them turkeys, we'd bof bin better off. 
Anyways, yo' tell Lucindy Sue ef she does git a sorry man, not 
ter try ter raise turkeys, fer thar's one thing sure an' sartin, she 
can't marry a wu'thless man an' raiz' turkeys bof, ef she aims 
ter live on er farm." 
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In The Editor's Chair 

The "Fine Arts" It is a very noticeable fact that in .A.merica so 
Lacking in 1. I · · · h "fi , · 1 Male Colleges ttt e attention ts gtven to t e ne artc; 1n rna e 

colleges. This is the n1ore striking \V hen we 
c0me to consider the fact that so many American colleges are 
abolishing the B. S. and Ph. B. degrees and are proposing to 
give courses leading only to the degree of Bachelor of Arts. 
Literature seems to be the only one of the "artistic studies" 
\Vhich has held its own in the curriculun1. True to its place 
among the "fine arts" literature has ever satisfied the higher 
cravings of man's nature- the desire for something more than 
mere facts and utilitarian knowledge; through its appeal to the 
imaginative, poetical faculties it has done much to satisfy the 
love for beauty and develop the appreciative senses. But yet, 
quite significant of the modern matter-of-fact spirit is the fact 
that even literature has come to be studied almost \vholly by the 

• 
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"scientific method" in many institutions and has succumbed in 
many to cold philological analysis. But other artistic studies 
have fared even \vorc,c. ~Iusic, painting, dra\ving, sculpture, 
are not recognized at all in tnany of our colleges for men, and 
in most of those colleges \Vhere opportunity is g iven for such 
training no credit is giv·en for the \vork done in the courses. 

In fact it has heretofore been considered by tnany that such 
studie<;, were merely "society fads" and un\vorthy of pursuit by 
any except won1en \Vith plenty of leisure. 

"Fine Arts" 
Given Much 
Attention in 
Female Colleges 

And indeed, the female colleges are giving 
very special attention to these subjects. :\1 usic 
and painting are among the most popular 
courses in our female colleges, and every insti-

tution for girls which aspires to get its share of students finds 
it necessary that these departments be very efficient, and spares 
neither tnoney nor pains to equip thoroughly their conservato
to ries and studios. The courses given in these branches also 
lead to degrees, and girls are taking as much interest in 5uch 
studies as in the courses in other departments. 

Should They 
Constitute a 
Part of a Man's 
Education? 

And why should not the "artistic studies" be 
given a place in the male colleges as \veil? It 
is gene rally conceded that the purpose of edu
cation is the developtnent of the indi·~·;Jual, so 

as to fit him for his greatest usefulness to society and for his 
highest h appiness in living. 'fhe n1odern educational ideal 
claims to be the all around man. T he purpose of education, 
then, should be the cleveloptnent of j udgrnent, character. and 
ta te- the intellectual, moral and emotional. Certainly no le s 
than this can fit one for complete living; to be truly happy one 
n~eds a wise and thorough training of the sen .. es as "vell as of 
the faculties. The tendency, however of modern education for 
men is decidedly along scientific lines. The result is that the 

·intellect is trained, the tr~ining of the moral aimed at; and the 
~tastes neglected. It is pretty generally conceded that athletic 
of some kind ought· to exist in every school and college so as to 
secure physical as well . as intellectual development. If ~ve are 

"to .have well rounded men we mu t have the spiritual developed 
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as \V U a th physical and int II ctual. It i hardJ~ n c ar 
to ~a~ that th J)rc nt curricula of ur coli g~ gh alrn 
attention to th a: th tic. To find proof f thi it \\Ould n I 
Jl(;Ccs ar) to go off th, can1pu of an. of our in tituti n . 1 h · 
vidcnc of it ar \vrittcn llf n \ f) building- in J nc1l 

n1a1 k UJ on th "all , hole I red in chair and b nch . ugl) 
.. ~pre sion "ritt n in public place and prop rt) g ncra11) d -

faced. T'hc boys ar not "holly t bJan1e; th ' rna) ha' e been 
told that it \\a '' rong; but th . have n ' r be n trained to 
appreciate the beaut_, they arc d facing. ne n1ight a) that 
the troub]e 1i, in the hon1e fron1 \vhich the bo, s con1e- that 

• 
they ught to be taught the e thing thcr . Put th fact i hat, 
\Vh ther they should be taught at hon1e or not. the) ar not, in 
In any case . 1\1 en \vho go to college '' ithout on1c training 
along re thetic 1ine. are not 1ike]y ev r to get it. 

J3ut it is believed by on1e that uch training i "'holly apart 
fror:n the purpo e of a n1an · education. I1e i preparing hin1 elf 
to n1akc n1one.r and uch thing have no value for thi purpo . 
But college days are not prin1ariJy for pecia] training. I'h ir 
purpose i to give a Jarge liberal education. on1eone has said 
that an educated n1an i one \vho kno\v .. on1cthing about ever)
thing and evcrythino- about son1ething. The purpo e then of 
a college education \vou1d seern to be to furni h one \vith on1e 
kno,vledgc, at least of all in1portant lines of develop•nent and 
no education i adequate \vhich does not do this. \s it is at 
present co11cae n1en "understand and enjoy the 1 liad but not 
the Parthenon· the hi tory of the dark age they kno\v in pain
ful detail, but it architecture they do not eek to understand · the 
significance of the Renai sance they kno'v in philosophy. but not 
in painting. To thern are lost therefore, son1e of the tnost sig
nificant 111anife tations of acniu of each age and race. 

In every ystern of education, then, science and art should 
appear, suppJen1entinr.r and strengthenino- each other. Both are 
needed for sytnn1etrical development and neither should be 
aJio,ved to encroach upon the other. But the fact is that only 
a srna11 percent of the educationa] institutions for Inen in 
1\ n1erica offer cour c in either the hi tory, theory or practice 
of ar ·. "The di coveries in science, their appJication to indus-
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trial arts, the accumulation of wealth- all this, great as it 
might be if employed as a means toward higher ends} has so far 
become an end in itself, madly striven for and absurdly tnagni
fied in importance," that the young college student is fortunate, 
if, \vhen he leaves the place that should have developed his 
whole nature, he does not find himself abnormally developed in 
some lines and somewhat stunted in some of those faculties 
\vhich most serve to make noble and happy lives. For \vhat
ever may be the utilitarian, tnaterial value of too practical 
courses, they do not tend ultimately to develop the spiritual 
nature. The arts of man are the creations of his spiritual pow
ers, and the means to be en1ployed in developing the spiritual. 
They give the fullest expression to a man's highest life, for in 
every age of which we have record, man's creative instinct and 
love of beauty have found expression in art. 

But even if college training were intended to be \Vholly 
practical still the "artistic studies" 'vould clain1 a place. For 
it is generally conceded that no \vorkman, ho\vever tnechanical 
n1ay be his \vork, can reach his highest efficiency in production 
unless he has some diversion and pleasure. Unless a man's 
senses are cultivated, he is not likely to enjoy pleasures of the 
nobler kind, and must therefore either enjoy \vhat is lo\v and 
coarse or deny hin1self of recreations, and \vith a brow gro\ving 
more grim each cia y, plod a \Va y at his \vork ever more me
chanically and less efficiently. Nor can it be gainsaid that men 
\vhose individuality is developed are more efficient than those 
\vho are mere machines. nd there is nothing \Yhich is so likely 
to develop individuality, personality, as art mixed \Vith science. 

Nor is the efficiency of n1an as a mere labor machine to be 
regarded as the only practical result} if \Ve count as practical 
a developed social nature, \vhich renders one useful to society. 
The larger conception of life gained by broader study has no 
doubt that socializing tendency vvhich makes men tolerant and 
liberal. None can doubt that this result has its practical value. 

And vle have only to look to find results more concrete than 
these- even material results. 11 uch has been said b) various 
societies for public improvement about the lack of beauty preva
lent in so many of our cities. This can be remedied only by 
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a cultivation of the sense of beauty atnong the citizenship, a 
thing scarcely possible except in school and coli ~ge days. 'I'hen 
n1ight art-education clairn for itself no little use fulness in secur
ing beautiful public houses, trees and parks, statutes and foun
tains, green grass; in building la\vs that are obeyed: and in 
arousino- a ctvic consciousness against vulgar adverti ing, ap
pealing to the coar!=,ec;t inc;tinct ~ and shocking the finer feelings, 
especially of womanhood. Thus it is clear that the training for 
ordinary citizenship should so cultivate the love of beauty in 
art and in nature as at least to enable one to distinguish bet\veen 
ugliness and beauty. 

T hen by all n1eans the college is the place for training in 
a r t studies. Professor Nor ton says: ".~. ow here are such study 
and kno\vledge more needed than in .A.merica, for novvhere in 
the civilized world a re the p ractical concerns of life more en
g rossing; nowhere a re the conditions of life tnore prosaic; 
no\vhere is the poetic spirit less evident and the love of beauty 
less diffused. . . . . The absence of the love of beauty is an 
indication of the lack of the h ighest intellectual quality, but it is 
also no less an indication of the lack of the highest moral d is
position." 

But then, it is said, the "age demands" that colleges should 
give the practical "courses;" and too many colleges are seeking 
to gain popularity by ca tering to the "demands" of the age, 
when, on the o ther hand the colleges should be creating the 
u demand" and directing the trend of the age. I f Emerson's 
theory be true that the business of the schola r is to think fo r 
the whole people - and if it is no t this, pray what is it?- then 
certa inly it is the schola r 's business to d irect the thought-ten
dency of the age. The question then becomes : Should the 
materialistic tendency of the present time be allowed full sway 
or should it be held in check by an intermixture of the ideal? 
And if it should be held in check, can a more effective method 
be used than that of making education less utilitarian ? 

' 

.. 
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Books and Authors 

H. M. DARGAN. 

I' he Red City. _ \ I-I istorical ~ ovel of the econd Adminis
tration of President v\'ashington. By S. v\l eir r..litchell, Au
thor of 1-Iugh \Vynne. The ('"entury Con1pany. 

Le\vis Rand. 13y l\/Iary Johnston, Author of "To I-I ave and 
to I-Iolcl," "Prisoners of 1-Iope." etc. Fioughton 11ifflin Company. 

The historical no" el is still a common product, although not 
quite so great a favorite as it \Vas t\\ o or three years ago. ~r\.t 

that tin1e there \Vas a great sale of fiction \vhich presented a 
sti rring ron1antic plot against a slightly retouched background 
of early ;\n1erican history. "Richard Carvel," "Prisoners of 
I-Iope." ''Hugh \~'ynne,'' and rnany others, achieved a huge suc
cess in their day, but have long ceased to be read. even in the 
edition of Gressett and Dunlap. 1'1 r. Churchill, realizing per
hap the \Vaning popularity of this t) pe of novel. has left the 
field of Revolutionary love and "ar for that of rnodern politics; 
but 11iss Johnston and Dr. 1I itch ell are still faithful to their 
old scenes. 

The "Red City'' is Philadelphia, the capital of the l Tnited 
States during the first fc\\ years of our national life. The hero of 
the story ic; a ) oung French cn1igre, the \ Ticotnte de Courval, 
driven \Vith his n1other to take refuge in 1\n1crica by the Revo
lution in his O\Vn country. T-Ie becotnes the clerk of I-Iugh 
\~Tvnne, and settles do,vn to an uneventful n1ercantilc career. 

"' 
Jean Carteatt"\., a Jacobin. \vho \Va " chiefly re ponsihle for the 
tnurder of de Courval's father in France. con1es to Philadelphia 
as atttache of the H.epublican en1bassy. The \ tcotnte's p'lc._ ion 
for revenge against his father's tnurderer is thereafter the chief 
intere~t of the plot,-although the usual g-irl con1cs out of the 
n1achine. 

T\VO of the characterc; in "II ugh \\,.}nne .. reappear.-Hugh 
hitn~elf. a little sobered by tnatritnony: and his gTeat-aunt Gai
nor. "ho is hardly so tnasterful and intere~ting· a fio·ure as she 
"as before. \\-ashington, Jefferson, and I-Iatnilton are an1ong 
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the nttn1erous historical personages. The yellO\\'-fever epidctnic 
of 17D3, \vhich did great dan1age at Philadelphia, is described at 
length. 1\nother fatnous incident, the supposed treachery to 
France of Ecltnund Randolph, Stcretary of tate, serves in 
rather a peculiar \vay as a turning-point in de Courval's life. 
The background of the book has plainly been very carefully con
structed. and Dr. ~fitchell has kept faithfully- perhaps too 
faithfu11v- to the facts of historv. . ~ 

There is a curious hvist in the hero's moral conduct, \vhich 
the author seen1s to con<;ider justifiable. De Courval rides after 
his cnen1y Carteaux, \vho is carrying government despatches, 
and kills hin1 in a sort of cotnplusory duel. Fie then carries the 
despatches to their destination, but O\ving to a series of tnisfor
tunes they are lost. and he is supposed to have stolen them. 
\~T ashington learns the truth of the tnattcr and declares hitnsel f 
perfectly satisfied \Vith l\'1. de Courval's honor and integrity. In 
other \YOrds, our firc;t president apparently had no objection to 
young Frcnchn1en "shooting up" their private enetnies, provided 
they did not interfere \Vith public business. This is hardly con
sistent \Vith \Vhat \YC k110\V of v\T ashington~S actions, nor even 
\Vith his character as Dr. :\Iitchell portrays it else,vhere. 

"The Red City," on the \Yhole, is not a very good novel. The 
style, though clear, is dull and lifeless, and the story is not par
ticularly ne\v nor interesting. It is one of tho<;e books \vhich the 
reader lays do\vn \Yith a feeling of indefinite dissatisfaction. 

l\1iss Johnston's "Le,Yis Rand" is also an historical novel, 
and deals \Yith a period of i\merican history sotne fifteen or t\venty 
years after that treated by Dr. 1\iitchell. Jefferson is one of the 
principal characters, and the hot political struggle bet\veen the 
Democrat-Republicans, \vhom he headed, and the Federalists, 
led by Alexander Hamilton, is closely connected with the plot. 
Le,vis Rand, the son of a Virginia tobacco planter, attracts the 
attention of Jefferson, \vho helps him to a legal education. Rand 
ric;es high in political honors, but constantly cherishes an ambi
tion for something greater than is offered him in Virginia, or 
even in the United States. It \vas the time of Napoleon, and 
Aaron Burr was hoping to imitate the French ruler's career by 
founding a barbarian empire vvest of the 11ississippi. 11iss 
Johnston's hero forms an alliance with Burr, thereby forfeiting 

• 
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the friendship of ] efferson. 1\t the collapse of Burr's treason
able schemes Rand is obliged to turn his aspirations, for a \Vhile 
at least, into nobler channels. But retribution for his patriotic 
and private sins overtakes hitn, and puts an end to his activities. 

The author has a fondness for tragedy \vhich is unusual in 
a young lady. "Le\vis Rand" is even more fatalistic than "Pris
oners of I-Iope" or "1\udrey," but the tragic elements are excel
lently handled. T'he theme is the \vorld-old one of conflict bet\veen 
the good and the evil in a tnan's nature,-bet\veen I.Je,vis Rand's 
love for friends, \vife, and country, and the selfish ambition and 
hatred \vhich finally ruin hin1. The plot advances 'veil and the 
succe~~ive ~teps of its hero s ill-fated life, notably his break \vith 
J effcrson, are treated \vith real dramatic taste and po,ver. l\liss 
] ohnston has \vritten better than ever before, and her book 
deserves the place it has taken in current literature. 

The Trail of the I~onesorne Pine. By J ohn Fox, Jr. Cha rles 
Scribner's Sons. 

'T'he schen1e of lVI r. Fox's latest \vork is the tnountains of 
I<:cntucky and \ l irginia. The chief interest is the character and 
developn1ent of June Tolliver, \vho first appears as a half-savage 
little tnountain girl, and last as a- \\·ell, as a heroine. 1\ bloocl
thir~t y feud (of the sort cultivated in out-of-the \vay places like 
l(entucky and Corsica) and the "bootn" in a coal-mining to\vn, 
are subordinate features of the plot. 

\I r. Fox has a genuine syrnpathetic understanding of the 
n1ountaineers \vhon1 he describes. In the present volun1e he has 
given us a delightful picture of the shy, eager, shre\vd little 
heroine. The first part of the novel, \vhich traces the gradual 
n1aturing of her tnind and soul1 i~ done \vith no little truth and 
skill. But in the second half, J nne's further devclopn1en t is hur
riedly and clutnsily sketched out, and he is unceretnoniously 
sho,·ed into the background to n1akc room for the Tolliver-Falin 
feud- a dull gan1c of catch-a" catch- can. The end of the story, 
thoug·h painfully like all other ends, is \veil contrived and 
executed. 

''rfhe Trail of the Loneson1e Pine" is con1pounded after the 
fonnula of "~i' be~t seller /' and is not greatly better than they 
u uallv are . ., 
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Exchanges 

C. CLEVELAND KISER. 

The Blue and Follo\ving the plan as set forth in our last issue, 
Bron ze, fhe 
Bren au Jour nal , '" e \vish to criticise the follo,ving sister college 
The A urora n1agazines : The Blue and Bron=e, Nashville, 
Tenn., Brenau Journal, Gainesville, Ga., and the January issue 
of The Aurora, 1\gnes Scott College, Decatur, 1a. (The Feb
ruary issue has not ) et reached us). 

In the first place, the literary departtnents of these nlaga
zines are entirely too n1eagre, and \ve sincerely trust that the 
editorial in The Blue and Bron=e pleading for n1ore contribu
tions \vill have the desired effect. \~Thy is such an editorial nec
essary? Is the college journal considered of such n1inor import
ance that students refuse to contribute? This seetns to be the 
case, and it is truly a regrettable ~tate of affairs. The magazine 
should be the pride and glory of every college. Surely it is as 
essential to the \Velfare of a college as anything else. Ho,vever, 
\ve do not believe that a college should attetnpt a publication 
unless it has sotnething of interest to publish; and \Vhen \Ve say 
interest, we also include something valuable in a literary sense. 
A journal loses its influence and po\ver \vhen filled \Vith unin
teresting, scrap-book material. 

Again, let us insist upon heavier articles by our sister 
exchanges. They seen1 to be afraid to tackle articles \vhich 
require original thought. The Brenau J our11al Exchange Editor 
has severely criticised The Bessie Tift Journal for not having 
"one good, solid, \\yell-balanced article, and not one original 
thought expressed in the \vhole magazine." This is a splendid 
criticisn1, and one \vhich the three magazines under considera
tion \Vould do well to think about. 

In revie\ving these journals we find this phase of literary 
\VOrk sadly neglected, especially in the case of The Blue and 
Brou:;e. Onlv one short criticism is n1acle, entitled "The 

~ 

Cuckoo," \Vherein the author merely touches upon vVordS\VOrth's 
((Cuckoo" and Shelley's ((Skylark." The article could \veil have • 
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been enlarged upon. And we cannot see where the Brenau 
I ournal has done much better. The article entitled "The Stephen 
Hirard School" is interesting from beginning to end, but hardly 
for its originality, though the author has shown some originality 
in the selection of her material from outside sources. The article 
is in itself good, but we need more articles which require digging 
out and individual opinion. Now, taking everything into con
sideration, we believe the article in The Aurora entitled aSava
narola: Prophet and Reformer" surpasses those of the other two 
magazines. We do not say this because it covers several pages, 
but because it contains thought, and the thought is clearly 
expressed. The author states that "there is always something 
of grandeur in failure, if only the effort has been nobly made 
and defeat comes inevitably." While this may seem to be an
cient philosophy, the author makes it very effective in discussing 
Savanarola. 

Although the essays are not as good as those in many of our 
other exchanges, we must admit that the fiction is exceptionally 
good. We are pleased to note an almost total absence of senti
mental prose lyrics. We congratulate these magazines upon the 
vvay in vvhich they have handled the short story. Not only have 
good plots been chosen, but the authors have artistically framed 
them. I-Iow is this for an introductory paragraph to a story: 

"It was a cold, bleak evening in December, and the north 
wind whistled so shrilly that men thrust their hands deep in their 
pockets and snuggled down into their overcoat collars, while 
\VOmen bent their heads to the strong current and drew their 
muffs up to their breasts. Little newsboys stood in doorways 
shivering with the cold, their papers tucked under their arms, 
and only occasionally calling out through their chattering teeth, 
'H'yar yer even in' papers.' Notwithstanding the biting air, holi
day shoppers were out in throngs and the streets were lined with 
waiting carriages and their muffled drivers. The shops were 
bright vvith Christmas trimmings, and the large, attractive dis
plays of toys were enough to make the heart of any child bound 
with delight." 

Not only is this a good piece of description, but in it we find 
the setting of the story. This is the opening paragraph of "The 

• 
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Lost Picture ' in The Blue and Bronze. T'lze Brenau Journal 
gi\ c~ only one story \Vhich is entitled "?' T'he story is just as 
n1uch a question as the title.. v\T C j ttdge, hO\VCver, that the au
thor intended the title to convey the idea of ('The Eternal Que -
tion '' for the story begins thus: ''\iVon1en !" snorted Texas, 
"\:\

7otnen! 1\in't they the devil!'' v\T e turn to Tlze Aurora for 
the best story, as \Ve have found in it also the best essay. . . 
''ivlartha's Experin1cnt" deserves special n1et1tion, particularly 
for its hutnor; but taking everything into consideration, "\i\Tas 
It a Dreatn" takec; the blue ribbon, not only for its plot, but also 
for its art. Evidently the author has been reading Poe. The 
Story is sirnilar to f->oe, but \\'e notice that the author refrained 
fron1 giving uc; too tnuch of the horrible. The style and setting 
are excellent. r\nd \Vhat is more Poe-esque than the follo,ving: 
"I turned and through the \vall behind a hundred tongues of 
ftan1e crept rapidly, stretching out their long fingers to\vard me. 
There can1e to tTI) ears a tremendouc; creaking and tearing and 
\\·renching of titnbers, and the burning \vall tren1bled before my 
eyes. as the falling roof crashed against it." 

As stated in the beginning, the literary departtnents of these 
magazines are meagre, and we suggec;t that the editors push the 
contribution box n1ore. 

The Blue and v\Te have before us The Blue and I~Vhite, Sacred White, The 
Redwood, The Heart College, San Francisco~ The RC'dwood, 
Furman Echo Santa Clara College, Santa Clara, California; 
and The Fur11zan Eclzo, Furman University. Greenville, South 
Carolina. 

As in the case of The Blue and Bronze tnentioned above \Ve 
find an editorial in The Redwood pleading for more contribu
tions, especially from Juniors and Seniors; neverthelesc; Tlze 
Redwood contains some good stuff. It not only hac; an attractive 
cover, but the n1aterial between the covers is good and interest
ing, although not as good as some of the other exchanges re
ceived from the Pacific coast. The Blue and T¥hite, \vhich hails 
from that section, is not fa r behind it. \Ve must admit that 
The Fur11zan Echo, which comes from the Palmetto State, has a 
higher tone all the way through than either of the other t\vo 

' 
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magazines. The two essays, "The Problem of the South" and 
"The Probability of National Deterioration," contain splendid 
thought, but as pieces of literature, they fall short of ou r con
ception of well-written articles. The latter is too logically writ
ten, that is it is rather in the form of a debate than of a piece of 
literature- and certainly there is a distinction. 

The article in The Redwood on "Chaucer's Lesser Works" 
is lengthy, and the author has gone into detail, but we fail to find 
many original opinions given of the works of this great English 
writer. Indeed the author had a large and difficult subject to 
handle, and he has given us a good historical sketch of the g reat 
literary genius, together with a synopsis of each work; but in 
reading an article of this kind \Ve expect more personality. The 
article is interesting merely for its historical n1erit~, and \vhen vve 
search it for the \vriter's opinion of Chaucer's lesser \vorks, there 
is very little to be found. Ever) one ought to have a conception 
of what a good piece of literature should be, and \Ve endeavor to 
pick out the good as \veil as the bad. We do not claim to be 
right every time, and if, at any time, our exchanges take issue 
\vith us, \Ve ask them, if they see fit, to state their points of 
difference. 

The stories in The Redwood are interesting from the fact 
that the plots are ne\v. It is a bore to read stories in some col
lege n1agazines, because the plots are so \VOrn. Of course, a 
worn plot is made interesting sometimes by the \Nay in \vhich 
the author handles it, but this is a rare instance. V\T e are glad 
to note that The Red1.c ood hac; given us ne\v plots "As Told 
b, the Boats\vain" is exceptionall; good. In it \Ve catch the 
rnoral \vithout having it tacked on at the end. The author keeps 
the attention from the beginning, \V hich is so essential to a good 
stor\. In ''The Guardian .L\n~·el" and "Jack Davis" the authors 
keep us \vaiting to the ver) end, but upon re-reading the stories 
\ VC see all the \vay through that the authors have kept the denoue
tnent before them. They hint at the end, yet \Ve are kept guess
ing, and this is a decidedly important feature in the art of story
telling. 

In Tlze Blue aJZd l~Vhite \Ve find t\VO good article entitled 
"The hort Storr and the l\1aster" and "Lincoln-Rail Splitter, 
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President and 11 an. In the first the author ho\vs a thorough 
appreciation of Edgar ;\llan Poe. The latter articJc is Jacking 
in individuality-but \VC feel that \Ve have already d\velt too long 
on this subject. 

In ranking these three magazines \Ve \VOttld say that The Echo 
comes first, 1 .. /ze Red1oood second, and The Blue and 1~f1h£te third. 

\Ve beg to ackno\vledg-e receipt of the follo,ving: l·f' ·inth1·op 
Journal, 11' alle T;orest Student, The Collegt·an, lflt"ff£a11t and 
Mary} Har-uard A1onthly. Ba;rlor Liter;ary, 1-Ii.e:lz Sclzool Student, 
Uni'versif'j' of J?irginia J11agazine} Cosnzos Rrunon1a11, Davison 
College} The Geor~crian, Tlze College Reflector, A1 orning Star, 
The Vassar A~fiscellan)'1 ll1 cjvf aster Universit:y ll1 onth!J', The 
Concept, The Acorn, '/tVofford Journal, Tlze Journal} Blue and 
Bronze} Brena1t Journal, Tr£nity .4rclzive, The Student, The 
Weekl'j' Spectrunz, Universit'y Life, The Ottazua Canzpus, Tlze 
Pica'jrzt.ne, The l,Vesle;ran) The Fzcrnzan Echo, Tlze Redwood, 
The Aurora} The Blue and T¥hite_, The Angelus, Orange and 
Blue, The Criterion. 

FLUNK, FLlrNK, FLUNK. 

(vVith apologies to Tennyson.) 

HAZEL 1\IuLLINS 

Flunk, flunk, flunk, 
On Physics! Illustrious class! 
Don't you \vish that you could utter 
Enough to make you pass? 

Oh ! \VOe to those tear-stained faces 
Of those poor unfortunate girls
They didn't intend to flunk, 
They wouldn't have done it for \vorlds. 

But when those stately questions 
Were placed upon the board 
All the kno\v ledge left them 
Which in their heads they had stored. 

Flunk, flunk, flunk, 
Oh, Juniors ! \ve sing of thee; 
For the thoughts that you should have thought 
Did never arise in ye. -The Criterion. 

• 
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(Apologies to Tennyson.) 

E. P. 

At eight, and breakfast bell, 
And one loud call for me-
And, may I be there just in time, 
For the letter I long to see. 

At ten, and English class, 
An a\vful call for mP-e-
Oh, if I get out with my life
But no such luck I see. 

'Leven, and time for math, 
And "Go to the board" for me; 

327 

Oh, if I ever get thro' this horrid stuff, 
Ho\v thankful I \vill be. 

Five-minute, and 1 uncheon bell, 
A hungry call for me-
And, may there be no salmon salad, 
For \vhat there ought to be. 

Do\vn to\vn, and five-minutes of
A mile-long call for me; 
With red-hot haste I hurry back
Dining-room locked I see. 

'Leven p. tn., and suddenly 
One loud "shoo" for me; 
Oh, will I never get to the place, 
Where they'll not "shoo" eternally? 

Exams-then Commencement Day
And "home" is the call for me ; 
And may all classes, bells and "shoos" 
Be drowned in the botton1 of the sea ! 

-The Concept. 
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Athletics 

E o \VARD }ELKS, Editor. 

BASKET-BALL 

The 190 -09 basket-ball season closed \vith the garne \vith 
Auburn, F ebruary 27. T aking a11 things into cons ideration this 
was far fron1 being an unsuccess ful season. v\' e did not \vin 
mo<;t o f our gan1es, not even half o f thetn, but think o f the situa
tion. \Ve haven't had a tea1n before in t\VO years; and this 
year \ve met the best and oldest tean1s of the state, and all our 
games \vere played a\vay from horne except t\\'0. Every lover 
of athletics knO\VS that these three things are the rnost in1portant 
in determining in \vhich direction victory \Viii fall , and they 
\Vere all three ag ainst us this year. This vie\v thro\vs a differ
ent light upon the subject, doesn't it ? 

University of 
Georgia 62, 
Mercer 20 

1 Tercer met the U nivers ity of Ieorg ia in bas
ket-ball on the thirteenth o f F ebruary. There 
ahvays precedes a contest o f any kind bet\veen 

these t\vo schools the strongest feeling of \vholesome ferocity, 
and on occasions this gro,vs stronger and stronger until at the 
close of the game '"hen it bursts forth into rather uncouth pro
ceedings. This, however, is only the occasional. The game on 
the thirteenth \Vas fought hard from the beginning to the last 
minute of play. The University outplayed us and de feat \vas 
the dose administered- a dose \Ve took reluctantly it is true, 
but \vith the "ease and grace characteristic of genuine sports-
men." 

The line-ups \Vere: 
Mercer. 

U. of Ga. 
Le,vis, Belcher Scoggin ...................................................... F. ···················-················· 

Granade ··-······················-·········· .. ·············· F. ········-···········-···-·······--·······-·-···... Derrick 
Moore .. ·················································--... C. ·······················-···-················-···· .. ·- Pea cock 
Poole, Sparks ·············-··············-··········· G. ··-·················-···-····-·········-·--·-····- Griffith 
Tappan -······-···············-···················-······-· G. ·························-·-········· Von Sprecken 

.. 
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The basket-ball team left Friday, the twenty
sixth, for its second trip. Probably you know 
that the first trip \vas to Atlanta several weeks 

ago for games with Tech and the Atlanta Athletic Club. We 
know, however, that our team went to Columbus and Auburn, 
for the players came back so full of the trip that one man could 
hardly wait for his time in the conversation. No one vvanted to 
keep this trip a secret, every one wanted to tell about it. 

They bring back the pleasing report, that everywhere royal 
treatment was accorded them. The people of Columbus and Au
burn "tried themselves." At Columbus, after the gatne a recep
tion was held in honor of the visitors. At Auburn the boys were 
even more hearty in their \velcomings. After the game they took 
each man of the 11ercer team aside, and ushered him to a room, 
at the same time extending a cordial invitation after this manner, 
"You see this room and all therein, they are yours as long as you 
will stay over here." It was all done with such a genuine college 
spirit that only about half of the team returned at the time that 
had been planned. 

The first game of the trip was with the Colum
bus Y. l\1. C. l\. This team closed with the 

Mercer vs. 
Columbus 
Y. M. C. A. startling record of only three defeats for the 
\vhole season and no defeats on its own court. They "put it all 
over us" vvith a score of 48 to 18, but it was done so pleasantly, 
after the tnanner of true sportsmen, that our men appear to be 
as well satisfied as if they had been the victors themselves. We 
n1acle a good showing . Even the Columbus press says of us, 
"The basket-ball team from l\fercer U niversity is composed of 
husky looking fellows and they went into the game last night 
\vith the same spirit and determination as if they were stacking 
hay, and the field goals that they made were won by ·sheer 
strength and awkvvardness' as the saying goes." 

The line-ups were: 
Atf ercer. ColtHnbtt.s Y. M. C. A. 
Granade ......................................................... F. ....................................................... .... P eddy 
Melton, Scoggin ................................. F. ...................................................... N e\vman 
Moore ......................................................... C . ......................................................... Massey 
Poole ............. _.................................................... G. ································-·························- Dozier 
Sparks ............................................................ G . ............................................................... Pease 
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fer er vs . 
Auburn 

TiiE 1ERCERIA 

1 he ccond gar11e of th tri1 \\a pia. d \vith 
\ uburn. 1 • O\v, for on1 r a on or th r. th 

pap r Jnad no n1ention of thi an1c, J rol al 1) 
becau c w wer def at d. 'ou hav n game in \\ hich th 
pia~ r on one ide seemed o fatigu d that th charil.) in } ur 
natur urged you to ccurc irmncdiat I) for ach a cool, im•iting 
1 t wher he might retreat to rc t from th tr nuou game. 1 

am told that our men "were a lc p ' that it looked a if th ) 
"ju t couldn't wake up. · Thi was no doubt du to th fact that 
they got only thre or four hour. of le p the night bcfor . \ t 
any rate one of our boy told n1c that it \\'a not out id the realrn 
of the u ual to ee a l\ crcer man standing li tic ly on th field 
::razing out into space a. if interested in something miles and miles 
a\Va). ot a ingle player eJ"]) cted an) thing other than the 
fatal score. In the fir·st half the game tood \ uburn 23, rc r 
4. The gan1e ended \vith a core of 41 to l 3. 

l'he 1ine-ups ,,·ere: 
A1 e1#cer. 

Granade .. . •• ............. 

i elton. coggi n .... ·-·-···· ............... F. ····--··-···-·-···--·-··--·· --·····~·-·· 
F . . 

Auburn. 
~C---·-· Gordy 

• 

Jone 
1 o ore -····-······--··-····-··-·-···-····--··- C. .. ···- . ·-······~·-···--·····-··--····-···-·· 

P oo 1 c ····-·-···-·····-····-······-··-·--···-----· ...... G. ··-··-······ . ··- -··········-····· 
L.ock 

Sparks ············-···-·····-······-··-·-···--·········· G. . ......... ···--
... Parker 
.. Radkin . - ... 

BA EBALL 

II hand can now turn to ba cball in dead came t to make 
this the best baseball season in the hi tory of our chool. Since 

• 

the other forms of athletic have had their dav there is now .. 
nothino- besides ba eball to make demand on cnergic e.·ccpt-
wcll, a little studying now and then. ' ·e must not for once get 
ide-tracked. n the other hand we must ever keep in our minds 

the succcs to which we are moving and every man mu t pull 
with unusual pertinacity until the game that shall close our 
season. 

The Second 
Team 

o one thino- ha n1ore to do \Vith 1naking a 
\vinning varsity than a good econd tean1. It i 
even a neces ity. r\ tearn can not be rnade \\'ith

out the vigorous, per i tent aid of the " crub ." It i o natural 
for us to overlook the mi sion of the "scrub ." 'Vc are prone 
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to see good only in those things which our mortal minds and 
hearts have singled out as the things that approach nearest to 
perfection and which \ve have named so beautifully our ideals. 
Their excellence bedims the good qualities of what we have tabu
lated as the lesser beings. Could these great ones exist \vihout 
their lesser companions? Could \Ve get along \vithout the 
"scrubs?" A truth is applicable to every phase of life, to base
ball as well as to philosophy. Suppose there \vere no "scrubs;" 
we should be unconscious of the presence of the really brilliant. 
The poet expresses this idea so beautifully in the lines: 

"Were there no night, we could not read the stars, 
The heavens \\ ould turn tnto a bltnding glare." 

Yes, we need the second team to make our first tean1 a success. 
This year J\1r. Dukes is la) ing n1ore stress on the second tean1 

than has been the custon1 of the rnanagers in the past, and to this 
end he is considering numerous plane; for making the \vork pleas
anter for those \vho pla; on the second team. He is arranging 
trips to the different schools of the state and expects to secure 
for the second tean1 son1e gan1es \vhile the 'varsity is on "the 
trip." 

And then there is another feature of this "scrub" business 
that I was about to forget. Little as he may realize it, there is 
a future for a "scrub." IIc tnay not be broad-visioned enough to 
see it, but that is not proof that a brilliant future does not exist. 
We are all familiar '' ith ho\v tnen have risen from the little boot
black to the millionaire, from the poor country school teacher to 
the position of political leadership, from the dull, ordinary lad to 
the chieftain at \vhose "orcl thousands move. In the fare of this 
who can convince you that it is itnpossible for a "scrub" some 
clay to leave behind him the old plaine; of the past, and to scram
ble \vith exultation to the ethereal heights and be numbered 
among the stars? 
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On the Campus 

ULY 0. THOMPSON, Editor. 

'rhe officers and n1en1bers of the · 1ercer Y. ~1. C. . are 
tnaking a specia l effort to raise an extra budget of about $2o0.00 
to be used in repairing the t\ ssociation building in purchasing 
book for the reading roo1n, in securing out-of-to\vn speakers, 
and in adding to the ; \ shcvillc Con fercnce I .. und. The student 
body and faculty, as \vell as the business 1nen of the city, \vill be 
gtven arnple opportunity to sub~cribe to this fund. In addition, 

~ the Y. l'vi. C. 1\. proposes to give an cntcrtaintnent at the chapel 
building sotne titne during the next n1onth. 1\ hustling con1Jnit
tee has been appointed and \vhen you see the announcetnent, don't 
fail to con1e out. 

Dr. E. ·~:{. :\I ullins, president of the Theological ~ etninary 
• 

Louisville, Kentucky, preached at the First 13aptist church Sun-
day, February 28. I·Ie \vas out \vith us at chapel next morning 
and during his t\venty n1inutes talk gave us son1e hints that are 
calculated to n1ake a fello,v get busy. Georgia Baptists arc espec
ially proud of the eminary this year since they have a larger 
number of ~tudents there than anv other state in the South. 

"' 

Profe~sor l\~I urra) : "Mr. Duncan, ho,v do you translate 
baiser?u 

Duncan: "It means to fondle, to--" 
Professor Ivi urray: (tl\ o, it means to kiss. You've seen these 

confections, marked baiser- \Ve call them French kisc;es- you 
can get them at 1\Ierkel's." 

Duncan: a Also at the Woman's Exchange, can't you, pro
fessor?" 

The Phi Deltas and Ciceronians have at last got do,yn to 
business and their clashing of S\vords at commencement is a sure 
thing. The subject for discussion is a live one and it \vill attract 
much interest. It is stated thus: "Resolved, that the breaking 

, 
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of the political solidarity of the South is to the best interest of 
the republic." J. C. Estes and C. E. Clement, for the Phi Del
tas, \vill represent the affirmative, while George Wood and Paul 
M. Cousins, for the Ciceronians, will represent the negative. 
There is likely to be considerable friction if not combustion, for 
the Phi Deltas can not afford to lose, nor can the Ciceronians 
afford not to win. 

Professor Westbrook: "~1r. Winburn, don't you think it's 
rather risky to hide your books under the stairs that way?" 

Winburn: "Why-er, Professor, I didn't think you sa\v me." 

The Phi Delta Society and other guests of the Ciceronians 
were delightfully entertained at the moot court exercises given 
in the new Ciceronian hall on the evening of February 26. The 
case \vas a rather intricate one and the counsel for both sides 
vvere continually clashing. The suit for $10,000:DO damages was 
brought by Miss Arabella Smith vs. Clem Powers, for breach of 
promise of marriage, and the beautiful young lady showed unmis
takable signs of the sleepless nights and days of anguish which 
she had spent,-all for the love of hin1 whose refusal to marry 
was- the most distinct compliment he could have paid her. 
Colonels Parker and Capers represented the plaintiff while 
Colonels Clark and Copeland \vere for the defense. The argu
ments on both sides were thoroughly exhausted (so was the au
dience) and after the able charge of Judge G. Paul Whatley, the 
jury retired and in a few minutes returned a verdict in favor of 
the plaintiff. There was considerable demonstration in the court 
room and it took much persuasion by the bailiff to prevent the 
ladies from seizing Miss Smith in a warm embrace. Women 
are so sentimental! 

The Tattnall Square B. Y. P. U. always does things up right, 
and especially when it comes to the social features. And it will 
be a long time before many of us forget that reception on the 
night of the 5th instant. The delightful program rendered at the 
church consisted of a violin solo by 11r. Walker, a voice solo by 
Mr. Coleman, a piano duet by Mrs. Shelverton and Miss John-

• 
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son, and, last but by no means least, the recitations given by 
Misses Taylor and l\1 cManus. \ fter all this wa over the party 
went over to the Students' I-Iall and there, in the Jarge dining 
hall departrnent, ind ulgcd in several in tcrcsting gan1cs. ; \ t the 
highest point of their hilarity the lights \Vere suddenly turned off 
and such a scarnpcring you never did sec ! T'hough strange to 
say, \ve boys,-preachers and all-kept our places, and \Vhen the 
lights came back on we were ready fo r the candy pulling. \Nell, 
yes, \\

7

C did get stuck up but that candy you rcn1ernber- it 
\vouldn't pull, and 'pon n1y \VOrd, \ve 've had syrup pice; for a solid 
week. Oh, \Ve are crazy for another reception- but-but let's 
not pull candy! 

Professor and :rvrrs. E . T. Hohnec; attended the annual con
vention of the Clac;sica1 Association, for the !'diddle v\7 ec;t and 
South, \vhich recently convened at ~ e\v Orleans. The conven
tion was largely attended and the association has a membership 
at present of seventeen hundred, \vhich 1narks a rapid increase 
for the past fe\v years. Some of the principal features of the 
convention were the paper on l(Ccesar's F ortifications on the 
Rhone," read by Professor Holmes and the address delivered by 
Dean \\r ec;t, of P rinceton. The purpose of the association is to 
promote the interest in classical studies in the sections repre
sented, and in order to better accomplish this the association is 
no\v publishing the Journal and Classical Philolog:y. Tulane 
University emphac;ized the social feature<;, and to this Professor 
Holmes sayc; he did not object as an additional itetn. Ne\v Or
leans kno\vs j uc; t ho\v to take care of a convention and all the 
delegates were given a trip through the French Quarter, over 
the • Tew Orlean<; harbor and thence to the battle ground where 
"Old Hickory'' made him~elf famous in that most magnificent 
defense against the "Red Coats." The delegates \vere also enter
tained by the Round Table Club, where a menu after distinctly 
classical tastes was served. All the delegates reached the city 
Sunday so as to be on hand to witness the Mardi Gras festivities 
during l\1onday and Tuesday. The meeting \vas pronounced the 
most succec;sful one yet held, and it no\v remains to see \Yhat 
Chicago will do towards making it such a success during the 
Easter holidays of 1910. 

• 

.. 
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Both Professor and Mrs. Holmes report a delightful time, 
and the association can count on Mercer having a representative 
at every convention. 

But speaking of receptions-well, you'll have to ask Hunter, 
or Holliman or Lancaster or-or-or Dr. Harrison about the one 
at Bessie Tift. About seventy-five fellows from Mercer \vent 
over and some became so intoxicated, or infatuated, or elated, 
that they didn't get back till the next day. Those Bessie Tift 
girls-bless my life, if they are not simply it! The spacious din
ing apartment of the Bessie Tift Hall was beautifully decorated 
with white lilies and this effect was observed even in the refresh
Inents which were so deftly served by hands, fairer than which 
even angels have never conceived. And as the melody of the 
band mingled \vith the fragrance of the lilies we g lided hither 
and thither 'vith our lady loves ( ?) and wished that it might last 
forever. But alas! the time had to come, and as Professor Jack
son bo,ved the last t\VO of us to the steps, just as the clock struck 
twelve, he gave a sigh of relief, \vhich would lead us to despair 
of another reception but for the fact that these very t\vo fello\vs 
\vill probably not be here next year. 

The Mercer football men have finally got together and with 
Tom Farmer as captain v.re are sure of a hustling team. After 
all, it was not so much of a non and frat issue as some of our 
JV1acon editors so kno\vingly termed it. It \vas but an honest 
effort on our part to get the right man in the place. As it stood 
neither Pool nor Binion could have secured the support of the 
team, but the friends of both \vill stand up to Farmer, -vvho has 
played as consistent ball as any man \vho ever \vent out with the 
Mercer eleven. With Scoggin, Pool and Binion in the line up 
next year we will make it interesting even for "Vandy." No, 
Mr. Editor of the News, the objection we raised to Binion was 
not that he was a frat, but that, by his election, a man who had 
played just as consistent ball and who had but this one chance at 
the captaincy had been mistreated. That's all, sir . 
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By the Way 

\Vhen grandma danced the minuet 
Some sixty years ago, 

The stately couples often met 
Beneath the mistletoe. 

1~o waltzes now the customs veer, 
But l\label's foxy beau 

That damsel doth contrive to steer 
Beneath the mistletoe. 

The dances change, but not the game, 
As close observers know; 

For mortals act about the same 
Beneath the mistletoe 

DON'T LET 
THIS PASS YOU 

so_c~;~!~e 
line of swell suits for 
young men. They are 
Chicago born and college 

-Louzsvzlle C ourier-1 ournal. 

- :te•~-

bred. Every suit distinctive and different. There's n go n 
in every curve and crease and a college yell in every pocket 
n Ask the man" 

Priced $15 To $35 
10% DISCOUNT ON SUITS TO MERCER STUDENTS 

I 
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LoNG SuFFERING BILL. 

A correspondent sends the following to a remote rural organ of the 
people: 

"Our esteemed fellow citizen, Mr. William M. Puckleton, has had 
several ne\v 'No Trespassing' signs erected on his place. We have had 
the pleasure of perustng the one facing the Hedgeville ptke. It reads: 

"N otis-Trespassers will be persekuted to the full exten of 2 mean 
mungrel dogs wich ain't never been overly soshibil with strangers and 1 
dubbel barl shotgun whtch atn't loaded wtth no sofy pillers dam tf I 
atn't gebn ttred of this helraisin on my property Yurs respecful, 

-Current Ltterature. "BILL PUCKLETON" 

The l\1atd · "Do you believe tt's unlucky to get marned on a Friday?" 
The Abominable Bachelor: "Certainly. Why should Friday be an 

exception?" 

A. bel~s har111 acy 
"BILL,, ABEL, '07, PROPRIETOR 

.Anythix1g i11 tl1.e )rug Line 
PHONE 646 BICYCLE DELIVERY 

MERCER PRESSING CLUB 

CLEANING, MENDING 
DYEING & PRESSING 

ALSO CLEANING AND SHAPING HATS 

ALL ON SHORT NOTICE 

J. L. CLAXTON, Mgr. 
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TESTING Hrs FoRTUNE. 

"Tommy," asked the visttor, "what are you going to be when you 
grow to be a man ?" 

"I'm going to be an arctic explorer," responded the bright little boy, 
"and now w11l you gtve me a quarter?" 

"Gracious, Tommy. What do you want with a quarter?" 
"I want to get five ice cream sodas and find out how much cold I can 

stand."-Chicago News. 

IN THE DRUG STORE. 

Urchin : "Five cents worth of castor oil, please. And say, don't give 
me too much, 'cos it's me wots got to drink it."-Ex. 

No DouBT oF IT. 

Teacher: "Now, Johnny, \\hat \vas \Vashington's farewell address?" 
J ohnny: "Heaven."-New York Su1l. 

H.~ . Lamar & Co. 
~§DRUGGISTS~§ 

TEL EPHONE 1000 
512 CB ERRY STREET 
Two doors from 4th Nat. Bank 

MACON, GA . 

·-•1 .. . , ... . ~.· · '....!i,•' •• •••••• ·~ • , • • •••• ., . _ •• •• , . ,_ •• .,.,. • 

EXTREME COLLEGE 
STYLES A SPECIALTY 

. . . . . . . . . . ' . . . . ... . ' , 

SIG B.ROSER THE TAILOR 
568 MULBERRY ST. 
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"Yes," said Mrs. N exdore, 11my daughter is very persevering in her 
piano playing. Do you notice that she's improving?" 

"No," replied Mrs. Peppery, "and I also notice that my husband's 
temper isn't." 

RUDYARD KIPLING's BREAK. 

uRudyard Kipling, when he dined with me," said a literary Chica
goan, "told me about Simla. 

"It seems that Simla is up in the mountains-the hills, as they say 
in India-and the ladies go there in the hot weather to escape the heat 
of the low country. 

uwell, Kipling said that one lovely, cool morning at Simla he was 
presented to a 'grass widow.' They call those ladies 'grass wido\vs' 
whose husbands are detained by work in the hot cities of the plains. 

"She was awfully pretty and charming, and as they talked together 
in the pleasant coolness, Kipling said: 

" 'I suppose you can't help thinking of your poor husband grilling 
down below ?' 

"The lady gave him a strange look, and he learned after\vard that she 
was a real widow."-New York Tim,es. 

Regal Shoes are designed just 
far enough in advance of each 
season to be right in every detail 
of style. 

That's why yon are certain to 
get THIS season's styles when you 
buy Regals, and NOT last year's 
styles. 

There's an exact and comfort
able fit for every foot in Regal 

Shoes. Quarter-sizes make you sure of getting 
it, and you'll find in our large and varied stock 
of Regals, models suitable for every occasion 

PARKS ~ EVERETT 
458 Third Street MACON, GA. 
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TABLE OF VALUE. 

"Now, children," commanded the auste re instructor in advanced arith-
metic, "you will recite in unison the table of values" 

Thereupon the puptls r epeated in chorus: 
"Ten mills make a trust. 
"Ten trusts make a combine. 
"Ten combines make a merger. 
"Ten mergers make a magnate. 
"One magnate makes the tnoney."-N e1.u York Tin~es. 

TAILORING PHOTOGRAPHY. 

"Shall I touch out the wrinkles in your face ?" asked the photographer. 
"By all means," anS\\ ered the elderly beau. "And also those, if there 

be any, in my trousers "-Louisvile Courier-Journal. 

UNIVERSAL 
NIV£RSITY 
TIUT1ES 

SEND YOUR MAIL ORDERS TO 

THE "COLLEGE CO-OP" CO. UniVERSAL 
MIV ERSilY 
TILIT-IES 

~ 

College Departmen t Stores 

(INCORPORATED) 

ATLANTA I. OXFORD, GA. $20;000.00 paid in Capital Stock 
Felt Pennants and felt goods desianed and manufaetured; Southern Agent A. G1 Spalding & Bros .• sporting a-rods; Amateur Developing and Finishina' Pictwes and Frame&~ 

Send your order s to The College '" CX>-OP '' Co., the exclusive college mre. 97 Peach.trett 
Street. Atlanta, Ga.. SHELLEY IVEY, PRo-Paan~. 

The Well= 
Dressed Man 
who wants something dif
ferent in a shoe who 
wants solid comfort who 
wants to be pleased, not 
for ·an hour or a day, but 
for every shoe - wearing 
minute throughou t the 
year, should KNOW the 
WALK-OVER SHOE. 

The Sign of Satisfaction 

THE W ALK-OV.ER MAN 

CLISBY, in Macon 
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AMERICANS AT OXFORD. 

To the Editor of The Nation: 
Sir: To \vhat you said in your issue of July 23 in regard to the late 

Louis Dyer, I would add a word. 
From the first day he came to Oxford in 1875, he showed an extraordi

nary power of sympathy with all sorts and conditions of men, which 
, 

soon made him the most conspicuous and certainly the most popular figure 
in the college. He was the first of a long series of such young Ameri
cans. Their vitality, their intellectual curiosity, their tolerance, their free
dom from British conventionality, ehclustveness, and shyness, the very 
novelty of their mode of speech and their mental outlook, all contributed 
to make each of them a point of union for different "sets" and an invalua
ble eleemnt of friendliness and public spirit in a college. They brought 
a breath of freer atr with them, and they were generously ready to allow 
that they, too, gained something. The great success of the Rhodes scheme 
as an Anglo-Amercan experiment, owes not a little to these pioneers . 

A wtdo\ver who \vas married recently for the thtrd time, and whose 
bride had been married once before herself) \vrote across the bottom of 
the "vedd1ng invitations: "Be sure to come; this is no amateur perform
ance."-A tchison Globe. 

ARTLESS, INDEED. 

uis your husband a homebody?" 
uoh, yes," answered the guileless wife. ((He is never away at night 

unless he is detained at the office." 

o ege 

osters 

Pictures • Pennants 
The COLLEGE BOYS' BOOK STORE 

Foot Ball and Tennis Supplies 

Special Line Books, 39c, •9c and 59c 

A Zways Something New & Attractive in Pictures 

McEvoy's 572 CHERRY ST. 

S t I d E I If your eyes need help. pee aC eS aD yeg asseS. see Spratling. He wil' 
make careful examination for glas!es and guarantee satisfaction. 
If your eyes need treatment, he will refer you to an Oculist. 

J. H. SPRATLING, OPTICIAN 
COR. cmm.RY ST. AND COTI'ON AVE. 
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A SYM POSIUM . 

SHAKESPEARE ON WoMAN 

She is mine own; 
And I as rich in having such a jewel 
As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl, 
The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 

A W OM AN TO HER HAN D MIRROR. 

Am !,-tell me,-am I fat r ? 
Youth were \\tOnt in other days 
These eyes, these lips, this bro\v to praise, 

And all this \vealth of golden hai r, 
Yet now-ah, tel me, am I fair ? 

\ - H arold S. Syntmes 

T urn fai lu re into victory, 
D on' t let your courage fade; 

And if you get a lemon, 
· J ust tnake the lemonade. 

-Trib1tne Hustler. 

WORK CALLED FOR Af~lD DELIVERED 
Punctures Repaired Without Charge 
for 30 Days in AU Tires Sold by 

• 
RACYCLE, READING, STANDARD, RAMBLER, 

HUDSON AND ELCO 

BICYCLES 
ALL STANDARD MAKES AND BRANDS OF TIRES 

320 SECOND ST. MACON, GA. 
' 
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Carlyle : T he Man in His W ork 

]OEI.. S. ] ROW ... 

1\ RT .... ':t'I .... E ha b n call d "a alvini t \vho had lot hi 
cre~cl " and .. by others, perhap tnore appropriately a 

alvinist \Vh had dropp d the dogn1as out of hi creed." 
f ur"e it i - a que tion a~ to "hat i- 1 ft of a cr ed "h n it 

do tna ar lirninated, but in the ca~e of arlyl it i sufficient 
t ay that ther r n1ain d at 1 a t the characteri tic t n1p r f 
111ind and the 111 tho l of r gardina th univcr e. I e held that 
th I I I r '" criptur~ ontain d the 1110 t plau iblc th Of) of the 
tt nivcr v r propounded. v 11 ~ though hi- attitucl to\vard the 
~ criptur cannot b con id r d a orthodox. v rthelc it 
\ V ul I s 111 that h \Va a otclunan in faith a '" ll a in 
chara h: r and thal th hief differ nc h hv 11 hin1 and hi fore-
fat h r"' '""~ ont f part icu tar be lit f. , not of e entia 1 n tin1 n . 
11 had chang )d t h data upon \Vhich h ba hi onviction 
n t th convicti n th 111 clv ; h r v r th an1 un l rly-
iug pr in it l ,,,hi h th y r v r but r v r d th 111 in cliff r nt 
rnnnift ta tion \vhich, thou h it app are to then1 a profane, 
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\\as to him a legitimate extension of these beliefs. 1 t is true 
that there arc pa~sagcs in his writing'> which taken alone seem 
distinctly skeptical, but the more one reads him the more he 
sees of the Puritan creed in him. l\ ow it IS true that Puritan
ism is not so popular at present as formerly, and many arc 
averse to it even when it is stripped of its external peculiarities 
and has its principles expressed in broad, catholic terms. Some, 
even, arc more oppo ed to it when it is thus c.·prcsscd. But to 
Carl) le these dogmatic expre'>~ions seemed too narrow for the 
awful mysteries of the "Eternities" and "Silences :" he there
fore dropped off the old clothes of his belief so that he might the 
more fitly and striking ly express the living realities. 1f there was 
anything he despised it was sham and thoughtlessness. He de
tested anything that made men accept the old clothes of custom 
and blinded their C) es to the reality of things. He seemed to . 
have considered it hi mission in life to di~cover to men what 
they were and what things about them were. To him man was 
but the material manifestation of Eternal Power, ~ ature was but 
the "Living Garment of God." Just what he meant by God in 
this and other such expre~sions, may not be definitely known, 
unless we take what he always told his mother that he meant
the God that was her God. Strange indeed it is that a man of 
such marked eccentricities and such radical ideas should hold 
to conversion as meaning the conscious changing of beliefs 
which formed an integral part of a man's life, and that a 
man of such strength of character should have undergone such 
a process and should have counted such a change as essential 
to every man's development. From the simple faith of child
hood Carlyle wandered through doubt to the "royal and su
preme happiness" of his young manhood, and then at last to the 
almost pathetic, quite dyspeptic and yet sarcastically humorous 
gloom of his old age. This gloom might have been regarded 
by many of his fellow countrymen as a just, though perhaps not 
a severe enough retribution for his impious utterance. But be 
that as it may, the fact remains that this bodying forth of ideas 
which were like "confusion worse confounded," seemed a tonic 
to these fellow-countrymen of his and to all others who have 
read them. 

' 
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Etner on sa) s of Carlyle: "He is not n1ainly a scholar like 
the most of tny acquaintances, but a practical Scotchman, such 
as you v:ould find in any sadd ler's or iron-dealer's shop, and 
then onl) accidentally and by a surprising addition, the admi
rable scholar and \vriter that he is." Indeed it \\~auld seem that 
En1erson \Yas quite right in regarding Carlyle as primarily a 
practical man, ho\vever unpractical his method n1ay seem. His 
purpose \vas certainly to set people to thinking- thinking on 
practical, everyday affairs, \\·hich seetned to have gro\vn nle
chanical. Of his frantic, unpractical method \Ve may quote 
Emerson still further: "If yon \VOtlld kno\v precisely ho\v he 
talks, just suppose Hugh \\Thelan the gardener had found leis
ure enough in addition to all his daily \vork to read Plato and 
Shakespeare, ... \ugustine and Calvin, and retnaining I-Iugh vVhe
lan all the tin1e, should talk scornfully of all this nonsense of 
books that he had been bothered \Yith, and ) ou shall have juc;t 
the tone and talk and laughter of Carlyle. I call hitn a trip
hatnn1er \vith an .iEolian attachn1ent.', Ridiculous as such com
parison tnay seem, it is nevertheless Carlyle. Yet Emerson 
again remarks : "Carlyle has, best of all men in England, kept 
the manly att itude of his titne. lie has stood for scholars, asking 
no scholar \vhat he should say. Holding an honored place in 
the best society, he has stood for the people, for the Chartist, for 
the pauper, intrepid!; and scornfully teaching the nobles their 
peremptory duties." 

The first principle \vhich Carlyle assigns as essential to a real 
hero is sincerity .. If we accept Emerson's estimate of his 'North 
in his times and his O\Vn estimate of sincerity as an element of 
true greatness, we must recogize him as one of the sincerest 
of men and his \vritings as an expression of his inmost self. For 
as has been 1nany times pointed out, there can be little doubt that 
his first, and no\v n1ost popular \vork, Sartor R esartus, is auto
biographical- \ve \vould not say autobiographical of the exter
nal, physical facts of his personal life, but certainly of his inner , 
spiritual life which, in spite of his very practical purposes, \vas 
somewhat idealized. There is little doubt that in Sartor Resar
tus Carlyle \vas striving to express \vhat seemed to him the ideal 
life of the scholar- not the scholar's ideal life in ideal condi-
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tions, but, p1·actical man that he was, the ideal I i fe in actual 
conditions. That this expression of it was not what Carlyle 
would have it be. there can be no doubt ; nor is the1·e any doubt 
that the life itself was far from what he would wish it, yet per
haps as near to perfect as it i reasonable to conceive of, espec
ially with a nature so pas ionate as Carlyle'- ; for not only is it 
impossible that he should ever be controlled as he wished to 
be, by his "moral sense" which Emerson called his guidin<> 
genius, but it is also quite as impossible that he should be so far 
able to separate his spiritual self from his material self. as to 
express in his characteristic manner, any ideal which merely 
cold reason n1ight suggest. 

There i~. for example, no woman in Carlyle's actual life sat
isfactorily identified as the prototype of the Blumine of Sartor 
Resartus. Yet it is evident that at least three women influ
enced the delineation of Blumine. The sum of it all seems to 
be that Carlyle took his own experience and tried to idealize it
not that he recognized the conditions as he expressed them a~ 
desirable, but that he recognized them as true, for to Carlyle 
the ideal and the true are one. The true to him is the ideal as 
manifested in the actual. Thus it seems likelv that Carl vie ma v 

~ . ~ 

have shared some of the sentiments of the great Apostle on the 
subject of marriage: that the scholar ought to remain alone ; 
) et such philosophy, if it ever existed in him, found itself of no 
avail against the promptings of his passionate nature. Carlyle's 
treatment of hi'> wife, whether caused somewhat by some such 
philosophy or by practical considerations or by indigestion, 
seems to indicate either the conscious or the unconscious hold
ing of some such attitude; and this, together with the considera
tion of dramatic effect, no doubt, determined the ending of the 
Blumine episode in Sartor. But yet so much of love was in him 
that even though Blumine proved untrue, he could not let her 
finally part from Teufelsdrceckh until "she put her hand in his, 
she looked into his face, tears started to her eves: in wild 

"' audacity he clasped her to his bosom ; their lips were joined, 
their two souls, like two dew-drops, rushed into one,- for the 
first time and for the last." 

And why did Carlyle make Teufelsdrceckh's origin unknown? 
I t may well be answered that because Carlyle had such a pro-

• 
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found contempt for merely hollow titles, as for all shows, he 
made his hero of unkno\vn birth, in order that he (Teufels
drceckh) might rise to fame and power, not by the false show 
of glittering brass buttons, but by the force of his native genius. 
But \Vas there not something n1ore than this in it? Carlyle \vas 
a hero-\vorshipper. To him every great movement in history 
centered about and depended upon the personality of some hero: 
history \vas only the biography of the \vorld's heroes; the hero 
as Divinity, as Prophet, as Poet, as lVIan of Letters, and as 
King. Of these classes however he did not see merely one man; 
but he selected one man, or a fe\v n1en, as representative of the 
class. To him heroes seem the embodin1ent of all the motive 
povver of history and \vhatever has been accomplished in the 
\vorld's progress , they have done it. The fact that a n1an was 
born heir to a cro\vn counted not one whit with Carlyle; the 
richest robe could not conceal from hin1 the fact that a human 
heart beat within. The thing that commanded his respect was 
po\ver. The tnan \vho \Yas able to do things, he was Carlyle's 
hero. Only one \Vho \vas sincere and truly great could do things 
that \vould stand the test of time. This doctrine has resulted 
in his being accused of preaching that might makes right. But 
such \vas not Carlyle's meaning; his was just the reverse: right 
makes might. Every g reat n1an is the gift of nature: "but the 
faculty \V hich enables hin1 to discern the inner heart of things 
and the harn1ony \Yhich d\vells there (for \vhatsoever exists has 
harmony in the heart of it or it \vould not hold together and 
exist), is not the result of habits or accidents but the g ift of 
Nature herself; the primary outfit for a H eroic Man in \vhat sort 
soever." Thus it is seen that one cannot discern the origin o£ 
greatness in an) man. Teufelsdrceckh is Carlyle's ideal man of 
letters ; then if he carries out his theory of Hero-orio-in he must 
make Teufelsdrceckh's origin unkno\vn; he must be the product 
of nature. 

But yet Carlyle never forgot that "not this man or that man, 
but all men make up mankind, and their united tasks the tasks 
of mankind." So if a man ha great power he is the more 
greatly bound to render his services to the \\·eaker portion of 
mankind. As Emerson puts it: "The g reatest genius is the 
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most indebted.'' That Emerson. however, meant by this some
thing somewhat different from Carlyle's idea, is evident. Emer
son believed : "I:!. very great man found his materials collected. 
. . . . . The world has brought him thus far on his way. The 
human race ha gone out before him, sunk the hills, filled up 
the hollows and bridged the rivers. . . . . rreat genial power, 
one would almo t say, consi ts in not being original at all ; in 
being altogether receptive; in letting the world do all, and suf
fering the spirit of the hour to pa s unobstructed through the 
mind. · But Carlyle would haye it that g reat men's accompli h
ments "grow up, withal unconsciou<;Jy, from the unknown deeps 
in hun.'' To Carl; le men are "mostly fools" and only a few 
are heroes, while to Emerson the great man is merely a "rep
resentative'' n1an. 

Yet, strange to say, Carlyle was far the more practical phil
osopher of the two. He says of Emerson : ''lie wants a task." 
Emer~on was <;eeking after truth, mere abstract truth and, with
out con~icleration of the usefulness of his discoveries, was ever 
''becoming more ethereal in his iclealit) ,'' while Carlyle was 
"growing more intense with the heat of a clark realism." He 
writes to hi., American friend: "You seem to me in danger of 
dividing yourself from the Fact of this present Universe, and 
soaring away after Ideas, Beliefs, Revelations and such like
into perilous altitudes beyond the curve of perpetual frost. . . . 
I do believe, for one thing, a man has no right to say to his own 
generation, turning quite away from it, 'Be damned!' It is the 
whole Past and the whole Future, this same cotton-spinning, 
dollar hunting, canting and shrieking, very wretc-hed generation 
of ours. Come back into it, I tell you." 

Indeed, on account of his very intense realism there are some 
who do not hold Carlyle a great teacher, yet there are many 
exceptions, such as Tyndall, whose appreciation of Carlyle 
assumed the character almost of filial affection, and who regarded 
him as a great seer. Perhaps the majority of Carlyle's admirers, 
however, hold, after some fashion, to the view of Huxley who 
was "inclined to take him as a great tonic,- as a source of 
intellectual invigoration and moral stimulus and refreshment, 
rather than of theoretical or practical guidance." But there are 
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many \vho \vill not read hitn for any purpose because of his 
idiosyncrasies of style. One who really hates the grotesque, the 
glootny, the exaggerated, is disqualified for enjoying him. But 
one vvho is \villing to tolerate his exaggerations and idiosyncra
sies, and attribute them to the intense earnestness of his nature, 
tnust surely find hitn congenial in spirit and feel in hin1 a rare 
and lofty charm of poetic truth. 

I\1 uch of this charm is, no dout, due to his keen sense of 
humor. Perhaps there is no quality in his style \vhich helps so 
much to drive his point home and to uncover the real truth of a 
situation as the serio-comic attitude \vhich he takes toward it. 
Take, for example, the comments of Teufelsdrreckh as he looks 
down into the busy streets from his watch-tower in Weiss
nicht\vo: 

"I look down tnto all that \vasp-nest and bee-hive and \vitness their 
\vax-laying and honey-making, and poison-brewing, and chok1ng by sul
phur. From the palace esplanade, \vhere music plays while Serene High
ness is pleased to eat his victuals, down to the lo'v lane, \\here in her 
door-sill the aged ,,·idow, knitting for a thin livelihood, sits to feel the 
afternoon sun, I see it all; for, except the Schlosskirke weathercock, no 
biped stands so high. Couriers arrive bestripped and bebooted, bearing 
Joy and S orrow bagged-up in pouches of leather; there, top laden, \vith 
four swift horsec;, rolls in the country Baron and his household; here, 
on timber-leg, the lamed soldier hops painfully along, begging alms; a 
thousand carriages, and \vains, and cars, come tumbling in with F ood, 
\vith young Rusticity and other Ra\v Produce, inantmate or animate, and 
go tumbling out again w1th Produce manufactured. That living flood 
pouring through these streets, of all qualities and ages, knowest thou 
\vhence it is coming, \vhither it is going? From Eternity, onward to 
Eternity! These are Apparitions : \Vhat else? Are they souls rendered 
visible; in Bodies, that took shape and will lose it, melting into air? 
Their solid pavement is a Picture of the Sense; they \valk on the bosom 
of Nothing, blank Time is behind them and before them. Or fanciest 
thou, the red and yellow Clothes-screen yonder, \vith spurs on its heels, 
and feathers in its crown, is but of To-day, without a Yesterday or a 
To-morro\v; and had not rather its Ancestors alive when H engst and 
Horse overran thy I sland? Friend thou seest here a living link in that 
Tissue of History, \Vhich inweaves all Being: watch well, or it will be 
past thee, and seen no more." 

Ridiculous as some of these conceptions may be, they yet 
serve to lay bare to us the real situation. His humor strips man 
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of "adventitious wrappagcs; and sees indeed that he is naked, and, 
as S\., ift has it, 'a forked straddling animal with handy legs;' yet 
also a . pirit, and unalterable ::\Iystery of Mysteries." It is this 
mixture of the humorous and serious that gives the charm to 
his writings and renders tolerable what otherwi c would be 
unbearably sarcastic and intolerably ''high-vaulting" and absurd. 

Humor is one of Carlyle's most sriking qualities as a histo
rian. ] ust as there are some sages who regard him as no sage 
so there arc some historians who call him no historian. Perhaps 
the latter is the more important charge. Two men may both 
be sage~ and yet have opinions ~o widely d ivcrsc as not to rec
ognize each other as even ~ane in attitude. But the work of 
the historian has been largely reduced to a science and can be 
more definitely judged than the work~ of a sage. The charge 
has been made against Carl) le that his historical writings arc 
merely works of fiction and that, a~ such they do not deserve to be 
recognized a~ a field from which truth is to be ()'leaned. This 
charge against his hi~torical worth is ba~ed largely upon his 
humorous method of treating hi~ material. But before such 
judgment is pronounced, his purpose and province should be 
considered. Mo~t of the faults of Carh le a~ a historian are 

_, 

faults of omis~ion. His humor, far from placing facts in the 
wrong light, goes directly to the critical point and shows us the 
naked fact as it is. Nor when in this humorou~ mood does he 
relate merely fact~, but uncovers to us also the motives which 
prompted the action he describes. Take for example, these few 
words in which he pictures an English officer at the battle of 
Dettinge, and see how by a few touches of sarcastic humor he 
portrays a class of Englishmen once some\\ hat prominent in 
the \Vorld's affairs. 

His "Britamc Majesty," he says, stands during the battle in "attitude 
of lunge; no fear 111 him, and no plan in h1m, sans peur et sans av1s, a~ 
we might term it. L1ke a real Hanoverian Sovere1gn of England, like 
England itself and 1ts way in those German wars. A typical epitome 
of long sections of Enghsh history, that attitude of lunge! The Eng
lish officers also it is evident, behaved in the usual way, w1thout kno\\ l
edge of war, without fear of death, or regard to the utmost peril or 
difficulty, cheermg the1r men and keeping them steady upon the throats 
of the French" 

• 

' 
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It \vill be seen at once that his method in history is the same 
as in his other \vorks. He does not analyze all the forces vvhich 
go to produce a moven1ent; he is not a student of institutions, as 
c; uch; he does not take a broad survey of the historical field and 
relate his subject to the \vhole past history of a people; but 
\vith hiC) intuitiYe n1incl and in his passionate manner he plunges 
c;traight to the heart of hi" subject. He lays bare the hearts and 
souls of his characters and sho\vs us the motives \vhich protnpted 
all they did. \\'"e see their hopes and fears, their aspirations 
and n1ic;giYings: "·e are n1ade to sympathize \Vith their good 
intentions and are disgusted at their petty and selfish motives. 
He depicts \Yith equal po\Yer the c;truggles and surgings of the 
tnob and the inner struggles of the individuals. In describing 
the daYs of '89 he sa\s: 

~ -
0 \Vhat spirit of Patriotic;m dwelt in men in those times, this one fact, 

it c;eems to us, \vill evince; that fifteen hundred human creatures, not 
bound to it, sat quiet under the oratory of Robesperre; nay, listened 
nightly hour after hour, applausiye; and gasped as for the \YOrd of life." 

.~. r o analysis of tnotive or study of psychology could have 
giYen us a more vivid conception of the ardor with \vhich these 
people acted. 

Another quality \Yhich is ever prominent in his work is his 
dran1atic po\\·er. 

• 

"Other histonans haYe great pictorial ability; but they apply it with 
most c;uccess to the description of phenon1enal objects, and thetr narra
tiYes ga1n most from the scenic quabtles of an event. But Carlyle's pic
tures are pictures not of the hody only, but of the mind; and he IS most 
powerful at narrative \\·hen he de~cnbes the heart of a great n1ult1tude 
c;wayed like the moon sttrred Atlantic, or some single mind 5\veeping 
to a pregnant decision. By this power, and by an instinctive art in the 
right choice, order and construction of his matter, he dnves his \\"Ords 
home \vith the blo,vs of a giant. ... so that to read Carlyle for an 
hour leavec; more permanent knowledge of history than to r ead l\tiotley 
for a day.'' 

.!\nd not only is this clran1atic po,ver prominent in his his
torical \Yritings, it is marked in all his vvorks, especially in Sartor 
Rec;artus. Indeed in this quality lies largely his value as a tonic. 
Take, for example, such a passage as this: 

• 
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"So it has been from the beginntng, so \vill it be to the end. Gen
eration after generation takes to itself the Form of a Body; and forth
issuing from Cimmerian N tght, on H eaven's mission Appears. What 
F orce and F ire IS In each he expends: one gnnding at the mill of In
dustry ; one hunter-like climbing the giddy Alpine heights of Science ; 
one madly dashed in pieces on the rocks of Stnfe, in war with his fel
lo'' s :-and then the H eaven-sent is recalled; his earthly V esture falls 
away, and soon even to Sense becomes a vanished Shadow. Thus, hke 
some wild-flaming, wild-thundering train of H eaven's Artillery does this 
mysterious Mankind thunder and flame, in long-drawn, quick-succeeding 
grandeur, through the unknown Deep Thus, like a God-created, fi re
breathing Spirit-host, we emerge from the Inane ; haste stormfully across 
the astonished Earth; then plunge again into the Inane. E arth's moun
tains are levelled, and her seas filled up, in our passage: can the Earth, 
which is but dead and a vision, resist Spirits which have reality and are 
alive ? On the hardest adamant some foot-print of us is stamped-in ; 
the last Rear of the host will read traces of the earl iest Van But 
whence ?-0 H eaven, whither? Sense knows not ; F aith kno\VS not ; 
only that it is through Mystery to Myste ry, from God and to God. 

'We are such stuff 
As Dreams a re made on, and our little Life 
Is rounded \vith a sleep.' " 

What mind is it that such a passage vvould not " set a-think
ing?" Passion flushes in it; earnestness burns in it; the g reat 
questions about our existence are raised and driven home to the 
heart. No less of moral stimulus vve find in some of his stern 
philosophy. Thoroughly in keeping vvith his life of miserable 
solitude, his philosophy was stoical. W e find such precepts as : 
"Make thy claim of wages a zero, then ; thou hast the vvorld 
under thy feet." Again he says : "On the roaring billo\vs of 
Time, thou art not engulfed, but borne aloft into the azure of 
Eternity. Love not pleasure ; love God." 

Carlyle has well been called a poet. H e is a great poet in 
all but form, and even in his style there gleams a g randeur and 
picturesqueness that, however rugged, is yet sublime. Amid 
the "innumerable rubbish" of his writings there are many gems. 
F ew nature poems, for example, are to be found more sublime , 
than this one: 

"Beautiful it was to sit there, as in my skyey Tent, musing and medi
tating; on the high table land, in front of the Mountains ; over me, as 

• 
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roof, the azure Dome, and around me, for walls, four azure flowing cur
tains,- namely, of the Four azure Winds, on whose bottom-fringes I 
have seen gilding. And then to fancy the fair Castles, that stood shel
tered in these Mountain hollows; with their green flower-lawns, and 
'"hite dames and damoselles lovely enough: or better still, the straw
roofed Cottages, \vherein stood many a Mother baking bread for her 
children round her :-all hidden and protectingly folded up in the valley 
folds; yet there as surely as if I beheld them." . . . . 

In his sphere, Carlyle is supreme. To sum him up then we 
\vould say he was the Devotee who had no dogmatic creed, the 
Recluse who was ever laughing, the Philosopher who idealized 
in the midst of the most practical realism, the Poet who wrote 
no verse, and the Preacher whose gospel was one of light and 
work, as he himself puts it: 

"But it ts \vith man's Soul as it was 'vith Nature: the beginning of 
Creation is-Light . . . . 

"I too could say to tnyself: Be no longer a Chaos but a World, or 
even Worldkin. Produce! Produce! Were it but the pittfullest tnfini
tesstmal fraction of a Product, produce it, in God's name! 'Tis the 
utmost thou hast in thee; out 'vtth it, then. Up, up! Whatsoever thy 
hand findeth to do, do it 'vith thy whole might. Work while it is called 
To-day; for the Night cometh wherein no man can \VOrk." 

Her Eyes 

]. s. PRUITT. 

Clear as the crystal fountain, 
Deep as the a=ure skies, 
Pure as the brook front the ?nou,nta-in,
The light in thy fair brown eyes. 
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I 

Ash Wednesday 

]. L. WIMBERLY. 

' ' HY, good morning, l\lr. \Vadley, v..here on earth did 
you come from? You can't in1agine ho\v glad I an1 
to see you back again." 

It \vas lVlary Beverly speaking, the first old acquaintance I 
had seen since getting off the train at \ Vright~ ville. Business 
had carried n1e away from home nearly a ) ear before and this 
\vas the first tilne I had come back. She greeted me \varn1ly 
and I felt a glo\v of pleasure stealing over n1e at the kno\\rledge 
that I had not been entirely forgotten. It \vas a good beginning 
and gave promise of a most pleasant visit hon1e. And l\1ary 
seemed to gro\v close to me in a \vay I could hardly explain. I 
realized that I had not forgotten her. 

Once I had been in love \vith l\Iary, a long titne before, and 
I remetnbered it no\v. I \VOndered if she remen1bered it too. 
She was a pretty girl, and she knew it, but \Vhat \Va$ the harm 
in that? Could she help kno\ving a thing so patent to every 
one else? .~. \nd if she knevv how to set off her charms to the 
best advantage, should she be blamed for that? l\Iary \vas all 
right, I decided to n1yself, as I bade her good-bye and \valked 
on to\vard home. 

i-\fter this first meeting I was thro\vn \Vith :\lary a great 
many times, and after a short \vhile I found tny~elf dropping in 
to see her quite often. In fact, dropping in to see her, and acci
dentally being thro\vn \vith her came to be ~otnething of a habit 
\vith me. Strive as I n1ight, I kne\v I could not break this habit, 
so I surrendered to the inevitable and did not strive. This 
seemed the easiest thing to do, and \Vas much the more satis
factory. I had been a philosopher fron1 earliest childhood, and 
when things could not be helped knevv ho\v to make the best of 
them. So, quite philosophically, I no\v allo\ved things to drift 
\Vhere they \\"Otdd, and \vith perfect equanin1ity let the habit 
gro\v on n1e. Few if any, I flattered myself, could have so calmly 
looked Fate in the eYe. -
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I had rene\ved many of my former friendships and had again 
become chumtny V\' ith sotne of n1y old cronies. It gave me 
g reat pleasure to rehearse \vith them our old exploits, or listen 
to their tales of woe. In fact there \vas no better listener in 
\Vrightsville than I. No matter \vhat sort of tale or experi
ence V\'as recounted to me, I was ahvays at perfect ease, and 
kne\v just ho\v to appear appreciative or sympathetic. Conse
quently I kne\v most of tny friends' affairs. 

About two \veeks after I returned home I met Edward 11or
rison on the street. He had an air of mystery about him, and 
seemed to have something on his mind vvhich he wished to con
fide to me, but \vas apparently unable to bring up the subject. 
After talking for a titne about the \veather and other things 
about as interesting, I decided to help him out. H e \vas a friend 
of n1ine and it \vas plainly tny duty. 
he \vishcd to confide to n1e, but \vas apparently unable to bring 
up the subject. After talking for a tin1e about the \Veather and 
other things about as interesting, I decided to help him out. 
He \vas a friend of tnine and it \vas plainly my duty. 

"Look here, :0.-Iorrison," I said finally, "there seems to be 
something on your mind. Is anything troubling you?" 

"No," he ans,vered. "Nothing to worry about. Only, to be 
perfectly frank," he continued, flushing, "I believe I've played 
I-I-ll, and er-fallen a victim-er-to the-er- vviles of the 
women, so to speak." 

I could not refrain frotn sn1iling . 
"\iVho is the lucky one this tin1e ?'' I asked, interestedly. 
"l\Iarv Beverlv." 

~ "' 
I started involuntarily. I gasped ; I almost choked. Why 

had I chosen such a n1an for a chum? \\rhat on earth could a 
g irl see in 1\Iorrison to acltnire? It \Va strange ; it \vas curious; 
it \vas inexplicable. I did not tell him this, ho~·ever. I tnerely 
asked him ho\v things \vere going. 

"There are t\VO or three fello\vS \vho have been rushing her 
about six tnonths ," he said, "but they don't stand any shovv ... 

''Ho\v do you kno\v ?" I asked, restraining my rising indig
nation. 

"Oh," he ans\vered laughing, " he's just fooling all thos~ 
fello\vs. Told me so to-day." 
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"Did she tell you she loved you ?" 

"Well, no. She said she \vould let me kno\v Wednesday. 
You know," Morrison continued, "she is to leave Wednesday 
on a visit to her aunt. She will let me know then." 

Excusing myself as soon as possible, I left him and \valked 
aimlessly toward the club. I hated Morrison, I hated J\lary, I 
hated myself- I hated everybody. I \vas indignant. I was 
furious. What could any sane person see to admire in l\forri
son? Nothing, and yet-. I asked and answered the question 
a hundred times before I reached the club. 

Entering, my eyes fell on Will Gildersleeve, another old 
chum of mine. His countenance was lighted with the happiest 
smile I had ever seen on his good natured face, and he was 
noted for his smile too. 

"Why hello, Wad ley !" he exclaimed coming forward and 
shaking my hand vigorously. "Come over here in the corner 
and let me tell you a state secret," he added in a lower tone. I 
follo,ved him to a secluded place and listened as he told me his 
story. 

"Doubtless, Wadley," he said, "you have noticed my fre
quent visits lately to a certain young lady, haven't you? But 
of course you have. Any way, my efforts have been crowned 
with complete success, and from to-day I am a happy man." 

"Who is she?" I inquired, trying to appear interested. 
"Pshaw, quit your kidding, man; you kno\v it's Mary 

Beverly." 

I controlled myself \vith a great effort. I \Vas a philoso
pher. I must be calm. I must not let him kno\v my state of 
mind. I would find out all I could from him and let him get 
nothing from tne. I \vould suffer in silence, and the world 
should not know, but I would know the whole truth. I was a 
philosopher. I was also a detective. 

"Are there not two or three others who also love her?" I 
asked with philosophical calm. 

uoh, yes. But," he continued confidentially, "They don't 
stand any chance on earth. She's just fooling them. Said so 
to-day." 

uHas she told you she loved you?" I asked, anxious to kno\v 
the worst. 

' 
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"No, not in so many words. Said she would let me know 
Wednesday, but her manner told me all." 

I never had enjoyed staying round the club. It was posi
tively the most uninteresting place I had ever seen. How people 
could waste valuable time there I could not understand. 

I left the club as soon as I could, and buried in thought 
walked on, taking no account of my direction. Presently I was 
startled by the sound of my name. 

I glanced quickly about tne, and for the first time sa\v that 
I had left to\vn and was walking into the country. A few yards 
ahead of me James Walker sat in his buggy gazing at me. He 
had stopped his horse in order not to run over me. 

"Come, get in and let's take a short ride," he said, after we 
had passed the time of day. "I have lots to tell you." 

\Vhen I had seated myself beside him, he turned his horse 
back to\vard the country. I didn't \vant to ride \vith him. I 
\vantecl to be alone. I cared nothing about \vhat he had to tell 
tne. but being unable to help n1yself, I waited patiently for him 
to begin. 

"Have you noticed anything peculiar, Wadley, about my 
behavior?" he asked presently. 

I had not. So I examined him carefully, but to no purpose. 
I reluctantly admitted that he seetned perfectly natural. 

"Do I look like a n1an desperately in love?" 
Again I \vas forced to say no. But possibly he was a phil-

o opher like n1yself and took things calmly. 
"But, Wadley, honestly, I an1." 
"\Vho \vith ?'' I inquired incredulously. 
"11arv Beverly." ... \nd he looked at me as if that settled the 

~ "' 

\vhole question. 
"Things running sn1oothly ?'' I asked wearily. 

ting monotonous, and I \vas thoroughly tired of 
san1e storY . ., 

"\r ery. Couldn't ask anything more." 

It \vas get
hearing the 

''I thought there \vere t\vo or three others \vho go to see 
her regularly," I said, taking a fiendi h delight in doing so. 

"Oh, they haven't got the gho t of a sho\v. I really feel .. 
orry for them ; they \vill feel so taken do,vn, you know, \vhen 
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they learn the truth. She's just fooling the \Vhole bunch. But 
I don't n1ind her \vorking them so long ac; I kno\v \vhere I 
stand." 

"Do you kno\v exactly \vhere )OU stand? Has she told you 
anything definite?" 

"\Vell, no," \Valker. admitted reluctantly. "But she let tne 
infer a great deal. Said she would let me know \iV ednesday." 

\"f\1 e returned to to\vn in time for lunch. In the afternoon I 
retired to n1y room to think. All philosophers did this, I reflec
ted. So I strove to get at the bottom of the tnystery, and to 
find out \vhat it all n1eant. I felt encouraged \vhen I recollected 
that all of my friends told me the same talc. Therefore, likely 

• 
as not, Mary was deceiving them all. Neither 1\forrison, nor 
Gildersleeve, nor vValker kne,v of my visits to her house, else 
they would not have confided in me so readily. Therefore I 
must not be included among the ones she \Vas stringing. I had 
made no definite advances to her other than being attentive. 
Therefore she had not meant me \Vhen she had said she \Va" 
"just fooling all those other fellows." She had meant only 
those \vho \Vere making overtures. That \vas it. I \vonderecl 
how I could have been so blind. I laughed when I thought how 
my friends were being duped and how l\1ary was only waiting
for me. All my animosity vanished and a most amiable spirit 
took its place. 

So I sat reflecting. And the tnore I reflected the tnore loth 
I \Vas to change this pleasant form of recreation and return to 

- something more profitable. I determined to see :\Iary that very 
evening. This brought on more food for thought, and so I kept 
on reflecting. 

That evening found me early at l\Iary's door. I \vas ush
ered in and asked to have a seat until 11ary can1e do,vn. I had 

"' 
already prepared my little speech, and pictured to myself ho\v 
she would surrender at once and fall on my neck according to 
the approved method. In my mind's eye, I had already been 
caressed a hundred times and heard myself addressed in endear
ing terms. The sensation was delightful. But no\v, left alone 
in Mary's house, as the critical moment drew nearer and nearer, 
alarming doubts assailed my mind. What if, after all, she \vere 
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not \vaiting to thrO\V herself into my arms? \\that if she should 
try to lead me on as she was doing the others? I tried to think 
the idea ridiculous, but to no purpose. I sought to cast it aside 
altogether, and to think of other thing~. But still the thought 
haunted n1e. 

I heard a rustling of skirts and turned to see 1-Iary enter the 
rootn, and straight,vay tny little speech took \vings. I could not 
retnen1ber the first \Vorcl. 

She greeted n1e corcliall y, but this failed to alleviate n1y 
agony, and I ,,.as plainly ill at ease. For a time \Ve talked on 
con1tnonplace subjects, then there catne a pause and she seen1ed 
to be expecting something. I I ere \vas the critical motnent. \Vith 
a desperate effort I sun1n1onecl up the last retnnant of n1y cour
age, and tried to S\\ allo\v the h1n1p that rose in n1; throat. She 
sa\v 111\" cn1barras~ment and \\'aitecl. -

I decided to assun1e an easy care-free attitude. I had planned 
this out beforehand ancl I 110\Y ren1en1bered that tnuch of tnv -
cue. Therefore, \Yith a tretnenclous effort, I succeeded in rc~ting 
tny left elbo\v oyer the back of 111) chair, and stiffly crossing tny 
right leg over n1y left. This \vas sotnething of a feat, inastnuch 
as I \\'as nO\Y aln1ost cotnpletely paralyzed. Then, to hide n1y 
terror, and to have a n1on1ent to collect tny scattered thoughts, 
I glanced do\vn and \\'as horrified to discover a minute hole in 
111) sock. \\Tith a sudden and frantic n1ovcn1ent, I exchanged the 
position of n1y feet, and after coug hing a fe\Y titnes. I attetnpted 

to begin. 
'~~Iiss Beverly." I said at last, in a halting. lifeless voice, '·I 

have con1e all the \vay fron1 the \ \" e~t to tell you something.'' 
This \vas a lie, but I felt I "ould be forgiYen at the l~ar of 

J uclgtnent. 
'·\ \rhat is it, ::\Ir. \ iVaclley '" she an~\\·ered, droppino- her eyes 

in the conventional tnanner. .. I an1 just dying to hear it," she 

added. 
HI have con1e back to tell yon that I haven't forgotten ho\v I 

used to love you, ancl-er-cr-" 
I could get no further. I paused. Then, in a paroxystn of 

agon), I t\\·i ted out a little n1ore. 
" ... ince I have returned, thoug-h, ! our evident preference for 

son1e others hac; greatly eli .. con raged n1e. But-'' 
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ul)on t feel that \vay, 1Jr .. \Vadley," he interrupted, sn1ilingly 
a brirrht t\vinkle in her eye. "I'm just fooling aiJ tho e other 
n1cn." 

"Yes,·· I ejaculated, involuntarily. ., ' .. aid so to-day. " 
.. he started. and looked at n1c scarchinrrJy. I had not been 

able to n1ake the ardent, pas ionate speech that I had \vritten out 
and 1nernorizecl. Instead, I felt that n1y fe\v rarnbling \VOrds 
had fallen A at, and I had the sen e of failure. N cvertheless I 
tnadc another effort. I \vas a philosopher. I \vould not give up 
until the bitter end. 

"I an1 glad that my case is not so hopeless as I had thought.'' 
I managed to say, pulling at n1y coat buttons and shuffiing my 
feet in n1y en1barrassment. "Do you think," I added stiffly, 
"That er-you coulcl-ever-er-cr-Iovc n1c, vou kno\v ?" . "' 

I really clidn 't see ho\v she could. But it \Vas all I could 
think to sav at the n1oment. he looked at Jne \vith her soft "' 

blue eyes, the picture of innocence. 

"I \Vant to be fair and honest \Vith you,'' she said at last. 
"This is all so unexpected that I haven't had a chance to think 
about it, and I had rather have just a Jittle time, it's such a seri
ous matter, you kno\v. Come around and I \Vill tell you- let 
tne see- I'll let you kno'v -" 

"Wednesday," I said promptly, in spite of myself. I bit tny 
lip, but it was too late. 

"What do you kno\v about that?" she asked quickly, 'vith a 
look of intelligence. 

"About \vhat ?" I returned, trying to appear innocent and 
inquisitive at the satne time. "I am leaving to\vn \Vednesday 
night for a fe,v clays, and \vished to kno\v definitely before I 
left. To-day is l\fonday, and that \vill give you until the day 
after to-morro\v. But can't you give me any hope in the mean
time?" 

"\Veil, you needn't feel jealous of any of your friends any 
longer," she said, smilingly, but I fancied that she still suspected 
that I knew too much. 

The door bell rang at this moment, and l\1orrison came in. 
I shook his hand \varmly, hoping that he \vould still be my 
friend \\7 hen he found out the truth. ~forrison \vas a fine fellO\\., 

• 
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and I could not feel su rprised that so many g irls liked him. And 
all the men liked hin1 too. I hoped that the wound he was about 
to receive would soon heal. I got up to go as soon as he arrived. 
I \vould give him all the chance I could. Poor fellow, I knew 
it \vas useless, but I was a true sportsman, and would help him 
all I \vas able to. At the door, Mary and I exchanged g lances 
of intelligence as she told me to remember that she would let 
me kno\v Wednesdav. , 

All the \vay home I could almost hear the singing in n1y 
heart. I \vas supremely happy. I loved J\1ary. J\1ary loved 
me. What more could I desire? True, she had told me noth
ing, but I was a philosopher, I was a detective, and she did 
not have to tell me a thing for me to kno\v it. She had given 
herself away and I knew the vvhole story. I knevv exactly what 
she \vould tell 1ne \Vednesday. 

Tuesday morning I \\·as \valking \vith 1\Iorrison in the busi
ness section of the to\vn. To-morrow I would hear her say the 
\vords, I reflected. Poor J\Iorrison! Ho\v he \vould suffer. I 
mu t do all I could for him, for he \vould be terribly disap
pointed. He did not look disappointed then, but I knew he 
\vould be. So I bought him a box of cigars. He seemed sur
prised at my sudden generosity. He would be even more sur
prised later on. I bought him a drink also. He wished to buy 
tne something, but fortunately I found excuses and did not ac
cept anything from the poor boy. I could not account for his 
good spirits, so I put it down to the cigars . Several times he 
seemed inclined to talk of ::\Iary, but I would not let him. Poor 
old boy, I kne\v he \vould be sorry afterwards. 

So \Ve vvalked on do\vn the street. Suddenly \Ve saw J\1ary 
a short distance ahead, coming to,vard us. She vvas on the oppo
site side of the street, accompanied by a handsome stranger. 
As we passed she bo'A·ecl and smiled kno\vingly at me. I smiled 
knovJingly back at her. J\1orri on smiled, too, evidently think
ing her glance was meant for hin1. 

"\Vonclcr \vho that man is?" I asked Morrison. 
"Guess he is another one \vho has come up to get his dose," 

he answered. 
"Are you going around to see her to-night?" at length I 

asked, after a pause . 
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"No. I think I'll giYe the poor devil a chance. It \VOttld 

really be a kinclnes~ to hin1 to prevent his n1aking an a~s of 
hitnsclf, but he \vould neither understand nor appreciate it.'' 

I n1entally resolved to r emain a\vay also, and allo\v the 
stranger to n1ake \vhat progress he could. 

The rest of the day passed slo\Yly. I could hardly \Vait for 
\"Vednesday to con1e. The nearer the tin1e approached the fur
ther off it seemed to get. In the afternoon I sought out my 
friend Morrison and we took a long drive in the country. Sev
eral tin1es he n1entioned ~Iary's nan1e, but I ahvays succeeded 
in changing the subject before he could say n1uch. I kne\v he 
had no chance, and } et it angered me to hear him ~peak of her 
as if it were all settled. I could not explain it, philosopher 
though I \vas, ) et I \vanted to hit hitn every titne he called 
her name. 

I lingered around hotne in the evening in a restlec;s, nervous 
state. I tried to read, but novels and storie c; failed to interest 
me. Then I gave up reading, but found myself poorer company 
than the books. Then I talked a while with the home folks, 
but this bored tne even n1ore. Finally, I got n1y hat and started 
for the club. 

The club proved as uninteresting, ~o I returned home early, 
and went to bed soon after I arrived. but try as I might I 
could not get to sleep. J-\11 night I tossed and rolled, and it \vas 
nearly dawn before I dropped off to sleep. It \vas late in the 
morning \vhen I a\voke. I dressed \Vith unusual care in order 
to make as good an appearance as possible \V hen I presented 
myself to 1\fary. After tnaking sure I looked as \veil as I could, 
I \Vent do,vn to breakfast. 

All the tin1e I \vas eating I \vas picturing to myself ho\v 
l\1ary would n1eet n1e at the door, all smiles, and lead me into 
the drawing room, where she would tell me what I longed and 
expected so tnuch to hear. There \Vould be a pretty little Romeo 
and Juliet scene, etc., etc. I would then buy Morrison another 
box o f cigars to lessen his disappointment and show hitn ho\v 
deeply I sympathized \vith him. I \Vould have a heart to heart 
talk with him, and try to keep him as a friend. I feared though 
that he \vould be bitter. I hoped that he \vould not. 
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\Vith these thoughts in mind, after breakfast I stepped out 
on the veranda to read the paper until the first possible tnotnent 
" hen I n1ight leave fo r l\Iar) 's. I had hardly read ten lines 
in the T~Vriglzts'l./ille Citi:;en \vhen n1y eyes fell upon a passage 
that chilled me to the bone. T here it was in large type. I was 
an1azed. I \vas confounded. I \vas paralyzed . 1Iy eyes ran 
O\ er the "ords again and again, but n1y brain refused to receive 
any in1pre~sion. I stared at the page until the \\·ords ran together 
and n1v e' es \\'"ere ready to burst fron1 their sockets . 

• • • 

.. John:' exclaimed n1y n1other, at this n1on1ent cotning out on 
the porch, "have you seen in the paper \vhere ~Iar) Beverly 
eloped last night \vith that young 111an from Reed ville ! I think-" 

"Yes," I ans\Yered, interrupting her and crushing the paper 
in tn\ hand. 

"" 

Then I turned and \valked into 
dazed sort of YJav. ·· 'Let vou kno'v . , 

the house, muttering 
\ \rednesdav.' ., 

"" 

''The Majesty of the Law'' 

GEo \V \Voon, ]R. 

• tn a 

HE dingy court roon1 \vas cro\vdecl. People had gath
ered from ever) con1n1unity of the entire ci rcu it . The 
case \vas a untque one and the outcome \vas being 

\vatched \vith breathless interest. T he particulars of the case 
\Yere fe\v, but on account of their very simplicity the pr inciple 
involved \Yas n1ore apparent and transcendent. T\\·enty years 
before a young- n1an , .. ,;ith the gospel of vigorous, perpetual 
youth \vritten in the lineatnents of his countenance, had in an 
• 

unguarded tnoment, for the n1otive , of self-preservation, taken 
the life of a fello\v-n1an. He \Va~ one of those rare spirits \vho 
seem subject to no definite la,v, but are filled with an inexplica
ble sense of ab~olute freedon1. The fu ture seemed a great 
stretch of sand upon \vh ich he could \Yalk , r un , or play as he 
sa\v fit and \Yhere he could \vrite \\~hatever he pleased. At heart 
he \vas ahvays t rue, but having never learned the lesson of self
restraint, he \vas destined to go through many vicissitudes of 

• 
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fate before his proud spirit should be conquered,- and it is 
doubtful \vhether it was ever conquered. 

Twenty years before, a youth, proud, noble, but uncurbed, 
had stepped into the same court room to be tried for murder 
before a jury of his peers, who ought to have known him better. 
The defense was unable to substantiate its theory of justifiable 
tnanslaughter and the young man was found guilty of murder 
\Vith recommendation for mercy; and the young judge sentenced 
him to life-imprisonment, detennined to uphold the majesty of 
the law. Thus it \vas that in a fe\v short hours the young man 
found himself, by a strange shuffling of the cards of fate, locked 
in a narro\v, dingy cell, v.:ith shackles on his legs, with no view 
of the sun-light, \vithin dingy iron walls, a stravv mattress for 
a bed and rats {or companions. He could not understand it all. 
His mind \1\Tas still that of a child and he thought he \vas being 
punished to make him give in. As the days lengthened, instead 
of being given liberty, he vvas told to vvork like a black convict. 
His mind \vas be,vildered and he rebelled. Then he was tied 
to a post \vhere a red-nosed, red-eyed vvhipping-boss adminis
tered cutting lashes upon his bare back. He vvas then throvvn, 
or rather dumped, into his cell vvithout any bandages for the 
S\vollen vvhelks upon his back and with no water, even, to bathe 
his bloody lin1bs. 

From that time on he seemed a den1on. His mind, unable to 
cotnprehcnd the meaning of such unthinkable treatment, became 
\vildly insane. Feeling no guilt within his inner soul, he could 
not submit to such punishment in his outward self. Shut off 
frotn the vie\v of men, without the intercourse even of the 
unfortunate \\'retches of his class, he was compelled to become 
a silent observer of the hand of fate in his life; and is it any 
\vonder that he cursed this hand? Having no chance to bleed 
outwardly, his heart bled inwardly until it must have shrivelled 
up into a mechanical piece of automatic machinery. His very 
soul had burned and burned until it burned itself into a char
coal ash. In a very few years the youth, with the future in his 
hands, looking upon life as a thing which he could conquer and 
control, had become a premature old man, with gray scattered 
through his once jet black hair, with a countenance once agiO\\' 
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with the pulsating fire of youth, now lined with the dreadful 
lines of a frightful old age. 

Ahvays refusing to yield to what he considered unnatural, 
not to say unjust, he was made to go repeatedly to the 
whipping post. Hardly had his bruised back healed from the 
stripes of one whipping when other lashes, more severe, if pos
sible, than the preceding, were administered upon his bare back. 
vVhen he was able to stand it, he was whipped during the day, 
\vhile he \vas left to lie at night unable to sleep and without 
anything to soothe or ease his terrible agony. Soon he shriv
elled up in body. His tnind became unbalanced and he was 
hardly conscious. He was unable to lie on his back on account 
of the bruises, and soon it pained him to lie face down. Thus 
he kne'v nothing of the luxury of sleep, and throughout the 
horrid nights he lay in a half-stupor. I s it any wonder, there
fore, that his spiritual life became darkened and ceased to 
shine? Cut off from intercourse with the sun-light, the sky and 
the cotnpanionship of birds, trees, nature and man, his soul 
became a shadow and his spiritual life was dwarfed and finally 
annihilated. As often as it \vas deemed expedient or necessary 
to uphold the n1ajesty of the law, he \vas led out in a half-con
scious stupor to receive his usual '''hippings, \vhich came, be it 
said, with far more regularity than his meals. He had ceased 
to flinch from the laying-on of the lashes and the red-faced 
whipping-boss, half-drunken, knew nothing to do save redouble 
his lashes. 

It \vas twenty years after his first appearance in the court 
room that he was brought in for a new trial. Through a strange 
source new evidence had turned up and, at the order of the gover
nor, a new trial was set. Though the evidence was proof of his 
innocence, it seemed the cruel hand of a heartless, even a laugh
ing fate. The young judge who had pronounced the sentence 
upon the prisoner twenty years before had now become old. 
The lines of easy, well-fed corpulence traced themselves on his 
countenance. His eye was bloated and his appearance pitiful, 
almost disgusting. He had undergone marvelously well the 
boresome task of enforcing the majesty of the la\v for twenty 
years, and many poor wretches had been sentenced to a life of 
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frightful and horrible tni ery at one ya\vn of his guttural voice. 
It \Va uaturaJ. therefore that he should b unaffected \Vhen the 
prisoner \vas brought before hin1. f\nd \vhat a contra t! 1\vcnty 
years before a bright, hand on1e young n1an ntered to n1eet hi 
sentence. There \\·a vouth and an1bition in his \valk his 111an-• 

ner and his look. 1 Ie had n1et his sentence \Vithout a flinch and 
\vith no din1inution of his pride. 1'he prisoner before the court 
\vas a different pectacle. 11 ere \\·a an old Jnan broken in n1ind 
and body .-a tnerc shado'v of his forn1er self. He een1ed to • 

be unconscious of the hundreds of curious eyes \vhich stared at 
hin1. f-Ie \Vas like,vise unconscious of the corpulent judge \vho 
had pronounced his doon1 in order to uphold the n1ajesty of the 
lav1. l-Ie \vas even uncon cions of his O\Vll appearance and the 
deathly silence of the court, interrupted only by the quick tap
pings of the type,vriter and the reporter ' sharp pencils as they 
\vent rapidly over the paper. 

N O\V the young prosecuting attorney explained the case very 
tnechanically and unfeelingly: there \vas little said in his speech. 
To,~:ard the close. ho,vever. the old n1an seetned to hecotne con
scious at his ca11ing the case one of deliberate n1urdcr. 1\t these 

'vords the head of the prisoner \vas raised. 1-Iis n1eaningless 
C) e~ look~d up. The young attorney closed J:i ~ n1echanical 
'peech and sat do,vn. The judge asked if the pri oncr had any
thing to say. Then the old n1an rose fron1 his seat. 1\s if by 
a sttpren1e effort he pulled himself together. The silence \vas 
n1ore deathly. There \Vas no breathing heard. No one dared to 
tnove. Only the pencils S\vept faster over the paper. The old 

n1an began his speech in a \veak, cracked voice. The \vords 
came slo\v and in tnonosyllables. "T,venty years ago.'' he be
gan. ''life n1eant sotnething for me. I sa\v 1nyself a g-reat 1nan 
in the future. I \\·as free and uncurbed. Through a strange 
trick of fate, I \Yas forced to take a life or be killed n1vself. I 
have \vished a thousand times since that I had been killed. 
Death \VOuld have been a boon. I \vould have seized it as a 
child does a tov." 

. 

. 
Xo,v. the old n1an had become erect. For one n1otnent he 

'eemed to reg-ain the countenance of his vouth. He raised his 
• 

head. I-I is countenance became brighter. I-Ii eyes lighted up 
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\vith a strange, supernatural fire. The silence \vas ghastly. The 
pencils even hacl ceased to move. The judge sat like a petrified 
glutton. The prosecuting attorney looked CO\ved and uneasy. 
'The old rnan bore the air of n1aster of the court room. He 
continued: "I have oft en, in the long hours of agony, \VOn
dered if there \vas a God in 1-Ieaven. Then, \vhv didn't I die? 

"' 

I \vas beaten until n1v back becan1e numb and I no more felt .. 
the lash. I have ceased to think and have ceased to feel. Son1e-
thing no\v boils up in n1e, sotnething strange and ne'v. I kno\v 
not \vhat it is. I \Vant to n1ake a final protest to the charge of 
n1urder, and in n1y last hreath.-for I nO\V feel that I am dy
ing,- ! will ans \ver before a hut nan j uclge, as I shall ans\ver 
before the Supreme Judge, 'Not c;uilty.'" 

The silence had becon1e painful. The spectator s sat in a 
trance. The old man's arn1s \Vere stretched to Heaven. His 
forn1 \vac; lithe and free. 1-Iis eyes \vere lit up \vith a far-off 
light. I-Iis voice \vas lo\v and soft. The glo\v of youth \vas again 
on his bro\v .. \ s he pronounced the last \vords, "X ot Guilty," he 
reeled and \V ithout a \Vord of \Varnin<Y, fell to the ftoor,-clead. 

The intense strain \vas broken only after some motnents, 
\\hen the sheriff lifted the life less body from the floor, a~ the 
judge, some\v hat aroused fron1 his stupor, muttered in guttural 
tones : "It seems to the c·ourt that the evidence would have 
cleared the prisoner, but the case has nO\V been appealed to a 
higher court." 

\ 
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Ballade of the Open Road 

H. M. DARGAN. 

At daunz the sunznzer air is fresh and cold, 
When with quick step and eager nzor11ing eye 

11/e travel where the distant nzountains hold, 
Still 'Wrapped in fog, their ancient JJzystery. 
Far through the clear air rings the 1nocker's cr}'; 

The ntorning-glor:;•' s cup is O'Verflo1.ued 
With crystal dew. We travel 1nerrily 

A foot in sutnJJter on the open road. 

At noon the u~lted flo1.uers are sere and old, 
The parching roadside grass is hot and dry. 

O'er 'Vale and hill the winding -zva~y unrolled 
Lies in a haze of )•ell ow dust. 0 n high 
The shhnuzering a::ure of the cloudless sky 

Arches above the cornfields-1nany-rowed, 
Dro1.vsily rustling-as -zve wander b)', 

Afoot in Szt1JZJner on the open road. 

At eve the sunlit western clouds enfold 
The sleeping 1nountains' quiet nzajesty 

In royal purple and refulgent gold, 
While the war1n hea7/en flushes rosz"lv -
Beneath the sun's last !?iss. The shadows fly 

Fast o'er the fields, '<.ohere late the colors glowed, 
And darkness finds us, when the glories die, 

Afoot in sunznzer on the open road. 

ENVOY. 

The sk)' is starry, wanderer; -zve are nigh 
The cheerful windo1.vs of our nigh's abode. 

We end our haPP'J' journey with a sigh, 
Afoot hz su1n1ner on the open road. 



liS' R S TH' l R UR TlO 3 

i ' Grant 

R. R UA 1 

J"'J 'uz ·r good ' ur att r und0\\'11, an' z Ill) ol 1nan 

\VUz do\vn in th' hol1cr, rrnakin' likk r, I'd lun h ·t 
th' I r an' pult t .,v th' hctt r ~ \\J h ·n I h erd ·r 

pow rful rack ·t 'rnung th' da\ · an ol in ·rv' 'rant erhol
lcrin' at 111, an cr cllin', '\rt- rt i\di , call th c h ·r '"\ 'li h .. 

. ff ' ' cnttcr o ·n n1 ·. 
r pult th' door pun, an calL th' da\\ g off, at • 1 in ·r\ ~, h 

cun1 ·r treakin' in, pltun ut u br "' an' dr · t 1t t ·r kill, '' i'f 
badg- an' ribb ·n ~lll J\ ·rn h ·r. I huck her han' an ·z · f_ '' 
111 ·, \\har h v) ·bin t ·r, h ·z th' rc\cr n l r h, I} ?" 

. 'h · j •s' ca ' cr pit ·rful I k uv c rn at n1 an' l, '"Lou 
!\ d i , 1 'd h · ' ' · t · r u n' r tan' I ' · bin tc r \\ a hi n 'l 1 t r .. 
th' pr idint inorguratcd " 

I s > t t · r a c h c r t · r t ·ll 111 • r h u t it, an' z h b · u n. I 
tu I h ·r nuff b an' t b,1ck tcr cnjo~ 111) ·If. 

lin·&vy .. ·z, '')~I nO\\) ·d ']aft d ''n in\ I nl\ n 
• 

:ttt ·r "hri 'anus; an I '' uz n th' £runt r \\ '' hil · h · 'uz talk in; 
an' lo kin' rit · quar at an· h · ·d. ')fan) ll\ ':n1'un \cr urn' 
l r \ ashin'lon, U111' t ·r th' \~hit II lU an' tal" cr rn al U\ 

\ i tlul s " i' f 111 ·.' " hi n t h' ra i 1 r , 1 aid an , t ) d 11 c r f r 
kill in' 111 )I· blin' anul ·. I I "c I z h " I 'ud t r th' in r TU ... 

rati n an' thin cat '' i'f '"'!aft. 
''\ ·11, J ll t ·r \ a han' n, ~ n' ·z I h · l'nt 1 1 k ·d ut n 

pia ' t ·r t 1p. I j · · chun' int r a kh ·r ·I \\a un. \\l'f n 

be · f i d · , " h i c h t u k f ) I k t • r l h · '' \ i 11 u r l h t l. t 
tq in bs a I ut'un tu k 
r 111 \hut "uz 111, l · utt n 
n "C ''hi h cr nuu1 hint 

th,tr at Ia ', an' ·r nig Tl'r , II hut 

' c.;; r l i · 111' 1 n a r h ed 111 e in l t' 1 • 1 b i 
.' ,dl 'I ln,trlle. an' lll L r r litll 
U\. ..1 hin thi lllc\11 ' 'I 111' t r 1 ut 111\ n( 111 • in hi I k, I ut 
I t I' hint I had th' rheun1t·rtiz. h \\ rit i f ·r 11 '. an ·z 
· \nJ ·a i 'tlll cr ]-. ua p ·an?' 

.. I It 1k"d , t hi11 c1 l u nn' cd, rrn fUll 

\n1 ·ric', l ul l I n't cc cz h)\\ it en ll r bt 'u · 
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"I Ic setter laffecl an ' sez 'Ef ) e a ir i\tnericun yo' kin eat 
beer , e f ye a int yo' can 't.' 

ttB ut whin he sed my rom wuz wuth ten dollar<; er da) . I 
cort m) bre'f an ' lowd ez ho\v I mout be European, an' got 
a\\ra) frun1 thar . Thin I axed er perlirctn un ef he kno\vd uv 
er place I cu'd stop a t, an he sed I cu'd stay \vi'f h is folks, an ' 
they ' tt7 ~o nice te r me that I axed em ter cutn' ter see me \vhin 
chickuns getter be fryin' size. 

"Th' nex' clay it got ter ra inin' an ' sno\vin' hut I \vent up 
ter th' cap'tul, an ' ole J edge Denni <; , '"rho iz in congrus up thar, . 
tuck me all overn t h' captul; let me set \vhar he sets in cong-rus, 
an' thin g in' me er seat in th' g ran' stan ' vvhar th' presidint \ V U Z 

ter be whin th' parade cum by. 

"Th' nex day wuz th' big un, but it sho wuz bad ; th' g roun' 
wuz kivered \Vi' f snow an' it still er <;nowin'. I ~uz rite bv th ' 
captul \V har T a ft vvuz t er go by . :\1 y Ian! you ortter seed t h' 
folks whut 'uz thar. \ Vhy, it 'minded me uv er nigger bap
tizin' only tha r wuz a heap more folks tha r. \ Veil prutty soon, 
som 'bocly sez, 'H eer he cums,' an', ez it uz still fallin' \veathur, 
I g ot on th' aidge uv th' road, an ' \Vttz er a itn in' ter g iv' th' 
presidint my un1berell, \vhin jis' afore his kerridge got erlong
side uv m e, th' sun bruk fru th' clouds an' c;h une rite on him. 
My Zan' ! but ye ort ter hev heer'd th' yell in. Why, whin I cum 
ter myself, I ' uz er s tan' in' on my toes erhollerin' an' er lamin' 
er perlicemun on th" back wi'f my umberell; \Vhilst Taft \vuz 
er bo,vin' an smilin' a t me; but that perlicemun never paid na ry 
er n1ite uv 'tenshun ter me. 

" W ell, thin I went ter th' g ran ' stan ' an ' \vatched that a ir 
perade. 1l f )' !an' ! I never spects te r c: ec nothin' like it erg-in, 
ti11 I g it over yancler in th' prom us' cl Ian '. T har \vttz guv'ners 
an' sailers an' g inruls, an' I reckun er n1illun uv soldiers ; some 
wuz on horses, but most uv 'etn \vuz er vvalkin' . An' them gen
ruls ; my, ho\v they \VU Z fixt up; blue coat an' britches , gol' 
butuns, white an' g reen an yaller sashes tied ' roun' 'em, an sum 
uv 'em had wun arm on' their s ide dun up in gol' ropes . Thin 
cun1' th' m en \vhut 'lected Taft. an' they all kerried walkin' 
sticks. ./\long to'ard c; th' end cum nigger <;o'diers, an' whin I 
seed 'etn I got so tnacl that I left; an' ez I Vl UZ er goin' I seed 
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T aft er leavin'. Th' papers sed he lef' cauz he 'uz cold, but I 
knows better. 

"I lo\vcl ez how he an' 1\Iis · Taft ucl be onsettled that night; 
so I fixed up th' nex' n1ornin' ter eat dinner wi'f 'ern. I got 
ter th' \ Vhite I-Iouse erbout half atter 'I even, an' er n1an vvhut 
\Vllz by th' door axed n1e \vhut I \vanted. I tole himTaft had 
axed 1ne ter take er n1eal uv vittuls \vi'f him, an' I vvisht he'd 
tell him I'd cum. 

"\"-/ell, he \vent in ern other rootn an· prutty soon cum back 
vvi'f ernother man, an afore I knovved it, they had me by my 
arn1s an' tuck me outten th' White House, inter th' street an' 
tol' tne not ter cun1' back no 1nore. Why it made me so mad 
I cu'dn't say nary er \VOrd: so I jes' foun' out \vhut time th' 
ne~' train lef' fer home, an' heer I be. But, my lan,' Lou Adis, 
hev yo' used all uv n1y snuf ? ~ThY, thar haint half ernuf heer 

~ ~ ~ 

ter las' me home, an' I cu'd'nt g it nary er bit up in \Vashin'ton." 
.. \ n' vvi'f that she \ VUZ gone ; but I never slept nary er vvink 

that night fer er laffin ' 'bout ho'v funny 1\,Iinervy must er looked 
" ·hin them men put her outten th' White House, an' when she 
wuz er beatin' th' perlicemun \vi'f her umberell. 

• 

' 
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Mario n C r aw
ford A n s w ers 
Last Call 

TJ1E 1ERCERIA 

In The Editor's Chair 

N C\VS ha c. con1c f ron1 1 talv that lq·anci 1\1 arion . 
ra,vford i dead. It \vas. of cour c not a sur-

pric;c to his n1any adn1irers in .. \tnerica. but none 
the le~s reg-retted for that. There are fe\v noveli ts. indeed, 
'vho have held so 'varn1 a place in the heart of the t\ rncrican 
pub 1 i c. . inc e the pub I i cation o f hi. "1'f r. I sa a cs in 1 2 he 
has been protninent. and all of hi novels n1ore than thirty in 
nun1ber. have been favorably received. .r\ndre\v L.ang has 
called him the ''n1ost ver'-latile and Ya riou s of tnodern novelist .'' 
''He belongc; to the race of cosmopolitan r\mericans · n1en \vho 
having- no n1ental bonndarie . accept fo r their literary inherit
ance the romantic traditions and customs of all nationalitie .'~ 

Cra,vford 's heredity, training, and experience \vere all such 
as \VOuld make him thi kind of man. He \'·~·ac; born in T:~ougi 

di IJucca. Italy, August 2, 1 54. His father \Vas a sculptor and 
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a native of Ireland ; and his mother \Vas an American. His 
early childhood was spent in New York; he studied at Cam
bridge, Heidelberg, Carlsruhe, and Rome. At the age of 
twenty-five he went to India, \vhere he edited the Indian Herald 
at Allahabad. In 18 1 he returned to America and published, 
the follo\ving year, his fatnous novel, 'Mr. Isaacs' of which a 
Persian je-vvelry merchant suggested the personality of the 
hero. It \Yas a charn1ing \vork \vith its oriental flavor and 
Indian n1ystery. and \YOn for its author itnmediate celebrity. 
This tale of Indian life \vas follo\vecl by many others of equal 
charn1, all displaying the author's -vvonderful versatility of mind 
and retnarkable cotnn1ancl of varied romantic material. His 
"To Lee\vard," a tragic tale of marital infidelity. is a story of 
the society of Rome; as is also his "A Roman Singer." In "An 
. \merican Politician'' he discusses the conditions of American 
political life. "Zoroaster'' i-, a tale of ancient Persia, intro
ducing King Darius and the aged prophet DanieL "A Tale of 
a Lonely Parish'' is a sketch of rural life in England; '~The 

vVitch of Prague'' is a thrilling tale of hypnotism, \vhile "The 
Three Fatec; .'' ·~I(atharine Lauderdale .. and "The Ralstons, all 
portray the life of X e\v York. "Paul Patoff" is a narrative of 
personal experience in Turkey and "Greifenstein" is a tragic 
tale of t\VO noble families of Gennany. '·Kholed'' is the story 
of a genie \Yho is protnised a oul on the condition that he can 
\vin a \voman's love, \vhile "Adam Johnston's Son" is a "simple 
story of love." His other -vvritings are numerous, but · they 
have, on the \vhole, the same general locality and atmosphere as 
some one of these. 

urelv no modern novelist has been so versatile as he, few 
" 

c;o voluminous; he has caught and reproduced the conditions 
and atmosphere of An1erican political and social life, the life 
of England and of Italy, of Germany, of Turkey, of India, and 
of ancient Persia. He has done all these things well; and he 
tells with no less power the story of simple love than the doings 
of some unearthly creation of his own fertile fancy. He has 
made real \vhat he said a novel should be: an "intellectual artis
tic luxury." He believed that the primary purpose of fiction 
is art, and that if it is genuine art there need be no anxiety 
about its good results. 

\ 
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Cranrford's funeral occurred at orrento, \vhere he had 
made his hon1e for tnany year . The ccrerHony \Vas sirnple but 
the I tal ian cities Jo,vcrcd their flags to half-rna t in his honor. 

Swinburne's 
Death 

1: oiJo,ving the tnessagc of ra \V ford's death, a 
cJo ~eJy a night the day_, con1es \VOrd that lo-er
non Charles \\finburne ha pas ed into the 

beyond. I·fc \vas the last great poet of the \ Tictorian Era. 1 Ie 
\Va one of the six great poets of that era \vho have placed it 
second only to the age of Elizabeth in the history of Engli h 
verc;e. Since the death of Tennyson in ] 92 \vinburne ha 

• 

stood ac; the greatest living English poet. I-Ic \Vas particularly 
the product of the \ -ictorian era, being born in the very year 
the g-reat queen can1e to the throne. Strange to say ho,vever. 
but little is kno\vn by the public generally of the life and per
sonal ity of the poet. I-Iis father \vas a distinguished officer of 
the Roval ::\avv and his mother \Vas a descendant of the earl . "' 

of Ashburnhan1. Eie 'vac; educated at Balliol College. Oxford, 
but left ,,·ithout taking a degree and \vent on a journey to Italy. 

His first appearance in literature \Va as a dran1atist. I1e 
published hie; first four dramas in rapid succession: '·Rosa
mond" ( 1860), "The Queen ~I other'' ( 1 GO), "1\talanta in 
Calydon" ( 1865) and "Chastelord" ( 1865). The first of these 
dramas had for its subj ect the tragedy of I-Ienry II at \\1ood
stock, the second the massacre of St. Bartholotne\v, the thini 
deals \vith a Greek theme in the Greek manner, and the last 
with the life of 1fary Stuart at the French Court. These \VOrks 
sho,ved the versatility and the remarkable n1etrical po,ver of the 
young poet and \VOn for him a considerable reputation among 
cultivated ~eaders. But it \vac; not until the publication of 
"Poems and Ballads" ( 1866) that he became kno,vn to the 
wider public. Quite unfortunately fo r him, he became then, 
not only famous, but almost noto rious. The newly published 
volume showed that the young poet had a mind and a voice of 
his own. It showed that he had "deemed fit for poetical treat
ment certain passionate aspects of human life concerning \vhich 
the best English tradition had hitherto been one of reticence." 
Sensationalistc; at once sought out for discussion these few 
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poem of questionable propriety, and soon the volume was the 
subject of a discussion so heated that another like it is hardly 
to be found in our literature. 

The discussion was especially unfortunate for the poet's 
fame, for a general impression \vas made, by it, in the popular 
consciousness, and still faintly lingers there, that the poet's 
vie\v-point is distorted and untrue. He is very generally recog
nized for his excellent rhythmical po\ver, but there is a vague 
notion that he is something of a sensual poet, \vhile the truth 
is that the few poems from which the opinion grew vvere the 
productions of a mere boy and do not by any means represent 
the attitude of the mature tnan, as it found expression in the 
o-reater portion of his writings. These questionable poems 
\vere, a critic says, "obviously the hasty and violent defiance 
hurled in the face of British Philistjnism by a youthful writer, 
\Vho, in addition to his scorn of conventions, \Vas also, it is 
plain, prompted by a very boyish desire to shock the respecta
bilities of the average Phili~tine.'' In his mature \vritings he 
presented rather a stern ideal, though under the form of the 
most polished verse. He n1ight even be charged with being 
rather over-spiritual and no one could regret these early poems 
more than he. 

He was a persistent and pains-taking writer, but somehow 
he has never been kept well before the public eye. It is true 
that he has been favorably treated, \Yhen treated at all, by most 
of the recent critics. But it is hoped that something will now 
be done to \vake up the public generally to an appreciation of 
his real worth and that he will be accorded his true place along 
\vith Arnold and Rossetti. 

\ 
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Books and Authors 

H. M. DARGAN. 

APRIL I~OOLERY. 

"The tin1c has con1e," the \VaJrus aid, 
"To talk of n1any things: 

Of shoes-and ships-and scaling wa.~
Of cabbages-and king~-

And 'vhy the ca is boiling hot-
And whether pig ha vc wings." 

-Ltn.CJis Carroll. 

1 on sense verse i urely ver) ancient. \ 'e can not doubt 
that the Greek and l~on1an - con1po ed n1any idiotic hcxarneters 
and alcaic , \vhich have failed to con1e do,vn to us only fron1 
lack of appreciation on the part of grave n1onkish copyists. ur 
O\Vn early literature has pre crved a \vide ranae of non ense, 
fron1 ... father 10ose to son1e peeches in hake peare, and tnuch 
more has been \Vritten and forgotten, since taste in joke changes 
rapidly frotn century to century. Yet in spite of such variations, 
the liking for rhyn1c \Vithout reason is certain to reappear in 
every age \Vhen n1en g ro \v tired of thinking. 

The trues t foolishnesc; is never produced by fools . Plainly, 
in order to underc;tand silliness \Ve must firs t knO\V a little about 
\visdotn. 'Io t hun1or i based on incongruity and it can be 
enJoyed only \vhen \Ve posc;ess c;on1e conception of the fitness of 
things, a s \veil a of their unfitness. v\' hen that has been ac
quired, \ve may find great relaxation in seeino- our O\vn ideas 
turned upside-do\vn and topsy-turvy by a genuine humorist. 
Of course, he must obc;erve certain lin1its of n1oderation and 
reverence. \vhich arc all too frequently neglected; but in gen

eral, the tnore delicate the point of taste \vhich is violated, the 
better is the joke. 

The success of nonsense, a s a separate division of humor, 
depends upon skilfully blending the poss ible and matter-of-fact 
\Vith the utterly absurd. Fun must never degenerate into mere 
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meaningless twaddle, but should always be colored with a 
shadowy reasonableness. On the other hand the writer must 
"never deviate into sense," for his reader will feel indig nant at 
the slightest suggestion of thought in a book picked up only for 
amusement. 11oreover, pure nonsense should never encroach 
upon the fields of parody or satire. To steer a clean course 
bet\veen these perils is a delicate task, requiring no little tact 
and brains. The versifier must also possess a ripe kno,vledge of 
the science of poetry, in order that he n1ay ingeniously apply
or misapply-its la,vs to the heig htening of his effects. For all 
these reasons it is easy to see \vhy this is a very difficult branch 
of literature, and there are fevv \vho excel in it. 

Charles Dodgson vvas an English clergyman and a distin
g uished n1athematician, but he is better kno\vn by the pen-natne 
of ''Le,vis Carroll." author of ".A.lice in \Vonclerland" ancl 
dThrough the Looking-Glass." These fatnous children's books 
contain some of the clevere"t nonsen~e, both in prose and rhy1ne, 
that has ever been \Yritten ... nother of his masterpieces is "The 
Hunting of the Snark: .\.n _A.gony in Eight Fits." Snarks arc 
rare animals, and the poem is careful 

"To describe each part1cular batch: 
Distinguishing those that have feathers and bite, 

From those that have whiskers, and scratch." 

The Jubjub is also an interesting fovvl: 

".A..s to temper the J ubj ub's a desperate bird, 
Since it lives in perpetual passion; 

Its taste in costume is entirely absurd-
It is ages ahead of the fashion: 

• • • • • • 

Its flavour \\hen cooked ts tnore exquisite far 
Than n1ntton, or oysterc:; , or eggs : 

(Some think it keeps best in an ivory jar, 
And some, in mahogany kegs :) 

You botl it in sawdust: you salt it in glue: 
You condense tt with locusts and tape: 

Still keeping one principal object in view
To presen·e 1ts symmetrical shape." 

\ 
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Le\vi arroll s \VOrk is notable for a ridiculou gravity of 
tyJe and a fin~ ense of rhythn1. In the latter quality h,. ha. 

been ~quailed hy E<hvard Lear. \vho c lyric are fuU of delicate 
fancy. i\ stam:a from "The J umblic ' may en•e a an exam pi : 

"They sailed to the \~ e tern Sea. they did,
To a land a11 covered with tree ; 

And they bought an owl and a u efu] cart, 
1\nd a pound of rice, and a cranberry tart, 

And a hive of silvery bees; 
And they bought a pig and sontc green jackdaws, 
And a lovely rnonkcy with lollipop pa\\ , 

And forty bottles of ring-ho-rec, 
And no end of Stilton cheese. 

Far and few, far and few. 

Arc the lands where the ] umblic live; 
Their heads arc green. and their hands arc blue; 

And they went to sea in a sieve." 

Lear \vas also the author of t\VO hundred and hvclve "lin1-
ericks," a form of nonsense which he did much to make popu
lar. The fir t spccirnen o-iven belo\v is frorn his pen ; the other 
are from various sources. 

"There was an old man of Thennopyhc, 
\Vho never did anything properly: 

But they said: "If you choose 
To boil eggs in your shoes, 

You cannot remain in Thern1opyJa!." 

"There \vas a young man who was bitten 
By twenty-two cat~ and a kitten; 

Stghed he, "It is clear 
l\fy finish is near: 

No matter; I'll die like a Briton r· 

"There wac; a young lady of Niger 
'Who smtled as she rode on a Tiger; 

They came back from the ride 
With the lady inside, 

And the sn1ile on the face of the Tiger." 

Humor of a 
Ballads: fi1uch 

slightly different type is found in ''The Bab 

ound and Little ense, '' by vV. S. Gilbert. 
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Most of these productions are exciting and often bloodthirsty 
stories, told in tuneful stanzas with an amazing choice of 
vvords. They are not often strictly nonsense, but the following 

selections are very near it : 

BAINES CARE\V, GE~TLEMAN. 

Of all the good attorneys \vho 
Have placed their names upon the roll, 

But fe,v could equal Bainec; Care\v 
For tende r-heartedness and soul. 

Of all the many clients '' ho 
Had mustered round his legal flag, 

No single chent of the cre\v 
\Vas half so dear ac; Captain Bagg. 

''Oh, Baines Care\\ , my \voe 1\·e kept 
A secret hitherto, vou know:"-• 

(And Baines Carew, Esquire, he wept 
To hear that Bagg Jzad any woe.) 

"Domestic bltss has proved my bane,
A harder case you never heard, 

Niy wife (in other matters sane) 
Pretends that I'm a Dicky bi rd t'' 

"Oh, \voe! oh, sad! oh, di re to tell!" 
(Said Baines), "Be good enough to stop." 

And senselec;s on the floor he fell, 
With unpremeditated flop! 

Said Captain Bagg, " \Veil, really I 
A.m grieved to thtnk It pains you so. 

I thank you for your sympathy; 
But hang it !-come-I say, you know !" 

THE STORY OF PRINCE AGIB. 

"Strike the concertina's n1elancholy string ! 
Blo\v the spi rit-sti r ring harp like anything ! 

Let the piano's martial blast 
R ouse the echoes of the P ast, 

F or of Agib, P n nce of Tartary, I sing ! 

• 

' 
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Of Agtb, who, amid Tartaric scenes, 
Wrote a lot of ballet music in his teens: 

His gentle spirit rolls 
In the melody of souls-

\Vhich is pretty, but I don't know what it means." 

Although Charles Stuart Calverley is best kno\vn as the 
author of skilful and amusing parodies, some of his work is 
sufficiently devoid of meaning. The romantic stanzas quoted 
below are among his happiest. 

''The auld wife sat at her ivied door; 
(Butter and eggs and a pound of cheese) 

A thing she had frequently done before; 
And her spectacles lay on her aproned knees. 

The piper he piped on the hill-top high, 
(Butter and eggs and a pound of cheese) 

Till the cow said "I die" and the goose asked " \Vhy ;'' 
And the dog said nothing, but searched for fleas. 

The farmer's daughter hath ripe red l:ps; 
(Butter and eggs and a pound of cheese) 

If you try to approach her, away she skip~ 
Over tables and chairs with apparent ease. 

The farmer' s daughter hath soft brO\\ n hair; 
(Butter and eggs and a pound of cheese) 

A.nd I met with a ballad, I can't say where, 
\Vhich wholly consisted of lines like these.'' 

Professional \Vriters of serious literature have seldom \Von 
distinction in the field of nonsense. The publication of idiotic 
rhyme does not always add desirably to the reputation of a 
poet or novelist ; so that he prefers to issue such trifles anony
mously. \lV e can thus account for the number of unclaimed 
effusions which go the rounds of our comic papers. It must 
have been a very modest genius indeed who allowed the follow
ing touching lines to go unsigned : 

"The ox, that tnumbled in his stall, 
Perspired and gently sighed, 

And then, in sympathy, it fell 
Upon its back and died. 

• 
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The hen that sat upon her eggs, 
With high ambition fired, 

Arose in simple majesty, 
And, with a cluck, expired. 

The j ubej ube bird, that carrolled there, 
Sat down upon a post, 

And wtth a reverential caw, 
Gave up its little ghost." 

381 

Rudyard I<ipling's "La N uit Blanche" borders closely on non

sense. 

I 

"In the full fresh, fragrant morning 
I observed a camel crawl, 

Laws of gravitation scorning; 
On the ceiling and the wall; 

Then I \\ atched a fender walking, 
.i\nd I heard gray leeches sing, 

And a red-hot monkey talktng 
Dtd not seem the proper thing. 

Then a creature, skinned and crimson, 
Ran about the floor and cried, 

And they satd I had the "j ims" on, 
And they dosed tne with bromide, 

And they locked me in my bedroom
Me and one wee Blood Red Mouse

Though I said: "To give my head room 
You had best unroof the house." 

After frenzied hours of waiting, 
When the Earth and Skies \vere dumb, 

Pealed an a\vful voice dictating 
_.t\n intern1inable sum, 

Changing to a tangled story-
"W11at she said you said I said"

Till the Moon arose in glory, 
And I found her .... in my head." 

All the foolery so far quoted has come from the other side 
of the Atlantic. Americans, in spite of their boasted sense of 
humor, seem to lack the higher sense of seriousness, as well as 
the lyrical faculty, 'vhich is needed to write like the English mas
ters. But appreciation of such verse is not lacking among us, 

' 

• 
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for l\·1ic;c; Carolvn vVellc; has collected an acln1irable ctNonsensc ,., 

Anthology, ' frotn \\ hich many of the quotations in this article 
are taken. One fatniliar fonn of native idiocy is Colonel Stream
er's "Ruthless Rhvn1es for I-Ieart1esc; I·Ion1e~." • 

"?\faking toast at the fireside, 
Nurse feJI In the grate and died; 
And what makes it ten tin1es worc;e, 
AJI the toast was burned with Nurse.'' 

"In the drinking-well 
(\Vhich the plun1ber built her) 

Aunt Eliza fell,-
We must buy a filter." 

11iss vVells is guilty of the follo\ving: 

"] ohnny climbed up on the bed, 
And hammered nails in l\famma's head. 

Though the child 'vas much elated, 
1v1amma felt quite trritated. 

"Betty and Belinda Ames 
Had the pleasantest of games; 

'T"·as to hide from one another 
Marmaduke, their baby brother. 

Once Belinda, little love, 
Hid the baby in the stove; 

Such a joke! for little Bet 
Hasn't found the baby yet." 

Mr. Gelett Burgess has written nonsense of a higher grade. 

"l\1y feet, they haul me Round the House, 
They I-Ioist me up the Stairs; 

I only have to Steer them and 
They Ride me Every\\ heres." 

"I wish that my Room had a Floor; 
I don't so much care for a Door, 

But this walking around 
Without touching the ground 

Is getting to be quite a bore!" 



J 
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Some years ago a silly quatrain called "The Purple Cow" 
won Mr. Burgess a reputation which grew wearisome, to judge 
by the revised version. 

"THE PuRPLE Cow. 

Reflections on a Mythic Beast, 
Who's Quite Remarkable, at Least. 

I never Saw a Purple Cow; 
I never Hope to See One; 

But I can Tell you, Anyhow, 
I'd rather See than Be One. 

CINQ ANS APRES. 

(C onfessio1l: and a Portrait) Too, 
Upon a Bacllground that I Rtte I) 

Ah, yec; ! I wrote the "Purple Cow"
I'm Sorry now, I Wrote it! 

But I can Tell you, Anyhow, 
I'll Ktll you if you Quote it!" 

The C entur.v 1lf aga:;ine once published a series of lessons in 
natural history for children, by Mr. Oliver Herford. The 
consisted of small and untruthful pictures of domestic animals, 
with explanatory stanzas beneath. Here are some of the open
ing couplets : 

THE }lEN. 

Alas! my Child, where is the Pen 
That can do ] ustice to the Hen? 

THE CO\V. 

The Cow ts too \vell kno\vn, I fear, 
To need an Introduction here. 

SoME GEESE. 

Ev-er-y chtld "ho has the use 
Of his sen-ses kno\vs a goose. 

It seems unnecessary to dwell upon the value of such drivel 
as a mental medicine, to refresh the overstrained intellect with 
a wholesome insanity. Even if we do not quite assent to Dr. 
William Rolfe's saying that "he tnust be a fool indeed who can
not at times play the fool, and he \vho does not enjoy nonsense 
must be lacking in sense" ,-yet certainly a man is much to be 
pitied \vho \Vill not laugh at Le\vis Carroll, Edward Lear, and 
the best of their fello,v-singers. 
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Exchanges 

C. CLEVELAND KisER. • 

The follo\ving is an extract from an editorial in the !\{arch 
issue of The C oluuzbia A! onthl}'J issued by the students of Co
lumbia University, N e\v York City: 

''To combat student apathy " 'e find difficult enough \Vithout 
the added burden of official scorn or indifference. Some fe\v 
members of the faculty have shown a derisive disregard for our 
efforts to maintain an undergraduate literary periodical, which 
is ineffably shameful; pardonable only \vhen it pa<:,ses untouched. 
That his contempt tnight not be unobserved one professor has 
inscribed the follo\ving amiable legend across the face of an 
application for subscription: 'I \vaste neither time nor money 
on such things. I read students' con1positions in n1y classes; 
that is quite enough juvenile stuff for n1e.' The poor man! 
Passing his tin1e digesting sophotnore essays \vhen he might be 
composing more of his well kno~'n literary masterpieces has 
soured his temper and spoiled his manners. vVe had ahva; s 
thought that one tnight be a theme-reader and a gentleman at 
the same titne. But alas! another illusion shattered. Still an 
instructor for \vhom his pupils' \YOrk is "stuff'' tnust be an 
inspiring and sympathetic teacher, superlatively adapted to fos
ter youthful atnbitions and do honor to the traditions of Columbia." 

Indeed, l\Ir. Editor, •ve syn1pathize \vith you, and at the 
same time admire your "spunk." We repeat with you "The 
poor man!" It is appalling to find in college journals repeated 
editorials pleading for n1ore contributions, and \Ve are at a loss 
to know what to say \vhen we read such an editorial as that 
given above. The value of a college journal cannot be overesti
mated. It is every bit as important as athletics and debating 
societies, and yet the faculties of colleges urge the student bodies 
to prove loyal to their different ball teams, as the case may be, 
and press the cause of the debating societies, and at the same 
time refer to their college journal as "that stuff." As the editor 
of the C olttmbia Monthly says, it is bad enough to combat stu
dent apathy \vithout "the added burden of official scorn or 
indifference." 

• 
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As we come to the close of this scholastic year, it is our sin
cere wish that more attention be given by the students and 
faculties of our various literary colleges during the succeeding 
years, to their college journals. 

Ouachita Ripples We are glad to vvelcome to our table the 
Ouach,ita Rt·p_ples, the March issue being the first 

we have received this term. We regret that we have not had 
the pleasure of reading previous issues, since we found this 
number so interesting. There is, however, one general criticism 
we wish to make. It may seem trivial and of minor importance, 
but it certainly lowers the standard of a magazine to find bad 
spelling and typographical errors. In one place the word "colos
sal" is misspelled; in another we notice "eround" for "around," 
and other similar errors. This would not be so noticeable had it 
occurred once or hvice, but the errors are found throughout the 
magazine. \Ve vvould suggest that the editors \vatch this more 
closely. 

As to the contents of the magazine we w<Yuld not \Vant any 
better material. The articles are serious, timely, interesting, and 
show much thought and labor. In the article on "Puritan and 
Cavalier" the author has very thoroughly and fairly treated the 
two types. He takes up each one and tells what it has contributed 
toward the advancement and betterment of our country, finally 
ending with the idea that now we are no more Puritans or Cava
liers, but true Americans. We wish to take issue with the 
author in the statement that "the Southern Gentleman had 
blighted his leisure vvith surfeiting and lacked that one neces
sary quality in vvar - strong manhood." It is true that the 
"Southern Gentlemen'' had been accustomed to luxury and were 
over-indulgent in indolence, and it is also true that the Puritan 
suffered hardship and constant toil, but it is doubtful whether 
any other people would have held out for years under the same 
conditions. 

The author of "Byron's Personality" has very clearly pointed 
out to us how his personality is so marked in his poetry. The 
article shows much originality. The same thing can be said of 
"The Transitional Epoch." In fact this is the best article in the 
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magazine. lt contains good thought, and is artistically fratncd. 
The c;tories in the Ripples do not reach the standard that the 

essays do, but "Vincent, of the Fifty-fourth \ 7irginia" deserves 
mention, though the plot is worn. There is a great lack of poetry. 

Another exchange, \vhich \Ve are glad to \Vel
corne for the first time this tenn, ic; the Chicora 

Ahnacen. It contains orne good material, especially the essay 
on "l\1emory" and the poem on "Longfello\v." The essay on 
"l\Ietnory" is original and very carefully \Vritten. In the begin
ning is furnished us an excellent definition of n1ctnory: "l\Ictn
ory is the cabinet of the imagination, the treasury of the reason, 
the registry of the conscience, and the council chamber of 
thought." Continuing, the author \Vrites: "l\fen1ory is the 
golden cord binding all the natural gifts and excellences to
gether, and though it is not vision in itself, still it is the pritnary 
and fundan1ental po\ver \Vithout \vhich there could be no other 
intellectual operations." The author displa) s excellent thought; 
the rhetoric is good, and the article, as a \V hole, is \veil \vritten. 

The stories are light and fluffy. There really \vould not 
have been much in "Girls and Rats" had it not been for the intro
duction of "Sir Gray-coat and his dainty little bride, the charm
ing Miss Frisky." This is all that saved the story. At fir c;t 
thought the subject reminded us of a different kind of rats, but 
we are glad to learn that they \vere the real little rodents, and 
that Sir Gray-coat and his bride partook on their \vedding night 
of the remnants of one of those delicious boxes received by col
lege girls and boys from their "loved ones." "~{y Lady of the 
Roses" is also good, as \veil as ((Biddie and Bill." 

C h icora 
Almacen 

\Ve congratulate you, 1\liss Editor, on the brave c; tand you 
take in your editorial "College Girl Slang.,, It is to be hoped 
that more such editorials \vill appear in our journals. 

The R eview 
and Bulletin 

The Review and Bulletin, ic;c;ucd bv the students 
• 

of the Southern University, Greensboro, Ala-
bama, presents a very attractive appearance, 

but permit us to say to you, 11r. Editor, that a magazine \vhich 
contains incorrect spelling and poor English \\·ill surely not find 
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a place among the leading college journals. It matters not how 
good the thought, if the English or spelling is poor, it lowers 
the standard considerably. At first we thought the fault lay with 
the printer, but mistakes \vere so frequent that we were com
pelled to lay the blame first on the authors of the articles and 
next on the editor. 

No\v the material is good, especially "Shakespeare's Fools." 
The author handled the subject very well indeed. In regard to 
the story "Cupid, Jack and the Lady" we see no need for divid
ing it into chapters or divisions. Why not let it run along 
smoothly? 

The Editorials and Exchanges are very good indeed. 

The Wofford College I ournal is one of the best 
T he W offo rd 
College Journal magazines which come to our table. Is the 

"11erry Wido\v" fad new at Spartanburg? It 
\vould seem so from the fact that the I ournal gives us two arti
cles on it in the 1\Iarch issue. The story on "The 11erry 
Vlido\v" is very good. The plot is something to this effect: 
T\vO girls were standing on the battery at Charleston. One 
\vas crying, and \Yhen asked by a young man what her troubles 
were, and if he could be of any assistance, told him her trouble 
and he immediately proceeded to save the "Merry Widow." He 
gets it to her, but accidentally falls in the water while stepping 
from the boat to the wharf, which is some distance from where 
the hat had fallen in. The girls become impatient waiting for 
him and so send his friend. \vho had come up vvith him, to find 
the fello\v. He \vas \vet and refused to go back \vhere they 
\vere. He had fallen in love with the girl, after S\vearing to his 
friend a little \vhile before meeting them that he \vould never 
see the girl he could love. Time goes on, the young man enters 
Vanderbilt; graduation day comes around and the young fellow 
receives a note \vith a bunch of flo\vers from the same girl, but 
vvhen he sought her and asked her to love him, was informed 
that her husband was waiting for her. Moral: Boys, don't be 
slow. 

The two essays "Some Reflections Upon the Princess, Chiefly 
of the Lyrics Found Therein" and "Samuel Taylor Coleridge" 
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deser ve special mention, more pa rt icularly for their good form. 
The author sums up the first a rticle by saying : t(One could 
read every d~y these lyrics, yet each clay he \Vott1d he impris
oned by some new occurring thought ... 

T he editorials also are timely and \vell-\\ritten. 

W e are well pleased \\ith the contents of the University of 
North Carolina mag azine issued by the University o f North 

Carolina. W e notice, ho\vever, an article v~.r rit
ten by \ \Tilliatn Edvvard F itch, lVI.D. , delivered at f-I otel :\Ian
hattan, D ecen1ber 11, 1908, before the New York Societv o f the 
Founders and Patriots o f America, on t(Some ThinQ·s the Col
ony of N or th c~u (d ina J) id and Did First in the F ounding of 
Engljsh Speaking _,\rncrica .. , WhiJr fl,i ~ 1r tlc le is well written 
and fu rnishec; Yaln:-thJe inforn1atior: :1 nd \Yh i!e the students o f 
the 1\~ or th Carolina C'"niYrrsity are nn cf r-. ubt pro ud of the fa cts 
contained therein , J t the same ti n~e \':P. feel th a t c01i·")g-e journal s 
should be confined to the \\·ork of th e tud 0-nt hod \. \\'"e have .. 
nothing- but the highest p ra ise fo r the article itself. 

T he plot o f "J un1ping I nto \Vealth " is out of th e o rdinary 
and vve make a plea for more s uch stori es. Ho\v tiresome it is 
to read and re-read the simple, and a ltnost idiotic, love-sicken
ing stories ! But that is the duty of an E xchange Edito r, you 
know. 

The essay on "Chopin and P oe, a Comparative Study" is 
certainly one of the best articles we have read in a college 
journal this year. Now, to be sure, there have been many excel
lent aricles \vritten on P oe, but \Ve have here a comparison of 
these two g reat geniuses, and the autho r has performed the task 
admirably well. Give us more such articles. 

T HE CYNIC. 

]. B. R. 

"Father, I cannot tell a lie."- W e11 what of that ? 
I 've been in that fix many a tin1e, and so have you. 
It often happens that the truth just must come-flat ; 
Ain't nothin' else (which you can think of) that will do. 

"Father, I cannot tell a lie"-Don't guess he could; 
Wuzn't he the on]y kid wuz there 'at had a hatchet? 
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An' didn't the red paint on the blade stick to the wood? 
An' didn't the size of them there chips exactly match it? 

"Father, I cannot tell a lie"-Well I guess not, 
Like's not he'd stole son1e pte and ~lag wuz in a huff, 
She'd heard him chopping out there in the lot, 
And told his dad; there's plenty o' cooks that's mean enough. 
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-The Universit>• of ]\Torth Carolina Maga:;ine. 

(Apologies to Rudyard l( ipling.) 

l\hLTON \ VHlTE. 

There are jacks in Latin, jacks in Greek, 
Jacks to many lessons hard, 

We need n1ore jacks, our minds are weak, 
They'll be your ever faithful pards. 
Even in class, \YC need them yet, 
Lest we forget, lest "e forget. 

We think, poor fools, we've got Prof. sackt, 
The way '' e' ll do him is a sin; 

vVe have our lessons nght well jackt, 
A.nd sometimes kill him for a ten. 
But sti ll you see we need them yet, 
We might forget, we might forget. 

Exan1s draw ncar so blooming fast, 
De harder ride upon our mules, 

To earn a riunce cap at the last 
We ride on and ren1ain the fool. 
''Don't use Jacks'' you say to 1ne? 
\Vhy, mercy on us, 'Fessor Key! ! 

Amen. 
-The R eview aud Bulletin,. 

\Ve ackno\vledge receipt of the follo,ving March exchanges : 
A1 c}.f aster 111 onthl:,', TV,iHthro p Journal, H oward A1 onthi'y, The 
Picayune , Uni7/ersif)' of North Carolina Magazine, The Geor
gia1l, Randolph-.l'vf aeon, ColtMnbia Monthly, Vanderbilt Ob
server, Trin1·ty ... 4rchive, Review and Bulletin, 01tachita Ripples, 
Chicora A!Jnacen, TVofford College J our11al, University of Vir
ginia Maga.zine, The Fleur De Lis, The Colleg1·an, The Bruno
niau, The College Reflector, Brenau Journal, The Ba31lor 



, 

390 THE MERCERIAN 

Literary, The Furman Echo, Bessie Tift Journal, Chimes of 
Shorter, The Redwood, The Messenger, The Talisman, The 
Aurora, Ottawa Campus, The Co-Ed, The Weekly Spectrum, 
High School Student, Sewanee Purple, The A corn, Davzdson 
College Magazine, The Pabnetto. 

Mercer vs. 
Macon 

Athletics 

EDWARD ]ELKS, Editor 

Baseball 

On March 19 we witnessed our first game at 
the Central City park. \Ve all had been impa
tient to see our old players \vork again and 

curiosity tningled \vith deepest interest had made us even more 
anxious to see what the new men could do. The games with 
the second team had aroused all manner of rosy hopes and all 
we needed \Vas a confirmation of these hopes \vhen the team 
should be under fire in a contest. This confirmation came when 
we met a team composed of 1\Te\v York and Macon players on 
the nineteenth, which resulted in a score of 2 to 1 in favor of 
lour opponents. We were defeated, but by a team of profes
sionals, and our men made a showing that was gratifying to 
Mercer's Macon friends and satisfied completely us Mercer boys. 
The game demonstrated the fact that we have a team of the 
first order. 

Auburn 4 
Mercer 3 

Mercer's 1909 baseball season proper opened 
March 26 \Vith her first Auburn game. If there 
be such a thing as a "Jonah," Auburn surely is 

Mercer's "Jonah," for she has defeated our team every game in 
the last several years ; but we had expected to turn the tables this 
year. You know how they turned. 

The game started off in the first inning \vith neither side 
scoring. In the second each team got one run. Things rambled 
on until the seventh when Auburn succeeded in adding two 
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more runs to her credit; however, in our half we had secured one 
run also, so with only one point ahead of us, it was still some
\vhat doubtful as to who would be the winner. The eighth in
ning closed \vith the score of Auburn 4, Mercer 2. Almost 
before the spectators \vere conscious the ninth had begun, Mer
cer had the bases full and "nobody down." Reynolds was up in 
the air and the loyal rooters for Mercer exerted themselves to 
the utmost and succeeded in making him more and more 
"flighty." He forced in a run by giving a base on balls. The 
gatne appeared to be ours. But the tide in the affairs of our 
men turned and \vith three of our best batters up \Ve could not 
score even one run. 

Richards pitched as of old and reminded us of 
game last year. The hits \vere made as follO\VS: 
Salter 1, Richards 1, Gray 2. 

The line-ups \vere : 

the Georgia 
1viallarv 1, ... 

Mercer. Auburn. 

Fleming , rf ............... -.................................................................................................. Webb, cf. 
Fender, ss ....................................................................................................................... Hall, c. 
Mallar)~, 1 b ............................................................................................................. McCO)' , lb. 
Salter, cf . ............................................................. -.................................................... Smith, 2b. 
Faulk, 2b ................................................................................................................... Stewart, If. 
Richards, p ....................................................................................................... McClure, 3b. 
Gray, lf ......................................................................................................................... Allen, ss. 
Smith, c ...................................................................................................................... Sm:J~er, rf. 
Croom, 3b .................. -... . ................. ·-········· -· ........................................ Re)'nolds, p. 
Mosley (batted for Croom in n inth.) 

Auburn 1 
Mercer 0 

Saturday, March 27, Mercer \vent into the game 
with even more determination to \vin from 
Auburn than she had felt on the day before. 

Our chances were better and everybody thought that surely the 
outcome would be a victory for us. Our men \vent into the 
game to win and fought to the last n1inute of play. We ac
cepted the result with resignation but not ,vith pleasure. The 
ll-1 aeon Telegraph expressed it) "Auburn 1, Mercer 0. Auburn 
won, Mercer didn't." And that is just the way it \vas. 
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Every inning the spectator would think that his side was 
certain to score, but until the ninth the game was nothing more 
than ttthree 1nen up, three men down," except that of course 
both sides got an occasional man on base, \Vhich counted for 
nothing. Mercer went into her half of the ninth with the char
acteristic enthusiasm and went back out on the field with the 
score of 0 as she had eight times before. Auburn, however, was 
more fortunate. The first n1an up fanned. The next, McCoy, 
got a sing le and on a sacrifice by Smith went to second. Mal
lary had the ball, so McCoy started to third, reaching there just 
after Melton had caught the ball fron1 lVIallary, but instead of 
sliding he ran over Melton, making him drop the ball and so 
scored. The game was ended. 

The pitchers ' work was good. Thomas did not let up a 
single hit. Gray gave only four and these \Vere scattered. Both 
men pitched beautiful games. Gray's fielding \Vas exceptional. 
He made one put out, seven assists, and no errors. 

The line-ups \vere : 

Jl! ercer. Auburn. 
Faulk, 2b ........................................................................................................................ Webb, cf. 
Fender, ss ........................................................................................................................... Hall, c. 
l\1allary, lb ..................................................................................................... -........ McCoy, lb. 
Richards, I £ ........................................................... -........................................ -........... Smith, 2b. 
Salter, cf ..................................................................................................................... Stewart, If. 
Mosley, rf ........................................ _ .................................................... -........... McClure, 3b. 
Gray, p . .................................... -................................................................................... Smyer, rf. 
Smith, c .................................................. -........................................ -................... -........... Allen, ss. 
Me I ton, 3 b ....................... -...................................................................... _ ................. Thomas, p. 

Mercer 9 
Gordon 2 

The game with Gordon Institute on April 3 re
sulted in the score Mercer 9, Gordon 2. It \vas 
no n1ore than a tale of two teams that, because 

of the uneven division of ability, are not in the same class. It 
must be admitted that in the first part of the game it looked as 
if the visitors had some chance of doing so much as tying the 
score; but when the Mercer nine had once "got in the game" 
there \Vas no evidence other than that the game was a "walk 
over" for l\1ercer. 

I 
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Davidson pitched his first college gan1e and did it \vell. He 
already had the game won when he was relieved by Gray in the 
eighth. Gray was instrumental in starting things in the seventh, 
''rhen \Ve got four runs, and it \vas while he was pitching that 
\ve brou CYht our score from 3 to 9. 

The teams lined-up as follows: 
.1lfercer. . Gordo11. 
Faulk, 2b ........................................................................................................ : .............. . Stnitl1, c. 

Fender, ss ········································-········ ......................................................... N icholson, ss . 
1\fallary, lb ......................... ·-·······-························· ............................ B. 11c\Vhorter, cf. 

alter, cf ............................................................................................................... Hawkins, lb. 
Richards , rf ............................................ -................................................................. Tl1rash, rf. 
Car son, lf ....................................................................................... :························ .... Sibley, 2b. 
Birch, 3b .............................................. -................................................ H. 1\1c Whorter, lf. 
Stnith, c ........................................................... -.................................................... Lasserre, 2b. 
Davidson, p .......................................................................................................... l\Iercer, p. 

Gray (pitched last t\VO innings). 

S d T 
The second teatn plaved its first e-an1e \vith the 

econ eam r ~ 
vs. MiJJedgeville Georgia 1 Iili tary College at l\Iilledgeville on 

April 2. The fellows report a fine trip, one that 

they all enjoyed, but there has been a scarcity of words concern
ing the game that vvas played, for the score was 2 to 1 in favor 
of the other team. This is the fir t of the trips that 1\1r. Dukes 
has arranged for the second teatn and he expects tha t the others 
will be just as pleasant and that t he games \Vill be a little more 

capable of bearing detailed accounts. 
O ur team consisted of \ Toss, \Vhatley, l\Ielton, Wills, R oach , 

Carson, l\Icsley, Suddeth and Oliphant. 

Tennis 

The n1odern game of lawn tennis closely resetnbles the an
cient gan1e of tennis and could almost be called a development of 
it. La,vn tennis sprang up a ln1ost ~imultaneously in America 
and England; however, the first definite form of it \vas o rig ina
ted in England. 1874, by l\1ajor \i\Tingfield. To his production 
he gave the hopelessly classical nan1e "sphairistike. '' The fol
lo\ving year the 1\farylebone Club laid hands on the game and 

• 
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fonnulated definitely the rules for it, at the san1e tin1e settling 
on the name lawn tennis. The first form \vas characterized bv ., 

the "hour glass" court \vith the net five feet high at the posts ancl 
four feet at the center and by the service lines hventy-five feet 
from the net. Before 1876 thi court \vas changed to practically 
the one of the present day and the \Vhole game itself has suf
fered only slight changes from the game of that early date. 

The missions of a game are various and numerous, but there 
is no one of more importance than its po\ver to satisfy and give 
an outlet to the spirit of combat that is ahvays stirring within 
us ; indeed, \Ve are tempted to claim this as the highest essential 
of an ideal gatne. If this be true, then surely tennis should be 
ranked on top arr.ong the sports, for in what other game is there 
more freedom, more ease, and at the same time more absorption 
in the game itself because of the concentration necessary to play 
it well. You are ahvays man against man busily trying to out
\Vit your opponent and he ever trying the same tactics on you. 
"Remember ho'Ar on one occasion \vhen your opponent was play
ing deep in the court you drew hin1 to the net by a ball chopped 
skilfully just over ; how he returned the stroke, and how you 
next shot the ball do\vn the side line, thinking to pass him. But 
he had anticipated the atten1pt and volleyed cleverly; then, in
stead of trying the cross-court shot that he \vas waiting for, you 
tossed the ball high over his head, and while he spun round and 
raced for it you trotted to the net, prepared to 'kill' the lob that 
he should send in return; but instead of killing it, you decided 
it \vould be more fun to keep him running, and you turned the 
ball over into the farther corner of his court. He \Vent after it 
at full speed and lobbbed again - it \vas all he could do, poor 
fellow- and again the ball fell short, and again you had him 
at your mercy. Tor did you smash the ball this time; instead, 
you turned it off slowly into the other corner. He sprinted hard 
and reached it, only to pop it up easily once more. And now 
you gathered yourself; you saw out of the tail of your eye that 
he had turned and had already started back desperately toward 
the farther corner; and you landed on the ball with all your 
might, beat it to the earth, and sent it bounding straight at the 
place he was leaving. He made a miserable, futile effort to right 
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himself and shift his racket; then you sa\v him walk slowly after 
the ball, with his head drooping and shoulders heaving up about 
his ears, and you chuckled to yourself with huge approval of 
your O\vn astute play -'That got his wind, I guess.' " This is 
the quality that gave to duelling its fascination . This is the 
quality that gives to every contest its fascination. This quality 
more developed in tennis than in the other sports is \vhat gives 
it the charm that is not so pronounced in any other game. 

T h e So uthern On t\Iay 10, 11, 12 in ... \tlanta the Southern Inter-
Inter-C ollegiate . . 
Tennis collegtate Tennts Tournament meets for the 
Tournament third time. J\t the meet most of the leading 
Southern colleges will be represented. Last year the players 
present were from University of Georgia, Auburn, Georgia 
Tech, \\Take Forest, Trinity, ~Iissi~sippi A. and 11. and Missis-
ippi College. The Association desires that Tviercer be repre
ented this year and cordially urges us to send up t\VO men. 

\\l'hy should \Ve not send them? .. 

On the Campus 

ULY 0. THOMPSON, Editor. 

Li·ucs of great nzen all re1nind us
H eisnzan heads the list; 
But wizen Tech conzes down to l.JacoHJ 
Vfl oHJt that lobstcrette be hissed! 

The la\v class is to be congratulated on its victory over the 
Phi Deltas in their annual debate on the night of 1Iarch 19. 
The Phi Deltas \vere placed at a disadvantage O\ving to the ill
ness of t\1r. Burdette, ~,hose speech had to be read by another 
member of the society. l\Ir. Flen1ing acquitted himself \vell and 
fought splendidly for the affirmative ; but his having to fight 
single handed, and to meet the able arguments of Messrs. Legg 
and Hancock accounts for the easy victory of the la\vyers. 

Hogan (in chen1istry) : "Professor, does glycerine make 

the skin smooth or slick?" 

• 
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Rev. Mr. Brownlee of Atlanta, traveling secretary of the 
Georgia S tudents' Missionary League, paid Wesleyan and Mer
cer a pop call a few days since. He is just back from Mexico 
where he has made a close study of the mission work being done 
there. He and Mr. Kiser, the corresponding secretary and 
treasurer of the League, are making a special effort to enlist 
the interest of those colleges which have not heretofore sent 
delegates to the annual convention of the League. Either Bessie 
Tift or Brenau will take care of the convention next year, and 
every college in Georgia ought to be represented. 

The junior class baseball tnen have elected Mr. J ohn G. Gil
lespie manager and these fellows arc confident of the class 
chatnpionship for the season. But it '"'ill not do to be too "cock 
sure,'' for the Sacred Heights team is \Yanning up and J\fana
ge r S. E. ~1itchell confidently predicts that there '11 be a trick in 
it if the juniors \Vin. 

Sam Jameson and Dick Hardaway had started towards town, 
and as the car \vas no\vhere in sight, had decided to \valk. much 
against 1-Iarda\vay's \vill. vVhen they had almost reached their 
dest ination the car \Vh izzed bv and Dick turned to Sam em-

.; 

phatically : "No,v, see there," he said) sco\vling, "just as I told 
you. If \Ve had V\'aited for the car \Ve \VOuld have beat ourselves 
there!" 

Professor Steed (in English class) : ' 'Young men, you 
know that in ou r literary tastes, as in all others, we are apt to 
adtnire the unu '5 ual. \Vill any of you venture an explanation 
as to \\'hy \Ve even countenance the wearing of dainty \vhite 
s lippers on dusty streets?" 

Dargan: ''Professor, I think it's because of the circun1-
stances under vvhich they are worn." 

Dr. Pruitt and his wife, who have for a number of years 
been actively engaged in the missionary work in China, gave 
some interesting and instructive talks to the Tattnall Square 
Sunday school on the third Sunday in 1\rfarch. Dr. Pruitt has 
his family in Macon during his vacation and his occasional vis
its to our chapel services are much appreciated. 
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The approaching senior banquet has been an item of much 
discussion. Part of the class headed by Brown, Lunsford and 
Lummus insisted that it was but fitting and proper that a brim
ming glass of champagne should be tipped to the health and 
future prosperity of the clas of 1909. But no such scheme \Vas 

to be run over such n1oralists as DeFoor, Lord, and Johnson, 
without a protest, and now the mild champagne suggestion is a 
thing of the past. It is believed, however, that a happy com
protnise \vill be effected through the efforts of Bartlett, 11iller 
and Fleming, and that instead of champagne, an egg-nog \vill 
be served with all the necessary ingredients pertaining thereto. 

On the evening of April 9 the 11ercer Young IYien's Chris
tian Association, assisted by the Wesleyan Young Woman's 
Christian Association, gave a deli~htful concert at the Mercer 
chapel. It is ahvays a source of inspiration to see the \Ve leyan 
girls over in this neck of the \voocls and their part of the pro
gran1 was most splendidly executed. Those \vho participated in 
th~ _ cises are I\1e"srs. Dargan, Gresham, Ki~er and the 

fe rs. \Valker of ~Iercer: 11isses Lucy Bryan, Lillian Brice, 
onie Acree, Susie Flo) cl Fort, and Ida Helen 1\1atthe\VS of 

Wesleyan. We are also especially indebted to Mr. Dan Holt of 
the city, who has but few equals on the comedy stage. 

Dr. Forrester: "N 0\\', 1\Ir. Wise, \vill you explain just what 
happened to 11ordecai after I-Ianlan had built a scaffold on 

w hiclt to hang him?" 
Wise : "\i\Thy-er, Doctor, he hung 11ordecai." 
Dr. Forrester: "Your conclusions are logical, 1 r. \Vise, but 

you are \voefully deficient in your reading.'' 

As this issue goes to press. it is rumored around the campus 
that a certain fair damsel, forn1erly of Wesleyan, is about to 
visit friends in the citY. ./\las ! I\ I. B.) it is not in vain that the .. 
sound of your heart rolls in tnig ht) ,,·aves of affection aero""' the 
continent to the grim Rockies' slope , and, repulsed by their un
"Y111pathetic rangec; , echoes and reechoes from .. \Iaska's frigid 
clin1e to the baln1y South ea I le, . o, it is not in vain, belie\ e 
tt~, r. B., for we have been there ourselves. And if, as ) ou 

• 
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have said, she n1acle a wreck of your life, remember that there 
is a salvage stean1er, anchored near by, and rumor has it that 
tt hac; already begun its \VOrk. And any\vay )Ott were not a 
wreck, old pal. You had only lost your rudder, and \Ve judge 
that you have repaired it ere now, or your fire c; \vould not now 
be rekindlec! nor \voulcl so much superheated vapor as the fol
lo,ving no\v be emanating from your exhaust pipe: 

uOh, guide me to some fair Southern isle, 
1\ \vay from the grime and the toil 
\\,?here the palm treec; nod in ceaselec;s rest, 
./\nd peace reigns o'er the c;oil. 
Oh, anchor our bark in the lee of the shore 
In the sheltered and quiet bay, 
Where you and I, sweetheart, may live, 
' Teath Love's unquestioned S\vay. 

Then hand and hand might \Vander \ve 
Do\vn through the trackless yearc;, 
In faith, and joy, and hope, and love, 
Forgetful of our cares." 

"Ceaseless rest"-quite a poetic ambition, my boy, quite po
etic. But who would pay the millinery bills? That, ho\vever, 
doesn't bother us so much. What gets us is, "hand in hand!" 
Hand in hand, hand in hand, ceaseless years of hand in hand. 
Oh fudge! Oh peppermint creams ! Oh chocolate bon-bons ! 

\Veil, \ve certainly hope you can find the right pilot, l\1. B.,
we certain!)' do. And just this : you had better give her a good 
compass or you may be \vrecked \VOrse than you \vere before. 

About seventy-five of the boys \\rent up to Atlanta on the 
ninth to see J\1ercer lick Tech. These fello\vs doubtless had a 
S\vell time, but there is no comparison to be dra\vn when we 
remember the grandeur of that night-robed procession \vhich 
so noiselessly paraded the streets of Macon, vainly seeking 
some one to preach the funeral of Tech, \vhose treasured bier 
they carried in reverential hands. Dr. Bloom \\·as out of the 
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city- in fact we think, he was in Atlanta-and his absence at 
such a time but added to the delightful sorrow of the occa
sion. The ecstatic gloom \vhich had seized upon us deepened 
and finally burst forth into one hilarious shout of grief upon 
the receipt of the follo\ving telegraphic communication from 
the distinguished Tech coach: 

"I shot an arrow into the air 
It \vent and went and \vent; 
Right up and up and up, 
Until its force was spent. 

And then it turned the other way 
And fell and fell and £ell-
And I do believe the drotted thing 
\\'"ill finally land in-Griffin." 

' " , s \ve hastily replied as follo,vs: 

Be sure you're right, then go ahead, 
But never get too bold ; · 
You're apt to cut your cards too high, 
And come out " in the hole." 

Official Note N o. 1. "John D." lost to the "preps" at Mil

ledgeville. 
Official Note ro. 2. H e also lost to Tech-! don't think! 

Selah! . 

Professor \\rest brook: "11r. Durden, do you happen to 
remember the t\VO republics or states in Italy that raised such 
a kick against the reconstruction of that country?" 

Durden: "N O\V, I 'vonlcln't be positive, Professor, but I 
think it \vas Peru and Chile." 
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By the Way 

WATER, LEAF AND \VING. 

Tell me of a fairer thing 
Than the water , leaf and wing 
Unbound in the early spnng! 

Water from the springs that sleep 
In the hillsides dark and deep, 
Singing tn its s ilver flight 
Down the Valley of Dehght. 

Leaf that lifts an emerald eye, 
To the turquoise-tinted sky, 
Hearkening that it may hear 
Flora's footfall drav. ing near. 

\iVtng of butter fly and bird, 
Air v.rith rainbow colors blurred, 

• 
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so_c~:~!~e 
line of swell suits for 
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bred. Every suit distinctive and different There's n go" 
in every curve and crease and a college yell in every pocket 
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Priced $15 To $35 
l Oo/o DISCOUN T ON SUITS TO MERCER STUDENTS 
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\Ving of dragonfly and bee 
O'er the honey-laden lea-

Tell me of a fairer thing 
Than the water, leaf and wing 
Unbound in the early spring! 
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-Clarence Urmy in Smart Set. 

REASSURING. 

A lady on one of the ocean liners who seemed very much afraid of 
icebergs asked the captain what would happen in case of a collision. The 
captain replied : "The iceberg would move right along, madam, just as if 
nothing had happened," and the old lady seemed greatly relieved.-Success . 

. A. bel's Phar ••• acy 
"BILL" ABEL, '07' PROPRmTOR 

~nything in the ::Drug Line 
PHONE 646 BICYCLE DELIVERY 
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MERCER PRESSING CLUB 

CLEANING. MENDING 
DYEING & PRESSING 

ALSO CLEANING AND SHAPING HATS 

ALL ON SHORT NOTICE 

J. L. CLAXTON. Mgr. 
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TnE PROPER TREATMENT • 

.l\lrs. }fix: "I don't take any stock in these fa ith cures brought about 
by the laying on of hands." 

n1 rs. l)ix: "\Veil, I do; I cured my little boy of the cigaret habit that 
way"-lv~u Yorll Globe. 

• 

• 

CovENTRY PAT~tonE oN \VoMA ... 

I thtnk with utterance free to raise, 
That hymn for \vhich the world longs 

A worthy hymn, in won1an's praise . 

BYRON ON WOMAN 

Oh! too convincing-dangerously dear
In woman's eye the unanswearable tear! 
That weapon of her weakness she can w teld, 
To save, subdue-at once her spear and shteld . 

H.~ . Lamar & Co. 
~~DRUGGISTS~§ 

TELE P HO NE 1000 
512 CB teRRY STRE ET 
Two doora from .tth Nat. Bank 

MACON, GA. 

. . . ' . .. . .. . - . .. . 

EXTREME COLLEGE 
STYLES A SPECIALTY 

SIG B. ROSER THE TAILOR 
588 MULBERRY ST. 
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CARLYLE oN WoMAN. 

My dear mother, with the truthfulness 
of a mother's heart, n1in1stered to all my 
woes, outward and inward, and even 
against hope kept prophesytng good. 

WHAT vVE RE.'\o. 

In hts new book on the "Psychology of Advertising," Professor W. D 
Scott, of North\vestern Un1vers1ty, devote'l a chapter to an analysts of 
the modern newspapers. 

Professor Scott sent these questions to 4,000 newspaper readers: 
"What Chicago daily or da1lies do you read ? Whtch one do you 

prefer? What five features interest } ou most? Do you spend on an 
average as n1uch as fifteen minutes dally reading a Chicago paper? What 
induced you to begin the subscription of the paper or papers?" 

In one of his conclusions, after tabulation of what his respondents 
desired in their daily papers, Profes<5or Scott says· 

"Judging from the answers of three thousand men the conviction is 
forced upon one that they do not care to have a newspaper serve as inter
preter, defender or advocate of the truth. All that is destred 1s a bnef 

• 
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of style. 
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Shoes. Quarter-sizes make you sure of ge~ 
it, and you'll find in our large and varied stock 
of Regals, modds suitable for every · n 

PARKS t: EVERETT 
458 Third Street MACON, M. 
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but comprehensive publication of the news. That editor will be the most 
appreciated who selects most wisely and presents the unvarnished truth 
in all matters in which the constituency are interested. 

uThe ideal paper would have to do only with facts. The news would 
have to be well written, but the interest would be mainly in the news 
itself and not in the reporter's o r publisher's views concerning it. 

The answers showed that local news led all other features in interest. 
Then came political, sporting and financial news. 

p \RLOR DIPLO:MACY. 

"You mustn't play with 11r. Gorum's hat, Bobby,'' said a young lady 
who was entertaining a calle r, to her small brother. 

"Why musn't I?" asked the youngster. 
"Because you n1ight damage it," replied his s ister, "and, besides, he 

will want it shortly."-Pittsburg Observer. 

U t~IVEP.SAL 
NIVERSfTY 
TILIT1ES 

SE:ND YOUR MAIL ORDERS TO 

THE "COLLEGE CO-OP" CO. UNIVRSAl 
NIYfRSilY 
TlUTtl8 

College Department Stores 

(INCORPORATED) 

ATLANTA lt. OXFORD, GA. $20,000.00 paid in Capital S toek 
Felt Pennants and felt goods d~igned and manufactured : Southern A gent A. G., 

Spalding & Bros .. sportina- goods: Amateur Developing and Finiahing-Pictures and Framc::a.1 

Send your orders to The Collea-e '"CQ-OP" Co .. the exclusive college st)re. 97 Peaclttre• 
Street. Atlanta, Ga.. SHELLEY IVEY, PROPftiETOft. 

The Well= 
Dressed Man 
who wants something dif· 
ferent in a shoe who 
wants solid comfort who 
wants to be pleased, not 
for an hour or a day, but 
for every shoe - wearing 
minute throughout the 
year, should KNOW the 
WALK-OVER SHOE. 

' The Sign of Satisfaction 

THE W ALK-QVER MAN 

CLISBY, in Macon 
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CHOICE OF Two EviLS. 

When Charles Dudley Warner was the editor of the Hartford (Conn.) 
Press back in the sixties, arousing the patriotism of the state by his vig
orous appeals, one of the typesetters came in from the composing room 
and planting himself before the editor, said: "Well, Mr. Warner, I've 
decided to enlist in the army." 

With mingled sensations of pride and responsibility, Mr. Warner re
plied encouragingly that he was glad to see that the man felt the call 
of duty. 

"Oh, it isn't that," said the truthful compositor, "but I ' d rather be 
shot than to try to set any more of your copy."-Cleveland L eader. 

WILLING TO TAKE A CHANCE. 

Mother: uAnd when h e proposed, did you tell him to see me ?" 
Daughter: "Yes, mamma; and he satd he'd seen you several times, 

but he wanted to marry me just the same."-The Sphtttx. 

S uFFICIENT. 

Husband: "You never kiss me except \\then you want some money." 
Wife : " Well. isn't that often enough?" - 1 udge 

WHAT MAKE? 

Stella: "There is to be a bridge across the Hudson." 
Bella: "Who is going?"-Harper's Ba~ar. 

o ege 

osters 

Pictures • Pen Rants 
The COLLEGE BOYS' BOOK STORE 

Foot Ball and T e nnis Supplies 

Special L ine Books, 39c, 49c and 59c 

A lways Someth ing New & A ttractive in Picture~ 

McEvoy's 57l CHERRY ST. 

Spectacles and Eyeglasses. !~S~r;ili~g~ee~th~ 
make careful examination for glasses and guarantee satisfaction.~ 
·If your eyes need treatment, he will refer you to an O culist. 

J. H. SPRATLING, OPT ICIAN 
COR. CHERRY ST. AND COTTON AVE. 
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}UST IN TIME. 

"I suppose," said the casual acquaintance, the day after the wedding, 
"it was hard to lose your daughter." 

"No," replied the bride's father. "It did seem that it was going to 
be hard at one time, but she landed this fellow just as we were beginning 
to lose all bope."-Pittsburg Observer. 

THE PEACE DINNER. 

The lion and the lamb were both invited to the feast; 
The lion did not seem to be embarrassed in the least, 
But, on the other hand, the lamb appeared quite ill at ease, 
So close observers noticed he was wobbly in the knees, 

• 

And when the table had been cleared the lion spoke of "Peace," 
But somewhat thickly, for his pipes were clogged with bits of fleece. 

-Philadelphia Public Ledger. 

A giraffe who was painted dark brown, 
And who lived in an African town, 

Said "My neck is a peach, 
Any food within reach 

Can be tasted five times going down." 

WORK CALLED FOR AND DELIVERED 
Punctures Repaired Without Charge 
for 30 Days in All Tires Sold by 

.. 

• • 
RACYCLE, READING, STANDARD, RAMBLER, 

HUDSON AND ELCO 

BICYCLES 
ALL STANDARD MAKES AND BRANDS OF TIRES 

320 SECOND ST. MACON, GA. 
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\'"oL. '{IX .. 1\1AY, 1909 . 

The Evo ution of the Moral Standard 

JOEL S. BROW X • 

"y"" et I doubt not through the ages one increasing purpose runs, 
And the thoughts of tnen are ~ridened \\·ith the process of the suns." 

1-IIS conception of the ever-gro\ving n1an and his ever
gro\ving ideal is cotnparatively n1odern in its staten1ent ; but 
the idea itself, in sotne forn1 or other has been, tn all 

ages , a spark that kindled, in the hutnan heart, a feeling of dissat-
isfaction \Yith existing conditions, both internal and external ; and 
has set man on a never ceasing search for truer ideals to \vhich 
these might be adjusted. That there exists son1ething higher 
than he realize~, tnan instinctively feels. In h1s O\Vn phys ical 
experiences he realiz~ conditions \Yhich are \\Tong and \vhich 
he thinks he c;ees \vays of righting . But even apart from and 
above these imtnediate ends his psychic consciousness perceives, 
vaguely enough perhaps, some perfect order of thing-, ; some 
supretnely perfect type like \vhtch he feels in1pelled to try to 
become ; some Being son1e\vher e \\ hich is the only cause of 

things---1 
"That God, which ever liYes and loYes, 

One God, one law, one element, 
And one far off, divine event, 

To which the whole creation moves" 

• • 
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This idea of "one Gocl, one la\v, one elen1ent" an1ong prin1i
tive peoples existed, perhaps, only in the psychic self, in the 
sou]: and found expression only in the consciousness. The 
clearer revelation of this ideaJ the natur~ of the one r;od, the 
one ~a,~,- . the one elen1ent, the one far-off clivtne even t, and of 
their relation to the individual life and the or der of things. 
~een1s to have been the task and trend of progress. 

The pritnar) step in this clearer revelation of n1orality was 
the guidance of conduct by custon1. .\mong some savage peo
ples \Ve find such conditions still existing, and in the language 
of all peoples \ve find evidences of the very impor tant part \vhich 
cu!==ton1s have had in shaping their mora l ideals. Even at the 
prec;ent time \Ve find that custotn and habit have tTIL'ch tu do 
\Yi1 h the attitude of most communities to\vard aln1ost every cir-

~ 

c un1stance or institution. Organization built upon cu3totn is 
\vhat \\.~e find in tnost savage tribes. It is true that they have 
usually, a king \vhose \vord is absolute, but their obedience to 
him is merely customary and h e has no la\vs except hi , 0\\'11 

unstable will. The Greeks, until the time of Draco and Solon, 
and the Israelites until the giving of the la\v on Sinai, \Vere 
governed chiefly by custom. The wrong \vhich Paris did in 
carrying away Helen did not consist in the moral impurity of 
the act, but in the fact that such conduct \\·as not in accordance 
with the usual custon1. A nd the great poet \Vho narrates the 
tale, is not at all morally indignant at him for it. The whole 
category of Greek gods and heroes were guilty of the g rossest 
immoralities, but so long as custom was observed no violence 
was done to the Greek moral sense. The same is true with the 
early Hebrews; to obey custom was their ideal. 

But as customs became more strongly fixed sentiment in 
favor of their observance became strong, and penalties of vari
ous kinds were fixed for their violation. But if these penalties 
were to be imposed it was necessary that some sanction be g iven 
to them. H ence the enactment of laws vvhich were intended to 
establish what the custom really was and to insure its observ
ance. Such was the purpose of Draco's code and of the reforms 
of Solon. Quite contrary to the conception ordinarily held, that 
government by la\v \vas the result of reflection, la\vs came, as 
Mackenzie points out, before men began seriously to reflect 
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upon their condition. La\\S ''ere \Yithout feeling. cold facts 
upon the parchn1ent scrolls or upon tablets of stone, as in the 
case of the "lavvs of the J\1edes and Persians \vhich altereth 
not." But it \vas found that fixed la,vs could not be interpreted 
literally \Yithout inflicting injustice upon sotne, for as Paul 
observed of the old la\v and testatnent, ''The letter killeth, but 
the <;pirit n1aketh alive." 

Thus n1en \vere led to reflect upon the forn1ulatecl la\vs; 
rules ineYitably conflicted and no exception \Yas made in the 
la\vs for exceptional cases, so men came to deduce the principles 
\vhich underly the fixed la\vs. Then vve have reached the stage 
\vherc "reflective tnorality is substituted for customary observ
ance .. , \V e are not to understand, ho\Yever. that '"hen the 
reflective stage is reached. n1en then govern their actions entirely 
by deliberation, for there are crises in \vhich there is no tin1e 
for reflection and choices are to be made that involve the un
kno\vn future about \vhich one does not and cannot kno\v and 
\vith regard to \vhich one must act on faith. 

Nor n1ust we suppose that previous to this titne tnen had 
not passed any sort of judgment upon their O\Vn conduct. For 
just as \ve find genns of conduct in animals so also, \Ve find 
there germs of judgment upon conduct. The earliest form of 
this moral judgment in n1an is, as Clifford points out, \vhat he 
calls the "tribal self.'' The first tnanifestation of \vhat \Ve call 
conscience seen1s to result from the juclgn1ent as to \vhether 
or not one's O\Yn conduct is such as subserves the interest of the 
tribe. From this -vve see that man does not at first think of him
self as an independent individual, but as a part of his commu
nity, and conscience grO\\'S out of the promptings of the social 
self, because only in society can he find a standard by which to 
judge his O\vn actions. 

No\v, as in the beginning of moral development, man's con
duct was guided by custom, almost n1echanically, so in the 
beginning of the reflective stage, the moral standard by \vhich 
the avvakening conscience judged of any action was custom. 
Then carne a conflict in customs and the resort \vas to the estab
lished laws to determine \vhat \vas the proper custom. Of 
course these chan~es -vvere very slow; yet by degrees, the cotn
mand "thou ~halt not'' came to take the place of '·one does not.'' 

• 

• 

• 
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T'hns. ''by the la\v con1e the kno\\ ledge of sin. ~ \ tandard of 
action is set up, '' hich serves to each n1an both as a rule of 
life for hin1 elf and a rule of critici 111 upon hi n ighbor . 1"'hen 
con1cs the division of n1ankind into those \\ ho habitually con
forn1 to this rule and tho e \vho violate it. into the good and 
the bad, and feelings of respect for the one class and hatred of 
the other. ' 

13ut o loner as the '']a,,· of the land·· i taken a the n1oral 
standard, the n1oral Jjudgn1ent is not fully developed. For vio
lation of the con1n1aPd, "Thou . halt not . teal" is punishable hy 
]a,,· but the con1n1a 1d. "Thou shalt not covet." \vhich. if one 
did not violate he \vould not steal. n1ay be violated in the heart 
and go unpunished. .. o fron1 these things judgtnent ceased to 
be passed upon the act as con1pared \vith the lavv and can1e to 
be passed upon the spirit pron1pting the act a con1pared \vith 
the principles underlying the la\v. 'Thus the n1oral la\\·, not 
the statute I a \V. becon1es the standard. 

It itnn1ediately becon1es evident that this n1oral judgn1ent 
does not tnerely state the nature of its object. but it atten1pts 
to con1pare it \vith son1e standard considered abo\·e it. The 
questions then arise: Is the judgn1ent pronounced upon the 
act or upon the agent? upon the act itself or upon the tnotive 
of the act? upon the InotiYe of the agent. or upon the character 
of the agent? 1\ncl 'vho is to pass the judgtnent. the actor or 
society? 

The search of the Greek tnind after ans,ver- to these ques
tions sccn1ecl so futile that they \Vere ready to thro\v all to the 
\Vinci and have no standard. That one should do \vhat \vas 
"rio·hf' or "good'' they realized. but yet \\·ho '': ~ <; to detennine 
\vhat \vas right or good an1id so tnan~r conflicting interests. 
The attitude usually a ttributed to the Sophist \\'as that the 
judgment ought to be upon the act, not the agent; upon the act 
itself, not the tnotive; that the actor should be the judge and 
his standard should be the action's efficiency in serving his O\vn 

personal end fron1 his O\vn point of vie\v. Reaction against this 
ideal can1e "·ith Socrates and has kept up even to the present 
tin1e; so that the present attitude on these questions seems to 
be that. not on ly the act, but the agent, e<;pecially, must be 
judged,-the agent. hi.;; motives, and, primarily, his character. 
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l~ut th qu tion till r rna in a t \\hat i h · tandar 1 b) 
\~ hich the · arc to b(' j ud r d. 

r fcrc it i de irablc t) 1 )k bri ·fl\ in th. nature of the 
n1or;1l jttd rntcn . \ ith cu t 111 a th · tan lard, r fl ·cti n i 
npon ''hat "i ,'' \\ ith la\V a th · tan lard. u1 n ''hat ·n1u t b " 
\ i l h a 1 1< ra 1 i d c 1 : 'l t'tn dar 1, up t \ h t • · u 1 t > l .'' It 
i tru th~ t h r · ar{' n1 ral l't\ \ IH c \i 1 ti n hrin a p·n
a l t) , j u t a in o t h r r c a h n f 1 a w . L u t no 1 a' 1 111 r a 1 '' hi c h 
do· not lccn · the indi\ id 1 1 fr h · l . 

"I here arc
1 

in the tnain, thn: · lincs al lll ' hich n n ha\ · 
>ugh for the 1noral stan ar I, f r th i 1 al f c n lu t \ hi h 

' 1 • o 1 ~ht to c< nforn1. Th r l a\ 1 1 n an, 1 pt diff r
:·1g; \\ i I ·1) in detail, bnt, all 1 ' , c n tl' \\he 1 , tcnll ·d along 

,, · of the:· c· three line . \11 tlu ( f th · the ric . h '' ' r, 
eck, in n11e \\a), to di c:ov r \\hat i Right, ~ > >d; the differ-
nee being- in the nceptic n , f ''hat Pi ht or ( J< d i . 

'fh · fir t of th ·e. to fo1l \\ lackLnzie' ord~r. an 1 h n · 
\\hi h sccn1~ chronologi ~ll, i th ilea of 1 )ut', ()bli ati lll, 
L.a\\, a th standard. "I h arli · l f( nn of la\\ t > b ~ u 1 a 
the lanclard \\a the la\\ >f th · trib ·, the la\\ >f th · nati n · 
\\ hich partal'e rath ·r of th • natur · of ''hat IJlrtSf h han >f 

"hat Oll.f!,lzl to b . I• >lin\\ ing this conception can1 · th i lc f 
the " I .. a\v of (~od,'' or to u e a phra c \\ hich i pcrhap h 'l cr 
fitted for 1110 t f th arl) people . the 'Ia\\ f th · g I ,''-a 
the tandC'rd; thi arl) one pti{ n of the la\\ of (1od \\a 
found d upon the id ·a ( f th ' 111ight f (;od, rath<'r than Ul 11 

that of hi. rightc.;·ou nc and ju tic , a it hould h , and a it 
is at the pre nt tin1 ·. It \\a a nzusl rath ·r than an Oll/ht. 1 h 
con1n1,tn 1 )f J upitcr had n high ·r ancti n than ht n1ight. 
\ nother c >nccption i that of the "I a\\ f atur ., a the tand-

a rei. 'T'hi t h ·or\ h ld that a 11 a tion hould con fonn t th '\ 
• 

h:t\\. \\ hich are 1nani fc ted in natur · an 1 ar inat · in thin . 
Bttl this \\ ould lead to a otnpr n1i • \\ ith th C\ il in th · " rld, 

for natnrc i 
"1 \o'd 1n tooth and cl,\ '' \\ 1 th rn' lll 

\n >thcr appt•al i H the 111 ral n ', or the con ci ·nee a the 
s t a 11 d, \ 1 d > f con lu c t : but i 11 c L' t h l' on c it' n c · > ' a r i n 1 in t i-
' iduals di ITl'r in their pr( n1pting . o thn on1t' f thrnt n1u t 
b · \\ rong. th · qu · tion nri c ,t L > '' luch c n cil'l c i ri ht ltl i 
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\vhat things are universally consistent. 1''his leads us at once 
to look into the nature of the things desired and of the higher 
sci f \vith \vhich \Ve are to he con i tent. 

'fhe consideration of the theory of )a,v as the standard ha 
w 

left u \vith no tanrrible standard, 
consistent \Vith the universal elf. 

ince it tells n~ 1nerely to be 
This is only forn1al consist-

• 

ency unless \Ve kne\v the nature of the universal elf. ·o,v • 

:incc son1c courses of action are n1ore desirable than others, it 
is evident that some universes of desire are hio-hcr than others. 

Then "·e rnust enquire into the nature of the de ires thcinsclvc , 
' 'hose satisfaction \Ve seek. 1\s our purpose in trying to satisfy 
rou r desires is ultimately the satisfacion of the self, \Ve are 
b rought to the second g reat theory of the n1oral standard- the 
"Standard as I-Iappiness," \vhich in its cleYeloptnent \Vas con
ten1porary \Vith that of the Standard as L,a,v. The theory of 
happiness as the end is as old in its statement as the Epicureans, 
just as the doctrine of obedience to la \V \vas held even by the 
Stoics. 

This doctrine of happiness or pleasure as the supren1e end 
of life is called Ifeclonism. It has taken various fonns; but in 
all of its varieties it tnaintains that pleasure in so1ne forn1 is or 
ought to be the ultimate end of desire. One vie\v, that of 
Eg-oist ic I I eclonisn1 , tnaintains that each tnan ought to seek h is 
O\Vn personal pleasures. This, ho,vcvcr , has the sa1ne fault as 
conscience ac; the standard, since different individuals find pleas
ure in diffe rent t hings and conflict in1tnediately comes. A 
n1ore c;ubstantia l vie\v is tha t of Universalistic Hedonism \Vhich 
holds, not that t he g reatest personal satisfaction, but the g reatest 
genera l happiness is t he ultimate end and the one to\vard \vhich 
a ll effort should be directed. But the question ar ises as to \vhat 
the g reatest happiness r eally is ,- \vhether the g reatest quantity 
of happiness is found in seeking the a vcrage happinec;s o f a ll 
o r the supreme happ iness of t he fe\v \vho are able to have their 
desires g ratified, or of the few who a re most capable to enjoy. 
F urthermore, there are, as 11ill points out, differences in quali
ties as \Veil as in quantities of pleasures, \vhich must be taken 
into considera tion. Indeed pleasures are quite inseperable from 
the objects which excites them, no r can they alone be summed 
up and measured. H ence what happiness a s a stadard g ives us 
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is a tnere n1ass \vithout fonn. So that all \Ve have gained frotn 
the consideration of Iieclonistn is that some other standard than 
the quantity of pleasure tnust be sought, that \VC tnust look 
rather to the quality, that the standard lies even in the character 
itself. Bradley has defined pleasure as "the feeling of self
realizedness"-the end of pleasure is something besides itself. 
In this self-realization then, in gro\vth, in development of char
acter, \Ve see the end to \vhich \VC ought, according to the 11oral 
I.;a\v, to try to confo rm - perfection, not happiness, as the 
standard. 

Thus \Ve come to consider the third of the great theories of 
the standard of conduct- the Standard of Perfection. This is 
the view of the evolution ist school, some of \vhose rnost promi
nent exponents a re Spencer, Green. and ~1ackenzie. The first 
effort along this line seetns to have been to establish that con
duct in man \vas evolved fron1 the germs of conduct in ani
n1als, just as the Dar\vinian theory attetnpted to establish tnan's 
physical evolution fron1 the lo\ver order. But the t\VO theories 
have alike failed. The position no\v taken seems to be that all 
conduct is to be explained by an end in vie\v-the realization of 
the "True Self," \vhich mig-ht be defined as the highest universe 
of our desires, the rational self - the self that \ VC are in our 
motnents of deepest insig·ht, the self in \Vhich if \Ve could live 
prrfectly, \Ve could understand ourselves, all external things, 
and our relation to then1. The in1perative then of the 11oral 
Law that \Ve ought to be self-consistent seems to mean not that 
\ve ought to be formall\ coJLsistent in the ~ense of logic 
by abstract reason, but that all our rational desire<; ought to be 
given a r lace in our habitual universe. that they should be placed 
in the right relation to each other, so that the ,vhole content of 
our action may tend to tnake our ''hole selYe~ fit better into 
our \vholc environrnent. TO\\ in thi~ systen1 it i evident that 
happiness consists, not in the g ratification of each sing le de~ire, 
but the systematization of our desires so that their gratification 
1nay tend to make us live tnore habitually in the universe of 

the highest self . 
Such seems to be the nature of the moral ideal. "vVe no\v 

see, in short, at least in some degree, \vhat is the true signifi
cance of the ethical ought. \Ve see that. if it i to be described 
a an imperative at all, it ic;; at lea t not to be thought of, as it 

• 

' 
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j ar t f t .rr~t t l I (' a a C'OJ11111and in1J ) I Uf n u fr 11 \'.llh 

ut. Jt is rntJu~ r tn he rcr ar l{d a the \ IC f h trut lf 
\\ ithin u , 1 assing judg1ncnt up n th~ lf a it app 111 it 
inc( n1p1ct{' de\ lopn1ent. on ciencc. fr 111 thi J int '', 
rna) be said t be in1pl) the s n r that \\ · ar not ou1 rc rr, 
and the ' icr of dtt i th 'oice that a\ . 'T thine '' n If • 

he true.'·· ""I h 1 idea i. not that 111ight n1ake ri~ht. l u that 

rig-ht n1akc n1ig-h . 1 .. here ccn1 1 t' in n an an in atiab1 · 
<:arning f r truth. for rig-ht- a • 

"\earning an de ire 

To folio\\ knO\\ Jcdgc lake a snkn1g t 1r. 
J,c) ond the utn1o t bound of hurnan thought," 

until 
"The soul that rise \', ith us, our laf ' tar, 

bean1 at Ia t upon 

"The truth that n ' r can be pro' ed 
• ntil "e do~ \\ ith aJJ \\ loved 

And aH we flO\\' frorn, soul and oul.'' 

~' 

It i the feeJing \vhich n1ake the po ·t and th arti t long for 

beaut). the scientist and philosopher for truth the Christian for 
holinc . Jt is in theology \Vhat the great 1\po tie xpr · d 
"·hen he . aid : 

HKnow ye not that yc arc the tctnplc of God, and that the Spirit of 
God dwe1Jcth in you," 

and again: 

'" ot a though I had already attained, either \\ere already perfect: 
but I follow after, if that I may apprehend that for \vhich also I atn 
apprehended of Christ Jesus." 

The r Jio-iou~. indeed, een1s to be the n1o t universal expres
sion of it: fo1· to 1nost 1nen and indeed to n1ost of the rarer 

~pirits an1ong n1en religion is after all the deepest considera
tion: the religious expre sion of the final cause- God- the 

n1o t universal · and the religious expression of the ultin1ate 

tandard or type- Christ- the n1ost perfect and tangible. 1'"he 
la\v i a l'aul say , only a schooln1a ter to bring u to Christ 
and then \\"C are no n1ore under the ]a\\·, but Jive and think above 
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it,-by faith in the standard- the T ruth and the Light, the 
ultin1ate Ideal and final Fact of existence. 

To the modern conception of the idea Tennyson has perhaps 

g iven best expression : 

"Man as yet is being made, ere the crowning Age of ages 
Shall not reon after reon pass and touch him into shape? 
All about him shado\v sttll, but, \\htle races flo,ver and fade, 
Prophet-eyes may catch a glory c;lowly gaintng on the shade, 
Till the people all are one and all their votces blend tn chonc 
Hallelujah to the 11aker, 'It is finished, Man is made.'" 

Then after all \Ve can only have an ideal; have faith, act, 
try to realize it. But believing \vith Bro\vning that 

"God's 111 Hts heaven
A.ll's nght with the ·world" 

the modern man, perhaps take-, the attitude of Tennyson when 

he says: 
"Not in vain the dtstancc. beacons. Forward, forward let us range, 
Let the great world sptn forever down the ringing grooves of change." 

The Pine 

s E. ~hTCHELL. 

Tholl still old pine a11d stately, 
I·Vhosc sturd)' forn~ doth rise, 
Till tlze dark green of thy branches 
111 iugles 7.L'Zth the deep blue skies, 

J~V1.fh t/ze soft!)' bl07.VlJ1g breezes 
Thy geHtle szghvzgs cease. 
Then thy gra7./e and silent beauty 
Sheds o'er nzy soul zts peace 

Till I forget 111y sorrow; 
Thy soh"tudc is nzine; 
And I. lil<e thee reach up toward God, 
0 stalwart. l<ingly pine. 

• 

• 

• 
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A Psychological Burglary 

HE last theory regarding the robber) of the night before 
had been disposed of, and the pause following was made 
ronclu~ive by the speaker's flipping a cigar stub out on 

the sidewalk. The group of gue~t~ in the hotel corridor dis
per~ed, the men stretching themc;elve~ and going one by one into 
the office. A "night hawk" out on the square clucked to his 
horse and drove off into the gloom of the autumn fog that wa~ 
settling over the de~erted street. I was left alone with the tired 
looking chair~, but for the presence of a neurotic mannered indi
vidual who seemed, like myself, to be sitting up for a late train. 
He got up, paced nervously up and clown the lobby once or twice, 
and falling into a chair near me, lighted a fresh cigar and 
commenced: 

"Do you know- puff! puff! puff!- this robbery remind~ 
me- puff! puff!- of an incident that occurred to me once." 
I had turned toward him and he went on, addres~ing the end of 
his cigar rather than me : 

"I was stopping at a ramshackle old ho~telry- not unlike 
this- in the dejected little town of A-. The night was oppre~
sively warm, so that even with all my windows up and my door 
open, I could not get to sleep. I tried all manner of devices for 
inducing sleep, but without effect. Finally in my desperation 
I had just wheeled the bed around with the high headboard 
across the open door, so as to get the breeze and still secure 
privacy from the hall, when I was startled by the ringing of the 
electric gong on the door-frame. I pre~~ed the button in response 
and hastened down to the office. The night clerk, who was just 
returning from the wash-room, informed me with professional 
imperturbability that he had not rung. 

"I am not usually excitable," insisted the speaker, in the 
deprecatory manner characteristic of the afflicted, puffing posi
tively at his smoldering cigar; "but the lateness of the hour. I 
suppose, together with my sleeplessness, caused me to attach 
undue significance to the incident as I returned to my room; and 
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on n1eeting a bell-boy at a turn of the hall-\vay, I started violently 
-a not unnatural effect of his having approached quietly along 

the carpeted and dimly lighted passage. 
"I retired and had slept fitfull y for some time, it must have 

been, \vhen suddenly I awoke, with the conviction that something 
' 'as \\ rong in the roon1: there was surely a foreign body in the 

environn1ent . 
"The electric light frotn tny window threw fantastic shadows 

on the mantel opposite. I regarded them in detail, following their 
outlines breathlessly, until one of them took shape. It looked 
strikingly like the shado\v of a tnan's head, very still. I esti
p1atccl the angle, and- yes, it \vas just vvhere a man's head, 
peeping over the windo\v-sill fron1 the little balcony outside, 

\voulcl thro\v a shadow. 
''I ''as on the third floor i11 an outside room, it was true; 

but other rooms opened on the same balcony; and I had noted 
in passing along the hall that the room next my O\vn - and on 
that stele \vhence the c;hado\v tnust come- was open and vacant. 

'' _-\t this point of tny speculations the blind creaked unmis
takably though very softly. Hadn't it been pulled to a little, 
anyho\v? For if it hadn't been I could have seen the head 
against the light of the \vindow ; and that must have been the 
plan in closing the blind. But how could the owner of the head 
(I hardly phrased it so at the moment) expect to get in through 
the \VindO\V without cotning into the open? Obviously, it was 

not his plan to come in. 
"The night, as I have said, was warm, and the door at my 

head, I remembered, was open. There were t\VO parties to the 
transaction, then, one to keep my attention fixed on the win
dow \vhile the other - did \vhat? I bethought me of my watch 
and some money which I had placed under my pillow. I am 
not usually so uneasy about these things, but my wakefulness, 
and the circumstance of the unexplained bell-call, perhaps, had 
led me for no very well defined reason to take this extraordinary 

precaution. 
"My valuables, then, were safe. Or could a delicate-handed 

fello\v snake them out from under my pillow vvhile my attention 
was distracted toward the window? I thought of the principle 

• 

' 

• 
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of count r irritant and a1 plied it t lh •tuation \\ ith con mc
ing ff ct: for while I am not nat urall~ ncn ou . a J haH :ud, 
111) \\ ak fulnc had "'rought UJ n n1y in1agination. 

" )bviou ly then, uch had I ecn th · plan. and 1 he 111) 1 ·riou 
ll'll-call- why. plainly it \\a a imilar affair. )n of th · 
hall ho) . during the ab cnce of the clerk in the ''a h-room, had 
rung my bell; and when I '' ent do,, n he had got into 111) r om. 
The ther. \\ ho had tartlecl me in the hall. had doubtle gc nc 
through the adj ining vacant room out on th ,, balcon) : and o 
they had awaited 111) r tiring. the one on th ' randa to \\ atch 
through the blind and see ''here I put Ill) 'aluablcs. and then. 
a oon a I should have fallen asleep. to communicat · \\ i h hi 
accomplice. lying hidden in my room- under the hed. no 
doubt !-unti) I hould fa11 ru Jeep. 

"lt wa all clear enough- appallingly clear. And how 
, hould 1 thwart their cheme? To lie still woukl be to I ave 
my elf liable to the gentle manipulation of the fellow under th 
hed who might easily pas his hand up ne.·t the headboard and 
carefully fi h out the thing . \\'hat if he had already done ? 

"Just here the blind creaked again . oftly: and turning 
• slio-htly I was ure 1 ~aw the hadow move. I watched it 

breathle sly for quite a while, but it moved no more. 

"Then 1 li tened for the ticking of my watch which had 
worried me earlier in the night. sugge ting that gruesome tal 
of Poe· in which the murdered old man' heart-beat sounded 
'like the tick of a watch wrapped in cotton.' I b gan to think I 
must be nervous, anyhow- in tinctivel) o, perhaps. although 
not at alJ o constitutionallY . 

• 

"But the watch- I ciid not hear it! I recalled the effort 
oft en n eces a ry to become con c iou of a clock' ticking in one· 
room the mental focu ing neces arv to i alate the ound from 

• 

the dulling effect of it con tancy. But I could not di tinguish 
the 'va tch-tick no\v. \~ as it a1ready tolen ? 

, 

"I cautiously lipped my hand under the pillow and exploited 
for the watch (as urgeon_ a y of probing for a bullet). urely 
it had been removed. at any rate away from where I had placed 
it. • nd j u t here I became aware of the . low cracking of the 
mattres ju t as it might crack if carefully pre sed aside or 
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upward. Suppose the thief had got the things almost out, 

and- I raised myself boldly on one elbow. 
"As I did so the shadow of the head on the mantel positively 

and unequivocally disappeared. I might be excited, but I still 
had possession of my eyesight. l\tiy heart was going by this 
ttme so that I could not have distinguished even the ticking of 
the city clock in the tower had it been ticking; and it leapt into 
my throat as I heard the rattling fall of the silver money on 

the floor under my bed ! 
"Ho\v long I should have remained paralyzed in this posi-

tion I do not know; but a small thing may sometimes serve to 
set in motion a whole train of inferences that lead to vastly dif
ferent conclusions. While I waited breathlessly the town clock 
struck one. Now, I had been thinking that I had tossed on a 
restless bed for tvvo hours at least; but this was proof positive 
that I had been in bed only twenty minutes at most. The effect 
\Vas to suggest that perhaps I \vas over-wrought nervously. Had 
I eaten anything-? \Vhy, certainly, I had taken coffee instead 
of 1nilk at supper, \vhich of itself \vould explain my very unu-

sually nervous state. 
"Then the solitary, bold stroke of the town clock sounding 

out so fearlessly in the stillness, quite armed my courage. I 
got up, put my feet to the floor- well avvay from the edge of 
the bed -listening intently the while, and looked about me. 

"My frame of mind was by this time explanatory, and it 
was not long before I noted that the original of my burglar's 
shadow 'vas my own hat left on the little center-table next the 

\VindO\V ! 
"From this point it \vas but a step to the fact that the pol-

ished mantel had caused the reflection of the shado\v to disap
pear as I had risen to my elbovv. I\1y watch- I had forgotten 
to \vind on retiring and it had stopped; while my own move
ment had caused the silver to slip through and fall on the floor. 

"I got up, struck a match and viewed the whole fiction in 
the light of gas and reason ; and my courage came apace. I 
even looked boldly under the bed- a much harder thing to do 
than to go to sleep thereon without looking under-; and there 
lay the inoffensive silver. Squeezing myself around the head 

, • 
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of the bed to get at it, I came feelingly into contact with the elec
tric button knob on the door frame; and just as I kneeled to 
get the money, br-r-r-r! went the respome from the office. 

"l\ly nerves were still vibrating from the shock the bell 
gave me, but the secret of the whole mystery was rapidly being 
cleared up, when the suspected bell-boy appeared, and he and 1 
went over in detail n1y 'vell-planned burglary." 

"All aboard for the one-thirty train north!" called the porter 
with sleepy sonorousness. I started for my luggage. The neu
rotic laid his hand on my arm to detain me and added, 

"I have often wondered since., whether, in telling the boy, I 
did not become as it were particeps criminis in many subsequent 
burglaries by suggesting to him so perfect, so psychologically 
correct a scheme for burglary. But then, you know, I had lost 
sleep and-" 

"All aboard!" called the porter impatiently from the cab 
door. 

Hope 

CLEVELAND KIRKLEY. 

l11zay not ever see your face, 
I ntay not hear your voice, 

But oh! the thought your love is nzine 
Still leads 111e to rejoice. 

Though o'er my life there sometimes fall 
Dark shadozus of despair, 

Yet love would lead me still to hope 
You 'lCTait for 1ne souzezulze1'e . 

.. 
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FR011 THE POETRY OF DOUBT 

From ·the Poetry of Doubt to the 
Poetry of Faith 

GEo W Woon, }R. 

421 

HE pendulun1 of • rineteenth Century English literature 
S\vingc; frotn B) ron to Bro,vning. .At intervals all along 
the arc are to be placed the doubting poets. English litera

ture \Vas long in recovertng fron1 the dullJ gloom) and some
\vhat unnatural sp·en of nChilcle Harold," in \\1hich so n1any 
fairly reYelled, finding in it a kind of abnormal food for their 
perverted Epicurean nature~. Among those who have aided the 
evolution of poetr; during this period have been the doubting 
poets. These mighty, strong and not-to-be satisfied spirits occupy 
a tnost necec;sary though unenviable place in ineteenth Cen
tury English poetry. They are apt to be overlooked in the more 
steady and unftickering light of Bro\vning and Tennyson, yet 
the poetry of the doubting poets is the poetry of human e),.peri
ence. the poetry of tnen "·ho have been \vrestling \Yith the n1ighty 
influence of the g reat poet of pes imism. The evolution is 
finally compassed and the melancholy notes of Byron lose their 
charm in the tritnnphant notes of Brovvning's faith. 

The poetry of this period is justly called the "poetry of 
doubt.,, The poets '' restle \vith the eternal questions of Death, 
the future. and other upernatural problems, finding various 
c;olutions to then1 and reading into them much of their tetnpera
tnent. Indeed. the poetry of this period may be judged b) the 
attitude that the poets take tovvard the question of death and 
\vhat con1es after. Byron takes the extreme pessin1istic atti
tude in a poen1 called ''Darkness,'' \vhich lacks faith and hope, 
but \vhich is regarded as one of the most beautiful and artistic 
things he ever wrote. To this fascinating but strangely imagi-

native poet, 

'' . . . the \\ orld was void, 
The populous and the powerful was a lump, 
Seasonless, herbless, treeless, manless, lifeless, 
A. lump of death-a chaos of hard clay." 



422 
THE l\1ERCERIAN 

Yet it would ·seem that not even Byron, with all his uncer
tainty, his passionate, high-strung nature, lacked wholly a glimpse 
of light. \.Yhile Death "as Darkness to his soul, there is some
thing fearfully Spartan,- ~hall we ~ay Titanic?- in the spirit 
of a man that could write, on his thirty-sixth birthday, on the 
battle-fields of Greece) such iines as these: 

"Tread those reviving passions down, 
Un,vorthy manhood !-unto thee 
Indifferent should the smile or frown 
Of beauty be. 

Seek out-less often sought than found
A soldier's grave, for thee the best; 
Then look around, and choose thy ground, 
And take thy rest '' 

In Byron, indeed, many see no definite originality, only a 
half-conscious attempt to be different from his contemporaries. 
There is, however, much that is poetic, much that is beautiful, 
and a great deal that i'l true in Byron. He is certainly not, as 
some would unju~tly account him, an impostor, for hi~ sense of 
a personal touch with l\ ature is real, and his method of voicing 
this touch is also real. l\Ioreover, Bvron can not be blamed for 

~ 

all his shortcoming~. Again English literature has great need 
of Byron. ·While he casts a shadow over the poetry of his time 
and veils it in melancholy darkness, yet the English people will 
not forever linger in such unnatural dreams ; and it is, indeed, 
doubtful whether they would have progressed far from the 
mechanical verse of the school of Pope without Byron to show 
them the way. Furthermore, few poet~ at any period of Eng
lish development have surpassed the lyrics of Byron. 

Shelley and Keats also made g reat contributions to the 
Romantic movement in English literature. They can not, how
ever, any more than Byron, be called the representative 
poets of the age. Their poetry is beautiful, rich and suggestive, 
but not satisfying. Moreover, each had, a~ Byron had, very little 
idea of the serious responsibilities of life. Each seems to 
remain, as Goethe has suggested of B} ron, a child when it 
comes to reflection. 

After them comes a class of poet~ whose poetry gains in 
thought and power what it sacrifices to beauty and rhythm. One 
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of the foremost of these is l\Iatthew Arnold. Arnold is an 
acknowledged skeptic as regards the established order of things . 
No one, therefore, expects to find peace and faith fro1n studying 
Matthew Arnold. His is a thankless task. He is, notwith
standing, a poet of great povver and was a g reat factor in caus
ing English poetry to regain its equilibriun1. He does much to 
make Tennyson's task lighter. Stedn1an declares: "Arnold 
falters upon the march, conscious of a mission too 'veighty for 
him to bear,- that of spiritualizing 'vhat he deems an era of 
unparalleled materialistn." Arnold, hovvever, \vhile he comes 
nearer to it, lacks the unobtrusive s implicity of Tennyson's rich, 
spiritualistic faith. Thus he cries out in "Dover Beach," in 
viewing the ocean, which has been the tneans of turning the 
thoughts of so many poets to the contemplation of Death and 

Eternity: 

"The Sea of Faith 
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl' d. 
But no\V I only hear 
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 
Retreating, to the breath 
Of the ntght-wind, down the vast edges drear 
And naked shtngles of the v:orld." 

If Arnold had not written the remainder of Dover Beach, 

he might be classed with Byron : 

"Ah, love, let u~ be true 
To one another I for the world, 'vhich seems 
To lie before us hke a land of dreams, 
So various, so beautiful, so new, 
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, 
Nor certttude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 
And 've are here as on a darkling plain 
Where ignorant armies clash by night" 

This poetry of doubt has its pathetic side and its admirable 
side. Robert Louis Stevenson furnished the best example of 
the former, while Henley manifests a Spartan attitude toward 
Death in the oft-quoted "Invictus." In Stevenson, the spirit of 
the doubting poets seeks rest. Finding no peace, ho\vever, they 
g row into the admirable courage of Henley. Both are rare and 
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salutary spirit who render great service to their generation, 
though they receive 1itt1e happines fron1 it. 

There is at least a certain inspiring strength in Henley: 

"f an1 the master of my fate, 
I arn the captain of n1y souL'' 

Finally the spirit of the tin1es turns fron1 ab tractions and 
speculations. \vhether they be irnaginativc or rational, and finds 
expression in the \Vorcls of Cardinal N C\vtnan: 

"Life is not long enough for a religion of inference : we 
shall never have done beginning, if we determine to begin with 
proof. \V c shall ever be laying our foundations: \VC hall turn 
theology into evidence, and divines into textuaries. \Ve shall 
never get at our first principles. Re~olve to believe nothing, and 
you must prove your proofs and analyze yot~~· clement<;, sinking 

· further and further. and finding 'in the lowest depth a lower 
deep.' til I you come to the broad bosom of , kepticism.-Li fe is 
for action. If we insist on proofs for ever) thing. we shall never 
come to action: to act you must as. ume, and that a<;<;umption is 
faith.'' 

Thu<; faith J<; the ultimate goal of English poetry. The evo
lution of that poetry i<; towards faith. This faith is expressed 
again by Cardinal ::\ ewman in hi~ magnificent note of perfect 
trust, "Lead l(indly Light." 

The abundant faith to which we arc carried in English litera
ture is due, in a large measure. to Browmng. There is all of 
the sensuous treatment of death in Browning that we see in the 
poets of doubt. He feels that his very consciousness \viii be 
carried through it. He regards it with a kind of physical excess, 
as demomtrated in "Evelyn Hope" and "Prospice." \Nithal, 
however, he ha~ faith, and his faith is the salvation of English 
poetry. Thus he c.ings after l\Irs. Bro\vning's death: 

''For <lttdden the \\ orst turns the best to the brave, 
The black minute's at end, 
.A.nd the elements rage, the fiend-voicec; that rave, 
Shall dwindle, shall blend, 
Shall change, shall becon1c firc;t a peace out of pain, 
Then a light, then thy breast, 
0 thou soul of my soul! I shaH clasp thee again, 
And w1th God be the rest'" 
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lt \vould seen1, hO\\ eYer, that Bro\vning's optimism comes 
dangerously near being n1onotonous at times . There is a kind 
of feeling of dissatisfaction fron1 follovving Browning. I Ie 
seen1s to receive n1ore than his share of happiness and ease 'A7ithout 
paying the price of such legacies. He is a pleasing, good-natured 
savagc,-a kind of hterary glutton, if such a tern1 be parclona
ble,-\vho \voulcl absorb the \\hole of nature. hutnan experience 
and earthly happiness 'vhcther or not others be deprived or hin-

dered from such experiences. 
Becauc;e Bro,vning is rather abnorn1al, Tennyson appears in 

order to establish the tendencv of the Xineteenth Centurv on a . ~ 

~olid basis. It is Tenn\ son . therefore, to \vhon1 \Ve n1ust look 
~ 

for the saving faith of the age. There is no uncertainty about 
hin1. He is never c;avage, ahva)" sincere and unobtruc:.ive. He 
never bores \vith an e~ce s of optitnism as does Bro\vning. 
Throughout his \vork there is a rich undertone of pure spiritual
istic faith \Yhich is the cro,vning feature of English poetry. It 
is this delicate sensibility of Tennyson's that hannonizes the 
gospel of the poetry of faith and n1akes such a gospel and such 
a poetry · universal and for all tin1e. Thus \\·hen facing death, 
the poet expresses the true spirit of the poetry of faith in 

"Crossing the Bar:'' 

''For tho' fron1 out our bourne of Time and Place 
The flood n1ay bear me far, 
I hope to see n1y Pilot face to face 
\Vhen I ha\'e crost the bar." 

The Goal 

FRANK TAYLOR LONG. 

TVith shard and slope the wayside 7..veary gretv, 
The sluggard hours dragged till dawn and dew. 

I scarce can hear the lark sing in the blue, 
For I ant nzad for silence and-for ~you! 

• 

• 



426 
THE MERCERIAN 

Ba11ade of Versailles 

I-IENRY .l\1. DARG \N 

H e1'e where the close-cropped z·erdure grows, 
Marie and all her courtiers played 

At shepherds, 'neath the leafy rows. 
I wonder zf the (or11za! shad e. 

Where mock-Arcadian couples strayed, 
Could imitate the rustic peace 

Of Elis' lonely forest-glade.f 
Were these the groves of Ancient Greece? 

The gay court-butterflies and beaux, 
In ruffles, wigs, and gilded braid, 

With strut and simper, sigh and pose, 
Flirted and strolled in masquerade. 
Were these the youths who, undismayed, 

Sought Jason's luring Golden F!eece,-
The heroes whom the Gods obe:yed? 

Were these the men of Ancient Greece? 

Could ladies, deckfd in furbelows, 
Powder and paint and rich brocade, 

Reveal the lissome grace that glows 
In Phyllis' figure, half-displayed 
B Clleath her peplos torn and fra-yed? 

Did France's queen, in a sill? pelisse, 
Look like a Dorian countr1•-maid? 

... 
Were these the girls of Ancient Greece? 

ENVOY. 

These rhymes, 0 Pan, so stiff and staid, 
Are not thy pipings; let them cease, 

For ballads are a sorry trade,-
Were these the songs of Ancie11t Greece? 

I 

I 
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The Mysterious Shadow 

G. P. WHATLEY. 

HE little mining to\vn of K- in the southern portion of 
.A.laska \Vas a quiet, peaceful, la\v-abiding community as 
long as everything \vas allo\ved to pass along in the regu

lar every day routine. But. \vhen anything out of the usual 
occurred it \vas soon noised abroad over to,vn and there \vas 
much excitetnent and considerable speculation as to the \vhys 
and \vherefores of the occurrence. 

Of all the strange things that happened in this small tovvn 
there \vas one that created n1ore excitement, speculation, and I 
tnight say fear, than all the others con1bined, and that was the 
appearance at certain tin1es of a dark shado\v over the entire sec
tion. This shado\\ sectned to be caused by the passing of some 
huge object bet\Yeen the earth and the sun. It \vas atnusing, 
indeed, to hear the attempts that \vere made by the simple 
people o f the village and surrounding section to account for this 
strange occurrence. Some said that it \vas an evil spirit, others 
that it \vas a huge tnonstcr that lived at the north pole and that 
at times it \VOtlld place itself bet,veen the earth and the sun. Still 
others said that it ,,.2 s another \vorld, but each and ever) one 
thought that it foreboded nothing but evil. 

Year after year pa"sed by and still no one \vas able to make 
a satisfactory explanation of the shado'v, but one day a man 
who \vas destined to soh e the 111) stery can1e to the tnining catnp. 
He \vas a mechanical engineer etnployed by the mining com
pany, and it \vas rumored that he had \YOn considerable distinc
tion as the inventor of a flying n1achine that had been partially 

successful. 
~A. fe\v days after his arrival, the shado\v \Ve have spoken of 

fell over the surrounding section. Among other things he had 
brought with him vvas a powerful telescope. He quickly secured 
it and put it in a position to vievv the object that \vas obscuring 
the sunlight. }\t first he was unable to tell just \vhat it \vas, 
but after considerable vvork, he got his instrument focused on 
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the object and to his surprise he . a w what seemed to be a minia
ture world. It looked as if there were more land than sea. Most 
of the land \\as covered with vegetation, but here and there 
\\ere open ~pots that had ver; much the appearance of being 
inhabited. It ~eemed to be approach ing a position directly over 
the north pole "here it was clear that it could ca~t a shadow 
only over the most northern portions of the earth inhabited by 
man and then only at that time of the year when the north pole 
\\~as leaning farthest a\vay fron1 the sun. 

He ~aid ver} little to the people about IllS discovery, but after 
that, he spent almost all of his spare time in a . mall hut which 
he called hi ~ "work shop." In fact, he stayed there so much of 
his time that the people g rew suspicion~ of him and were very 
anxious to know \vhat he was doing. 

Finally one day, nearly two years after he had seen the new 
planet, he startled the inhabitants by encircling the town several 
times in an air ship. After several of the~e trial trips, he loaded 
his ship with provi~ions, told the people that he was going on a 
voya~e of several clays, and sailed away amidst wild cheerin~. He 
headed directly toward the north star and in a short while wa ~ 
out of sight. As he had expected, the den ity of the air in this 
high latitude did not change with the chang-e in altitude, a~ it 
does in other sections of the world. He ~oon acquired a speed 
of one hundred miles per hour. After travelling at this rate 
for ten hours and in the meantime changing his course slightly, 
he could easily distinguish trees, rivers and lakes on the planet 
and began to slacken his speed. In another hour, he was slowly 
and cautiously approaching land in an open and level stretch of 
country completely surrounded by a luxuriant and decidedly 
tropical growth, a fact which he noted with some surprise. 
T oward the north this forest gradually arose into a line of hills 
with a clump of trees here and there. In the midst of the plain 
was a place of considerable size which at first seemed to be only 
a spot of variegated colors, but later it developed into a small 
village composed of wondrously beautiful but very small and 
curiouslv architectured houses of stone. He soon landed near "' 

what appeared to be a group of children. They were fright
ened at first, but after considerable beckoning on his part, they 
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were persuaded to approach very near hitn. Then he discov
ered that they \vere not children, but very small adults wilh 
beautiful yellow hair, blue eyes, and syn1metrical fonns. They 
soon sa\v that he did not \vish to harm them and they led him 
into one of their little houses and gave him son1e fruit and other 
dainty things to eat, \vhich tasted better than anything he had 

ever eaten before . 
He stayed in this delightful place for about forty-eight hours, 

collected some beautiful stones and enjoyed himself to the full
est. Then after persuading one of the little men to get into his 
ship, he sailed a\va) for .. '\laska \vith the intention of returning 
to this new vvorld again soon. But as he was landing in I(-, 
the machinery failed to \vork and the ship struck \Vith such force 
that an explosion occurred. He \vas fatally injured, his com
panion \vas killed and the ship burned up. The excited towns
people gathered around ancl, before he died, he told them \vhat 
he had seen and substantiated his story \Vith the body of the 
little man and the precious stones the like of \vhich had never 

been seen on earth before. 
The shado\v still cotnes and goes, and \vith each recurrence, 

the people of K- gro\v tnore eager to cotnmunicate \vith their 
neighbors to the north and hare \vith them the beauties and 
wealth of their little realn1 beyond the pole. And who knows 
but that some clay the art of the aeroplanist will satisfy their 

longings? 

To I-Iebe 

JOHN S PRUITT. 

0 Hebe, goddess born, the child of Jove, 
Who his celestial nectar cup doth bear, 
Thou ').IOHngest of proud Hera's da'l~tghters fair, 
Protectress of the sacred Phlian grove; 

Kind Gan')11neda, goddess loved of youth, 
Before thy shrine on h't~t1nble knee I pray 
That 711ith thy s1nile tho1t' It drive my dottbfs away 
And keep 1ne ever )'oung in love and trttth. 
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The Moonshiner's Plea 

]. S. PRUITT and R. C GRESHAM. 

The ((revenues'' lzad caught a uzan, 
In spite of strategy and plan, 
.. 4 11zan regardless of the law 
C onccrning stills and usquebauglz. 
As to the county Jail they 'l.t./ent, 
Tlzc pris'ner to h£s thoughts gave vent: 
"Say, now, do you zms thin!? hit's right 
Ter make cr man whut's free an' white, 
An' twenty-one pay tax fer raise 
Tlze one arTICle rzvhut shore pa'j'S 
In this pore kentr)'? D onclzee 1?1107.CJS 

That on''J' water-11zil!ions gro1.c's 
Erlon .. e,· ther bottonzs ,· f er tile !an' 
Fer nziles an} 1niles is on}:y san', 
/ ln' top-lan}s raises on};.' co'n.P 
N o·w tell me, ·you uns, shore's J'er bo' 11, 

JVh'v cain}t er 1nan do UJ!zut he will . 
~Vith 'lolzut}s h£s own ? J¥hv cain}t he still 

-His co}n £f t' others grin's thar <.olzeat 
An} sells hit fer .J'e folks fer eat? 
The:y nev er haf ter pa;' no tax}. 
Y er never goes fer, theuz an' ax, 
rSG'j', 'ZC"Izar' s :yer license.?' But at us 
Whut raises co' n yer makes J•er fuss, 
J es' 'cause 1.oe ups an' 1nakes hit Iicker. 
JVhy should 'J'Cr stop us any quicker 
Tlzan thenz.f Yer U'ou'd;z}t hardlv zoant 
Our wiz'es an' chil!en's souls fer -hant 
Y er houses, cryin} out fer food. 
I tells :yer, this here lan} is good 
F } ' N . ' er on y co n. ow, cazn t yer see 
That this aint rt.ght an' let nze be ?n 
H e ceased to speak and silence reigned; 
The fa ces of those men grew strained; 
But since the£r dut'y was to see 
That la.1.v still k ept its majesty, 
The:.• answered not. With faces pale 
Tlz cy put the 111oonshiner in jail. 
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IN THE EDITOR'S CJ-IAIR 

In T he Editor's Chair · 

''Farewell! a word that must be, and hath been; 
.. A sound which n1at·es us lm!!er, yet-farewell!" 

431 
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And \vhile \Ve linger \VC can not but reflect a 1non1ent. T he 
titne spent in the Editor's Chair has been full of d reamings, and 
prophec;) ings. and especially of \VOrk. 13ut \YC can only \vish 
that the \vork had been more efficient, the prophecies truer, the 
drean1s S\vifter to 111aterialize. ) .. et \VC are glad that. in the 
estin1ation of · our friends and exchanges. the n1agazine has been 
quite successful. Our purpose ha"' been to 1~1ake it an expres
sion o f the life of the college_,-in every phase. \\rhat it has 
been the students have largely n1ade it. \ \-hatever its status it 
hac: been an exprec;c;ion of the life on the can1pus. 

'fhis year has been one of constant quiet gro\vth fo r ~Iercer; 
it has seen considerable increase in the attendance in all the 
departments of the uniYersity. T he beginning of the sesc;ion 

• 
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witne sed the opening of the new library with all its conven
ience . The year has seen the o1·ganization of a literary club 
that has been ::t ~enuine succe . and bids fair to h' only the 

, 
beginning of more and better work of this kind in the future. 
The Literarv ocietie~ have moved into their new halls which • 

are large. beautiful and well furni hed : and despite the fact of 
their keen di. appointment at not having an intercollegiate debate, 
they have been doing ome work. The athletic interests of the 
colle.,.e, e pecially. have been pushed with urprising vigor. 
which has re ulted in some good victories for Mercer. But the 
mo t ignal fact of the year is the raising of the curriculum. 
Hereafter fourteen Carnegie units will be required for entrance 
to Freshman and the course will be more on the order of the 
"block sy.stem, ·• so that the courses will be better correlated, 
while a greater number of hours of credit will be required for 
graduation. The collegiate year will be divided into three terms 
imtead of two as heretofore. The fir t term will close at th!C 
Christmas holidays and the spring session will be divided into two 
term ; so that there will be three examination periods each year. 
More work will be added in Chemistry and .Mathematics and assist
ance be given these departments. Plans are under considera
tion for the institution of a cour e in Oraton· and Debate. credit 

, . 
to be give.1 for Literary Society worl· in connection with this 
cour•e. All the 1rrangements looking to completion of the 
changes in the curriculum have not 'et been completed and 
cannot appear in full in the new catalogue, but will be made 
as soon as all the que~tiom concerned are definitely decided, 
which we hope will not be very long. VVith such movements 
on foot we are confident of an unusualh• successful session next -
year. The Societies are somewhat restless in expectation of an 
intercollegiate debate and are enthusiastic over the arrange
ment~ for the inter-society debate at the Georgia Baptist Chau
tauqua to be held at Blue Ridge, Georgia, thi~ ~ummer. They 
are anxious that this debate be n1acle an annual affair. 

A~ to THE MERCERIAN, of cour~e we believe what our friends 
and exchange~ say of us, that we are, as heretofore, among the 
best. 

But the last moment~ in the Editor'~ Chair have come; with 
1\Iercer's prospects bright before her, we bespeak great things 
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THE MERCERIAN 

(I want no empty honor, nor wealth, nor careless praise, 
The wreath of a useless prophet, nor a needle<;<; poet's bays.) 
None harken while I am living, and when I am dead, to each 
The brain-sick drool of a jesting fool is more than all I teach! 
They feed me when I am living, but when I am spent and dead, 
None will be found above the ground to remember-what I said! 
Hard is the fate of poets who live and labor and die, 
Singing their souls' disasters that men may learn thereby: 
Men laugh at the uttered \\ isclom :-"V\'hat boots your verbal 

mess, 

That is formed by the tapping type-bars, that flows from the 
teeming press? 

What profit our aching bookshelves, loaded ton by ton? 
Ye have seen and read, ye have scribbled and said, but tell us,

what ha' ye done ?u 

(While the Poet i<; <:peaking, a Spirit suddenly appears.) 
Poet: Here, \vho are you? 

Spirit: Good sir, I an1 a bard 

Whom fortune honored, and whom glory starred, 
Secure of fame, predestined to success, 
Whom gods and men united to caress. 
A happy Artist! Whotn his muse inspired, 
Whom belles adored) and envious beaux admired. 
Even those who felt the rancor of my pen, 
Vowed me the wittiest, if worst, of men; 
The fools whose dulness was my satire's text 
Swore at one Dunciad, but bought the next. 
By countless thousands were my volumes sold, 
And those who called me scoundrel, gave me gold. 

Yet now I'm dead, a pen less feeble Shade, 
I see my honors end, my glories fade; 
The jingling guineas and applauding tongues 
Are now for other singers, other songs. 
So why should you, 0 Modern, dare repine? 
Is not your fate more fortunate than mine? 
When m3' great reputation . . . 
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The swift Typewriter travels, click hy click, 
The Fountain-Pen i emptied, gill by gill. 

And \\rhcn the Den1on of the darker Drink 
I-Ie1d to our lips his Fatal Bo,vJ of Ink, 

\Vhy did we not, my Brother, manfully 
Dash down the Cup, and lea \'C him on the Brink? 

For if the 'Vriter and his Printing-Press 
Ends in ''hat neither you nor I can gut~~. 

Think then your Fatnc 1~oJnorrozcl \viii become 
vVhat Others' 1\TO'l.CI is,-neither l110re nor less. 

Oh Hopes of Fame and Threats of-Parodies! 
One thing at lea~t is certain, none denies, 

One thing i~ certain, if the rest are Lies; 
Better be Drunk than either Great or \Vise! 

(With these words .. the Shade hands his juo- to the Poet, 
and vanishes.) 

Poet: Ain't he a bloomin' spirit? 'Strowth, but I think he's 
right! 

Better get full on canteen beer than worry and work all 
night. 

I'm sick o' punchin' a writin' -machine for cash .d crit
ics' abuse; 

I'm tired o' bein' a Genius. for, Lord, it ain't no use! 

(Drinks copious!)' from the jug.) 

• 
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Exchanges 

c CLEVELAND KISER. 

It is \vith much regret that \Ve send in our n1an uscript for 
the last issue of our tnagazine for the present scholastic year. 
1\Hhough \Ve have had tnany .. ups and do\vns" the \VOrk ha 
been, on the \vhole, very pleasant. \l\le tnust confess. ho,vever, 
that the position of Exchanae Editor on a college journal is not 
an enYtable one. l\ncl \VC do not believe any college paper is 
con1plete \vithout the Exchange Departn1ent, provided, of 
cour~e . the critictsn1s contained therctn are n1acle fron1 a just 
ancl unprejudiced standpoint. No'v \Ve regret the suspicion 
that there arc son1e exchange editors \vho give other n1agazines 
good criticisms simply because those magazines have previously 
g iven them a good write-up. and vice versa. This has not been 
our policy during the past year. \ 11

./ e haYe endeavored to treat 
others as \Ve \vould be treated giving frank, honest criticisn1s. 
~ \ncl thus far only one of our exchanges. The Bessie Tift 1 onr-
1lal} has taken exceptions to our "rash" crititistns. This ' 'vas 
re[?,arding the statetnent n1aclc by us to the effect that \von1an 
"as not n1an's equal in original thinking. Your editorial. Little 
Sisters, \vas a nob1e defense in behalf of sour sex. and \VC - . 
achnire your courage; chivalry forbids that \Ve should say n1ore. 

\\T e have been criticising others during the past year. at the 
~'une tin1e receiving criticisn1s ; and for the sake of 'those \vho 
have not had the pleasure of reading these criticisn1s. \Ve give 
belo\v a fe,v fron1 our best exchanges, in order that \Ve tnay see 

ourselves as others see u .... 
VVe quote the following from The Bessie Tift Jounzal criti-

cising our Decen1ber nun1ber: 

"One of the first e_ .. changes to reach us is THE ~iErCEI'lAl:r 
\vith tts san1e cover and san1e good qualities of last year. 
Thoug·h unlike most of the e.-chane;es we have seen . there is 
not much of the Christmas spirit in it. ) el the mao-azine is good 
and pleases us much. The Burg-lar Stor) '' J,ile not of uch a 
~trong plot. is written excellent!: well, and shows the careful-

• 
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nes~ of the author, both in the form and in the wording. The 
Boy and the Girl is another good story and is true to 1J fc in 
every wa). for ho\v else could such a boy have acted? The 
fir~ t article in the magazine, and the best heavy one, is a sketch 
of Richard Malcolm ] ohnston. The authr)r ha-; grasped his ,ub
ject well. and tell • us in an e'Ccel!ent way much of thi , Georgia 
\Hiter. In Milton '5 Tercentenary, the author displays ingenuity 
in treating his subject, but it seems rather a large one to be 
condensed in such small space. and one which needs careful 
study. To leave out The Xew American Language would be 
to leave out the mo•t enjoyable feature of the magazine, for the 
article i ~ thoroughly laughable. Yet it giYes us a clear idea of 
how slan~· is growing and how dependent we are upon it. Thm 
it should be a warning also. The department> are good, and 
especially would we mention the Boob and Author~. in which 
the editor has given tb a thorough study of Kiplin~ and his \Vorks." 

\\'e quote the following from The Co/lege of Charleston 
M aga:;ine criticising our October issue: 

"In many colleze publications there i ~ evident a lack of due 
balance between the v::triou> departments of literary work. 
Sometimes a ma~azine is made up almo~t entirely of es~ays on 
historical or literary subjects. while fiction and verse are sub
ord inated or entirely suppressed. 0 ften among our exchanges 
we find ~evera l which are conspicuom for an utter lack of seriou-; 
reading matter. Trm 1\TERCERIAN for October i~ a good exam
ple of a magazine in which fiction, verse, and essays are given 
almost equal prominence. The article on the late ] oel Chanler 
Harris shows sincere pleasure in the theme. and is well written 
throu~·hout. Its fault• appear to be an ;:..bundance of quotation 
and perhaps a more detailed t reatn:ent of certain phases of the 
subject than the length of the article \\ arrants. The ver<;e in 
this number e'<hibits a masterv of the details of metre and . 
rhyme '' hich, though elementary. is often wanting in college 
ver~e. The 'Ballade' is clever and pleasing, and the diction is, 
in the main, good; but we submit that the expression 'sugared 
peaches' carries with it a tasty sug~e~tion of jam anrl preserves 
which was probably not intended by the writer. The fiction i~ 
not up to the standard set bv the ver~e and e sav. It is a sad 

~ J 

drop from the somewhat lofty diction of the Aztec story to such 
a colloquial ism as 'the common run of Indians.' " 

The following is from the 111ississip pi College M aga=ine 
criticising our l\{arch number: 
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"THE 11ERCERIAN is the best magazine on our list this 
month. As a rule we pass over the editorial page as if it were 
a fixture and must be there just like the advertise111ents, but if 
\Ve leave off the editorial page in this magazine we have robbed 
ourselves of sotnething really valuable. The 'Fine Arts,' as a 
part of the \Vork. in our educational scheme, are sorely neg
lected, but must in the near future take their proper places. 
'\' ictor Hugo as a \ Vor ld-Tvfaster' presents some excellent argu
ment in favor of the \VOrth of the g reat French \vriter. "Lover's 
Leap' is a vvell-executed tragic love-story, though it seems that 
the plot \vas not entirely orig inal. '\Vantecl-.A. Hero' portrays 
one of the greatest human propensities- a desire for fame and 
honor. So true is this of life that \Ve aln1ost feel like we read 
our O\vn as well as ou r neighbor's desires and inclinations in it." 

The follo\ving is from The Trinif)' Archive criticising our 
January number: 

'' J. \ln1ost every outhern tnagazine for January g ives its 
readers son1ething on Poe. THE IVIERCERIAN carries an ar ticle 
entitled 'Poe as a Poet,' \Vhich is representative of the best of 
the articles \vhich have appeared in college n1agazines. In the 
essay on 'Paul Hatnilton Hayne' \Ve have g iven in clear and 
interesting detail the life and characteri c; tics of one of the 
South's poets. There is no g reater field for the Southern col
lege magazine than to perpetuate the n1embry of our O\Vn liter
ary men by educating the present generation concerning them. 
This is an ideal \vhich all of us n1ight \vell take to ourselves. 
Essays of this kind not only furnish good readi11g; they perforn1 
a lasting service. 0 f the four short stories in t his magazine all 
the comment \Ve have to make is that they are good. Too tnuch 
cannot be said in lauding the ed itor for his editorial on 'The 
Status of College Athletics. ' \Vhile he suggests no particularly 
ne\v ideas, he collects and presents in a most vivid manner the 
real deficiency existing in the physical training in colleges and 
sho\\'S the need of an adju~tment in order that more students 
rnav find an interest in athletics and therebv become \veil-

~ J 

rounded men. The Exchange Department of T HE l\1ERCERIAN 
has only one or hvo equals among- the college magazines that 
come to our table. I t is ahvays full of able criticisms \vhich is 
evidence that the Exchange Editor is not a man \vho slights 
his department. i \11 in all TnE l\1ERCERL\~ is one of our best 
and most \velcotne exchanges." 

The follo\ving from the Clenzson College Chron1·c!e criti
cisin~* our November number: 

"One of the leading exchanges that c:1n1e to our table for 

• 
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ctobcr wa TII E MERCER lA T. The Literary Department is not 
a full in proportion as the other department . \Vc consider 
'The Bright l\1 orning . tar' the best poem in the magazine. The 
magazine is well-balanced and we find C\'Cry phase of college 
life 1·eflccted. Indeed. with the endeavors manifested, we know 
that it will continue to be a magazine of expression, as it has 
ahvays been.'' 

The Orange aud Blue, issued hy the Alabama Polytechnic 
Institute at A ubmn, Alabama, says the following about our 
January issue : 

"It is a great pleasure to us when we find THE MERCET!I.\,T 
has arrived in the exchange box. and a fight i usually on hand 
among the cd ito rs to sec who will read it first. VVe always expect 
to find someth ing good in it and arc never disappointed. In the 
January issue we find an article on Edgar Allan Poe which we 
think is written in the right spirit. Of course Poe had his faults, 
everybody has. But ho'' about the good side of him ? The 
article brings out the credit that is due this great poet. VV c find 
also an article on another of our great poets. Paul Hamilton 
Hayne. which shows that the writer has looked well into the ~ 

subject and come to a ju~t conclu~ion concerning 'The King 
Poet of the Old ou th.' The little poem 'Regret· is good, but 
let us not follow too clo~el}, rather reflect and in reflecting pass 
over the regrets and think of good things that did happen, not 
what might have happened. The short stories arc good and 
everything well taken care of. Here·~ looking for the next issue.'' 

The follo\\in~ from The Davidson C allege jltJ aga:::iu e criticis
ing- our ()c-tobcr issue: 

"The Exchange Department is glad to again welcome THE 
::'IIFHCERIAN to its table. It contains a good assortment of verse. 
fiction and history. Of the verse, ·Bright Morning Star' is 
especially good. It shows thought, and ~!so ~timulates the reader 
to thought. 'In the Power of the Chief Prie t' might be called 
historic fiction or fiction based on history. It gives a good in
sig-ht into the customs and religion of the old Aztecs. also a 
knowlecke of the manner in \\ hich they were dealt with by the 
Spaniard<. 'The \\'oman in Black' is not at all true to nature, 
being practicallv impossible of r ealization. The most serious 
objection is the rapidity with which one eYent follows another. 
The editorial on 'Elements of the Popular l\ ovel' ~hows discern
ment and insig-ht based on a wide reading of the novels of the day." 

~ 



as 

• 
IC 

DUi 

e 
~re 

ts, 
e 
d 

ot 
d ,. 

• ·-

l 

( 

EXCHANGES 441 

\Ve quote the following from The lVesleyan criticising our 

January issue : 
"THE l\IERCERIAN is one of the best magazines vve have had 

the pleasure of reading his month. We give 'The Boy and the 
Girl' first mention, because it is one of the best stories vve have 
ever read in a college journal or else\vhere. 1t is charmingly 
\\Titten and has a very strong ending. The 'Burglar Story' also 
reflects credit on its author, being " ' ritten in a pleasing tnanner. 
The plot, too, is one \Ye haven't seen developed !n just this \vay. 
· fhe Stygian Stnart Set.' a conttnued story, is very amusingly 
told and fills us '' ith laughter at the incongruities and undigni
fied proceedings of such people as Julius Cresar, I-Ienry \ TIII 
and his \Vives, Cleopatra and Queen Elizabeth. '.A.n Indian 
Elopen1ent, · a kind of historical story, is interesting, but the 
introduction is too long for the story proper, \vhich is not very 
\Yell sustained and has rather a \veak ending. 'The ~ e\v Ameri
can Language' is a hun1orous article exposing the inconsistencies 
of college slang and the ludicrous meanings of \vords as they 
appear to a foreign student. The heavy articles and poems are 
neither better nor \vorse than the average. The editorials are 
\Veil " ' ritten .. , 

The follo\Ying frotn Tlze Acorn: 
''For neatness and good arrangen1ent of n1aterial THE 11ER

CERIAN and The Georgiall 2 re particularly cotnmendable. THE 

l\i:ERCERL\X is nearly ahvay c, good, and one is not disappointed 
in the last issue, for there is quite a variety. Those \vho enjoy 
the n1uch abused Poe \Vill find 'Poe as a Poet' unusually good 
in its caln1 and just critici"'n1. The quotations used have evidently 
been selected \Yith care, so that they add strength and beauty 
to the article. \\~e are glad to see, too, that another Southern 
poet. Paul Han1ilton Ha; ne. finds a place in the hearts of the 
young people of his O\Vn native land. If \Ye ourselves did not 
appreciate \Yhat is really good in our Southern literature, ho\v 
can \Ye expect others to do so:> 'The Flo,veret' is a dainty little 
poen1 that breathes of the con1ing spring. eren though the theme 
hac; been used before. 'The \\' itch's Head' holds one'" attention 
as 5tories of Indians usually do, but even better than this is 'The ., 

Prodigal'" Return,' vvhich, though only a sketch. shO\YS an 
unusual u~e of 'vords adaoted to the thetne. £\ n cntirelv ne\v . ., 

idea for college n1agazines, and one that should be con1mended 
is the article on 'Book"' and Authors.' 'vhich gives an estin1ate 
of recent books, their value and faults.'' 

• 

The follo\ving fron·• The Andrez~r College JourHal: 
1
'\\.,. e are indeed glad to \Yelcotne again to our exchange table 

• 
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Trm MERCEIU;\.N. It ha~ ever been one of our be t exchange. 
One thing we arc glad to note: it ha - several good poems. The 
first piece in the October i s~ue is good. T'he \Vriter, \VC see 
appreciates Joel Chandler I-Iarris. 'T'he L,adJ in Black' is enter
taining. The departments, a~ a whole, are good. Another thing 
we like i~ the cuts of the ?I Iercer Library. VVe congratulate 
THE :\I I:.HCr:.ru \ '\[ for the e-xccl1encv of the issue.'' ., 

The follo\ving is from The J? ello'lo J acltet. public;hed 
students of the Georgia Tech. : 

bv the ., 

''THE ~IERCERL\N I'> ahva \ s one o f the best of our ex-
., . 

changes, and the l\Iarch number IS no exception in this respect. 
The poem 'Popics,' with which the magazine opens. is a hove 
the average of poetry usually seen in the college magazines. 
'Sidne) Lanier' gives a full account of the poet' life, and then 
the author re-awakens our intere<t in the poet by reprinting some 
of his be~t work. '\'ictor Hugo as a \Vorld-:\[astcr' presents a 
vivid picture of the great noveli st, but dwells more on the rather 
unfan1iliar character of Hugo as one of the greatest \\Titers of 
lyric poetry. \\"hile the stories in TuE · M ERCERIA.N are not 
strikingly original, they are at least a good as the average. 
'\Yanted: A Hero' is well written, but it seems inconc;istent that 
the heroine should be brave enough to become a settlement 
worker, and yet could not see that moral courage is a higher 
type than physical bravery. 'In the Editor's Chair,' \Ve find a 
\vell-\vritten and convincing article in favor of the 'Fine Arts' 
in male collegec;. The departments of 'Books and Authors,· 
'Athletic~,' and 'On the Campus' arc capably handled, and the 
plan of the 'Exchange Department' in criticising three ex
changes con1paratively, is interesting and successful." 

\\' e give belO\\~ another criticisn1 of our :rvrarch number made 
by The Concept, i"sued by the Convcr~e College, Spartanburg, 
South Carolina: 

"As thi i ~ the la<; t issue of The Concept edited by the pres
ent board, in revie,ving the ma~azines \ve have decided to take 
those which have given us the moc;t pleasure and profit all 
through the year. * * * Heading the list is THE MERCE
RIAN. The opening poem, a criticism of Pope, 'Popics,' ic; tnet
rically good and possesses originality. The first essay, 'Sidney 
Lanier' is splendid and he is a talented author \vho can make a 
biographical sketch so entertaining and criticism so clear. In 
'Wanted: A Hero' the character<; are true to life and the plot 
well worked out, not weakening at the end like so many stories. 
The pathetic touches in 'l\ Bit of Evidence' are \vell dra\vn and 
the s tory is strongly \\Titten, but the reader i left in doubt as 
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to \vhat the conclusion r eally is . In selecting the subject, 'Victor 
Hugo as a World-Master,' the author has chosen a compara
tively fresh thetne, for \Vhich we thank hitn. His criticism is 
thought ful and well \vritten. 'Turkeys an' Husban's' is a ludi
crous little sketch in \V hich the dialect is skillfully handled. As 
is ahvays the case the Editorial Departments are good; especially 
is this true of 'The Editor's Chair' and the 'Exchange D epart-

, c 

ment. Both sho\v time and thought. 

The follo\Ying is from The Revze1.o and BulletiJZ) published 
by the ctudents of the Southern lTniYersity, Greensboro, Ala.: 

"THE :f\IEHCERL\N still holds its place as one of the best that 
con1e to our table. 'Lincoln , the ~.Ian' has son1c good sugges
tions. \~Thile 'Educated in ~ ature's University,' he was a man 
and a typical American . I_Jet the Nor th and South obc;erve the 
t\vclfth clay of February as often as the year s pass. 'By the 
\\T atch, is ~hort but eve r: \vorcl of it is \vell placed. The Ex
chang-e Departn1ent of THE ~IERCERI \~ deservec; special commen
dation.'' 

Mercer 4 
Tech 0 

tor\ \vas 
• 

Athletics 
' 

ED\VARD ] ELKS, Editor. 

Mercer defeated T ech on the ninth of April with 
a score of 4 to 0. During every minute of the 
game the Yell ow Jackets were outclassed. Vic-

ever on the side of the visitors . 
\ Toss pitched an exceptional game, g iving up only two hits. 

Our h its " ·ere made by Faulk 2, 11allary 2, B . Smith 1, W. 
Smith 2, \ ross 1. The numerous changes which \vere made in 
Tech's line-up during the game are indicative of the fruitless
ness of all efforts to rob 11ercer of the victory. The teams \vere: 
111erccr. Tech. 
Faulk, 2b .................................................................................... Highto\ver, Robert, If. 
1f allarv, 1 b ................................................................................... Buchanan, Sloan, 3b. 

"" 
Salter, cf .................................................................................... Whitley, Freeman, 2b. 
Gra ,, , rf ..................................................................................................................... Holland, ss . 

"' 
B. Sn1ith, 3b ................................................................................ :····--·--········--······· .. Clark, cf. 
Carson , If ............... ~ ..................................................................................................... _A..)' res, rf. 
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\¥. 111 j til' c .................. -......................... ······················································ r a t l h c \ v s, 1 b. 
Voss, p ....................................................................................... A nnstead, Buchanan, c. 
Fender, ss ..................................................................................................................... H.ol)ert, p. 

Co1Jicr, p. 

It \Vas on the corner of 1\dan1s and Ehn streets. The 
Celebration The evening shades \VCrc fallinO', \Vhcn the 

passer-by \Yac; astonished to see a cro\vd in front 
of the tuclents ' liall a\vaiting ne\vs fron1 the tean1 in tJanta. 
1\ s a story tnust have it, the cro\vd. risen to the height of con
fusion. disgusC and itnpatience. \vas beginning to disperse into 
the dining- room when a telephone message announced the glad 
tidings : 1vierccr LJ, Tech 0. Only one thing \vas to be done, a 
night-ly parade of victory n1ust needs follo\v. Preparations inl
mecliately ensued. They were indeed fruitful for ere long the 
cro,vd had re-asc;etnbled in costun1es son1e\vhat lighter than 
those they had \Vorn before and \Vith hearts of glee and throats 
of yell-;, the line of march swiftly advanced toward the city
no, to \\~ec;Jr.yan . Spurred on by in1patience they soon reached 
the g oal and there under the street light rather unusual n1ethods 
and devices for celebration \vere exhibited. The \Vhole to\vn 
\vas duly con1plitnented and. somctin1e before morning, the hosts 
retired. fatigued with the joy of victory; and again and again 
during the night there could be c;een to flit across their faces calm 
S\veet smiles as they had pleasant visions of the celebration that 
they could see twenty-four hours ahead of time - anticipations. 
ho,Yever, \vhich \Vere <5 \veeter than the reality that did con1e . 

Tech 7 
:\1ercer 3 

.. 

In the second Tech gan1e, things \vere reversed 
and the tale read Tech 7. Aiercer 3. Grav 

. -
opened up in the box for l\Iercer and pitched 

until the second inning, \Yhen he \vas put in left field. Voss 
pitched in his place. Tech scattered her runs all through the 
game; three in the c;econd, one in the third, one in the ei~hth . 
and t\vo in the ninth. I\lercer scored t\vo in the third and one 
in the fifth. A lthough we got seven hits to their six, victory 
alighted on the side \vhich the day before she had shunned. 

O ur hit<> are recorded : Faulk 1, Salter 1, Gray 1, Car<;on 2, 
Fender 1, \ ' oss 1. The line-ups \vere: 
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J..f ercer. Tech. 

Flemi11g, rf ............................................................................................................. Robert, If. 
l\Iallary, lb ........................................................................................... ........... Buchanan, c. 
Faulk, 2b .................................................................................................. Ayres, rf. and cf. 
Salter, cf ............................................................................................................... Holland, ss. 
B. Smith, 3b ...................................................... : ...................................... Clark, cf. and lb. 
Gra;·, p. and If....................................................................................... . . . J\ila:y·er, p. 
Carson, lf. ....................................................................................................... 'i\Iatthews, lb. 
\~7 . Stnith, c ............................................................................................................. Sloan, 3b . 
F <..nder. ss ........................................................................................................... Freen1an. 2b. 
\ oss, p ................................................................................................................ Highto\ver, rf. 

Georgia 4 
Mercer 2 

\Vhitley, p. 

Yes , it is the same old story-"Georgia in Ath
ens." This phrase conveys to every Mercer boy 
a feeltng of not absolute assurance of victory. 

There seems to envelop it a darksome shado\v of uncertainty as 
to \vhether it ts going to be appropriate after the game to appear 
in the streets, clad in the garb most becoming a nocturnal pa
rade. This ) ear \Ve had hoped to make such a perfonnance pos
s ible and, not\vithstancling "Georgia in Athens ,., the tean1 \Yent 
into both gan1es detern1ined to win. The first game at the close 
sounded like Georg ia 4 , T\Iercer 2. The Athens boys had a hit
ting day, securing in all ten hits. J\Iercer vlas not so fortunate 
in her batting. vVe got four hits , ,vhich -vvere made by Oliphant 
1, Salter 1, Gray 1, and W. Smith 1. The line-ups were: 

Georg ia. ill ercer. 

~orcutt, cf. ........................................................................................................ _.Qliphant, If. 
Cobb, ss ..................................................................................................................... J\1allary, 1 b. 
D errick, 2b.............................................................................................................. Fat1lk, 2b. 
H odgson, lb ........................................................................................................... Salter, cf. 
T\vitt;·, cf .......................................................................................................................... . Gray, p. 
Bartlett, If .............................................................................................................. J\1osley, rf. 
Beggs, 3b ................................................................................................................. Fleming, ss. 
Lucas, c ............................................................................................................................ Smith, c. 
Bran11an, p .................................................................................................................. Fender, 3b. 

• 
Carson, If . 



Georgia 2 
M~rcer 0 

TI-IE 11ERCERIAN 

The game on the next day. the fourteenth, 
started \vrong for us. Georgia \von in the first 
inning. After that not a single rnan scored for 

either s ide. Only one time did we have an opportunity to score, 
natncly, \\hen Carson tried to make hon1e fron1 c;econd on an in
field hit. but ~as thro\vn out at the plate. It looked as if \VC 

just could not catch up and win. There is no mystery about it, 
ho\vever, for \ve \vere pia yin o- ''Georgia in r\ thens. ') 

• 

\ osc; pitched a beautiful gan1e, Jetting up only five hits. \~' e 
got ~even: Car<;on 3, rvia11ary 2, c;rav 1, \~' ... mith 1. 

T'hc line ups \vere: 
Georgia. 

Jl{ ercer. 
l\' orcutt. cf........................................................................................................... Carson, cf. 
Luca ~ . c.................................................................................................................. ?\Iallary, 1 b. 
Derrick, 2b .................................................................................................................. Fattlk, 2b. 
I-I od gso n. J b........................................................................................................ Sa Iter, c f. 
T w i tt) , r L ........ -·---··-··········---·---··-.................................................. -·-···-·········----·-·····-·---Gray, 3 b. 
Bart I e t t, I f............................................................................................................... S m it h, c. 
i\•f c C I e s k s e) , ~ s ................... ----············--···············-· .. ....................................... l\ 1 o ~I e y, rf. 
Beggs, 3 b ____ .................................................................................................................... \ Toss, p. 

Clemson 7 
Me rcer 4 

·······•········•········•········ ··•·•·········•····•··•······•···•···•·•·······••········•··•······ Fender, ss . 
Oliphant, If. 

The team got back from Athens Thursday 
n1orning and after a day's rest went up against 
Clemson Friday afternoon. They played what 

might be called "the long game of the season." It lasted only 
t\vo hours and thirty-five minutes. No \Vander, since 11ercer 
made four runs and Clemson seven. It take~ time for that many 
runs and especially when scattered through the game as they 
\Vere. Some vvere made in five different innings. 

The line-ups \\'ere: 

ill crcer. Clemson. 
W. S m it h . c. . ..................... --··--··--····-···--·---......................................................... Jeff or d ~ , cf. 
Mall a ry, 1 b .................................................................................................... _ ....... Co I es , 3 b. 
Fa u I k, 2 b.............................................................................................................. . . Coch ran, r f. 
Sa Iter, cf ... ____ ..................... ··-·--·--·····-··--- ............... ..... ...................................... . ... . Kirby, 2 b. 
Gray, p. and r f.······---··--···-······-·-········----··········· ........................................... Goodman, s s. 
B. Smith , 3 b ............................................................................................. Henderson, 1 b 
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tlcl<Ieth, rf ......... -... ·-·····-··-· ··················-···············-·····-·-·-····-···········-·-··· l1erwood, If. 
< 1 i ph ant, 1 f .................. ·--·-······-·····-· ........................................ ·-··-···· .. ···-······ Connelly, c. 
I:;-c11 c I er, s ............................................................................. _ ....................................... 'V\1 oocl, p. 

\loss, p. 

Mercer 6 
Clemson 2 

~lerecr's ec 1nd gan1e \vith Cletn on \vas on 
.. aturday, the eventeenth. "''There \Va. nobody 
in the game but Mercer. The Baptists \\'ere tri

umphant all the \Vay through, outcla c;tng and outplaying the 
Clemson Tigers at every point.'' 

~V. . n1ith had run off econcl and Catcher onnelly thre\v 
to catch hin1, but the ball \Vent to center, and on reachinn- third 
Sn1ith \vent hon1e. de pitc the fact that the center fielder had the 
hall and tried to thrO\V hin1 out. \ \ e next cored in the seventh 
\Vhen .. alter ''got on'' on an error. and the ucces ive single of 

ray and 13. n1ith brought the score to 2 to 0. In the Ia t 
inning our tean1 got even tnorc life and piled up four runs 

Clctnson rnade her l\vo runs in the ninth after it \vas almost 
a ccrtaintv that she \\r-ds shut out. T\vO n1en \Vere do,vn \vhen 

.I 

Coles hit for a single. Next Cochran \Va up and a he had 
tv.rice n1issed the ball nothing \va~ expected of hin1. The pec
tators \vcre leaving-, ~ure that he \voulcl "' trike out. \Vhen lo! the 
unexpected happened and he landed on the nc · t ball for a home 
run, thus tnaking- the ~core in~tcacl of a shut out, G to 2. 

1\ feature of the gan1e ''ere 11ercer's double play", the result 
of fast, clever fieldincr. In Clernson's third, \Vith a n1an on fir"t, 
Rivers bunted to \ o ss. \Vho thre\\. out the rnan g-oinO' to second 
and Faulk got the batter at first. l(irby ingled in the seventh, 
hut \va~ caught in a double \\hen Goodman "ent a \Vift grounder 

to Fender. 
1 n this gan1e l\1 crcer rna de a triple teal. B ... tnith ''as on 

third. Oliphant on second. and \ l os-, on fir t. Fender. making 
as if he \\ere going to bunt. caused Rivers to thro\v \\ild to the 
catcher. On his 5tcpping out of his bo~ to stop the ball mith 
.. lid over the plate, Oliphant \vent to third and \·os to econd. 

\ Toss pitched the starry quality of ball he had given in the 
Tech gatne. J·Ic goa\ e up only five hits. Our batter got: 
\\i ... n1ith 2. alter 1. (~ra\ 1. B. tnith 2, \ Toss 1. 

• 

• 
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The line-ups \Vcre the san1c a 
for C'lcmson River~) pitched in l)tcacl 
for ~1erccr. 

the day before except that 
of \\7 ood and Voss pitched 

ln the first Trinity game it looked as if we ju t 
T rinity 5 couldn't. \\ e made onlv one error more than Mercer 2 ., 

our opponent~) , the) got just one hit more than 
we, and } et, we were defeated by a ~core o f 5 to 2. Vl/e had 
ten men left on bases to their four, we s tole twice a~ many bases 
as they, and still, it \vas 5 to 2. 

Our first run was made in the second when with three men 
on bases Davidson waited for four balls and ~cored our first. 
In the third and fourth we put two men on bases, but it counted 
u~ nothing. The seventh was fruitful in another run for us. 
Mallary reached first on a fielder's choice, stole second, and 
scored on Faulk's Texas leaguer to left. The fir <>t man up in 
both the eighth and ninth "got on" and one even went to third
and that is all. 

Davidson, Voss, and :.\Iosley did the pitching for us. Gray 
did the mo~t remarkable playing on th e diamond. He made 
three hits in four times up, stole three base~, made a marvelous 
one-hand stab o f Gantt's line drive, and threw out a man o n a 
clean hit to right field. Our hits were made by: W. Smith 1, 
Faulk 1, Salter 1, Gray 3, Voss 1. 

The line-ups were : 

J1 ercer. Trinit·y. 

W. mith, c . ········································································································.Suiter, 2b. 
l\1allary, lb ................................................................................................................. Lewis, rf . 

Faulk, 2b ········································································································· \V. \Vest, 3b. 
Salter, cf. ············································································································· .. Cooper, cf. 
Gray, rf ································································································. Flowers, c. 
B. Smith, 3b ································································································· C. Wess, ss 
Oliphant, If ................................................................................................................ Kilgo, lb. 
Fender, ss ................................................................................................................... Harris, If. 
Davidson, p .................................................................................................................... Gantt, p. 
Voss, p. 
t\1osley, p. 
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• 

Mercer 6 
Trinity 2 

Just as in the games with Clemson we let Trin
ity get her share of victory until the second 
game when we completely outclassed them. We 

• 

started off in the first inning ahead and kept there. Oliphant, 
our first man up, got hit. Mallary was safe at first on an error. 
W Smith bunted and had first easily when the catcher, Flowers, 
thre\v \vild over first, and Oliphant and Mallary scored on 

the play. 
Salter was safe on the shortstop's wild throw in the fourth. 

Faulk singled to left. B. Smith advanced both with a sacrifice. 
\ ross then laid out a single to right, scoring Salter and Faulk. 

In the eighth with two men out :rviercer started the fun again. 
Gray drove to right field for a double and scored on a wild 
throw to first by the shortstop, who fielded Salter's grounder. 
Salter '\vent down" and came home on Faulk's single to left . 

Trinity scored in the first and sixth innings, but were never 
in a position to have any chance of winning. 

\l oss pitched his characteristic game and Trinity couldn't 
touch hin1. This \vas the third he had won for Mercer out of 
four he had pitched. The following made our hits : W. Smith 
2, Gray 1, Faulk 3, \ Toss 1. , 

The line-ups \\1 ere the same as the day before. 

Mercer 7 
Tech2 

Mercer 7, Tech 2. 
That score tells the story of the first game with 
Tech in Macon. The very genius of victory had 

taken possession of every Mercer player and Tech was outplayed 
at every point. It was evident from the beginning to the end 
of the game that the home team was sure to win . 

The scoring started in Mercer's first vvhen Oliphant laid out 
a clean single. This was followed by a wtld pitch, and an error 
by Catcher Armstead. Tech atoned for this one run in the sec
ond by a hit batter, a wild pitch and a single. 

This evenness of affairs urged the Mercerians to an even 
stronger determination to win. The result was one run in the 
third, two in the fourth, two in the fifth, and one in the seventh 
inning, a grand total of seven runs. 

Tech added another to her one in the eighth inning, making 

the score 7 to 2. 

• 
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I 

ou·r nits were made oy Oliphant 2, ~ aulk 2, ~Ioslcy 1, Voss 2. 
The line-ups were: 

!Vf crcer. Tech. 
O liphant, 3b ...................................................................................................... Highto\vcr, rf. 
I 

Mallary, 1 b ...................................................................................................... Buchanan, ss. 
Faulk, 2b ........................................................................................................................ Ayres, p. 
Gray, rf ............................................................................................... Houseal, p. and cf. 
Sn1i th, c ................................................................................................................. I-Iollancl, 3b. 
Salter, cf. . ............................................................................................ Robert, cf. and p. 
Mosley, If. and p .......................................................................................... ~1athews , 1 b. 
Voss, p. and If ........................... , ................................................................................ Hill, If. 
'Fender, ss ............................................................................................................. Armstead, c. 

Freeman, 2b. 

Due celebration followed. After the parade Tech's coffin 
\vas placed in front of the Students' Hall, there to a\vait its 
burial after the victory which we felt was to be ours the next 
afternoon. 

When the next afternoon came everv ~Iercer 
ol 

Mercer 3 
Tech 2 man was in readiness to defeat T ech again. 

The players were in fine trim and the rooters had 
enjoyed the festivities of the night before just enough to make 
them one and all unusually hilarious. 

Voss went in the box for a second successive victorv over 
ol 

Tech. They hit hard, however , and things looked rather doubt-
ful for us. To add to our uneasiness Tech scored in the fourth. 
Nevertheless, our men instead of losing heart, doubled their 
"ginger" and fought on. Our time came in the sixth. Two 
men were on bases when Faulk came up. To his utter di gust 
he popped up a fly along the first base line. It was a blessing 
in disguise, for, although either of three Tech men could have 
caught it, each was so desirous that the other take it that the 
ball was not fielded at all. During the ceremonious confusion 
two men scored and Faulk went to second. Then Smith brought 
him in with a single. 

Tech made her second in the seventh. 
With this game Voss established a record of \vinning five out 

of six games. The one he lost was in Athens against Georgia. 
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That's something of a record, isn't it? Another feature of the 
game was Faulk's batting, three hits out of four times up. Our 
htts were laid out as follows: Oliphant 1, Mallary 1, Faulk 3, 
Smith 3. 

Our line-up was the same as that of the day before and Tech 
pitched Collier instead of the trio, Ayres, Houseal, and Robert. 

Jubilation 
The last Tech player had hardly been put out 
before Mercer men filled the diamond. Thev 

~ 

raised Voss to their shoulders and with cheers that ascended to 
the clouds bore him off the field of contest in triumph. 

The night for the great rejoicings had at last arrived. Mer
cer had defeated Tech three out of four games this year and, 
coupled with the record of last season, she had defeated the boys 
from Atlanta five out of six games. The elements must have 
feared that there vvould be too reckless a jubilation, for just as 
the participants in the night parade, clad in their robes of spot
less \vhite, had re-assembled and the n1ournful pall-bearers, in 
readiness to bear the remains of the vanquished Technologians 
to a noisy resting place vvere \vaiting for the signal to march, 
the heavens opened and the floods descendtd. 

It had soon poured out and the procession, faithful to custom, 
filed dutifully to town, of course stopping at Wesleyan to pay due 
respects to J\fercer's friends there, and by doing so to get in the 
happiest frame of spirits for the remainder of the march. The 
next stop was the hotel. This was made in order to give the 
Tech team a fond farewell before her trip home which was to 
be made the next morning. The whole line assembled in front 
in a rather irregular semi-circle and Dr. Bloom voiced the sad 
farewells and God speeds of the Mercer boys, who were con
firming his \vords of parting \\'ith tears of laughter. 

The grand finale occurred \lV ednesday in chapel. On a bier 
at the foot of the rostrum stood Tech's coffin. Some of her 
dearest frienrls had covered the casket with beautiful designs 
made of flo\vers from the sympathizing neighbors' yards. When 
all the friends had congregated, the ceren1ony began. It was 
not long but beautiful and touching. Several of the members 
of the faculty spoke of the departed in the most eulogizing terms. 
Then Dr. Bloom came to the front to tell how it happened and 

• 

' 
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to state the cause of the sad tragedy. t\fter his characteristic 
beginning he gave the exact reason for the fall. It was, accord
ing to his way of thinking, Mercer's hard practicing and faithful 
keeping in the "path of righteousness." Lee Battle next made 
a few remarks in praise of the deceased and brought the cere
mony to an end with a solo, "Good-bye, Old Tech, Good-bye." 

The Mercer students filed out of the chapel \vith sad faces, 
bowed heads, and mournful spirits; such a dear acquaintance 
had been overpo\vered by the strong ~1ercer team of 1909. 

On the Campus 

ULY 0. THOMPSON, Editor. 

Yes, I was just thinking how quickly this spring term had 
slipped away- it's almost a drean1. A cloud of smoke in my 
room makes it more mysterious, and casts a gloom on everything 
about me almost akin to sorrow -to the sorro\v \vhich must 
inevitably come with the parting of classtnates and college chums. 
The boys of 1906-and '07-and '08, have, in their turn, stepped 
dovvn and out of an atmosphere in which, with a few temporary 
exceptions, vigorous and lasting friendships have developed. 
And so it will be with the class of 1909. Sorrow? Yes, we all, 
and even they, have felt it. But it is not that sorrow which covv
ers and crushes; but one born of comradeship as true as steel 
and as lasting as life itself. 

The meetings conducted at the First Baptist church by Dr. 
George W. Truitt of Texas, were largely attended by the 1vfercer 
students and faculty. Dr. Truitt spoke several times at our 
chapel exercises. He is a man of exceptional ability and has 
well been styled "the young Spurgeon of America." Refusing 
~epeated calls to large churches in New York and other cities of 
the north, Dr. Truitt has confined himself to the south and vvest 
and is to-day probably the most prominent figure in Baptist circles. 

Dr. Rich has recently closed a series of meetings at the Vine
ville Baptist church. He was assisted by the \veil known evan-

• 

• 

• 



ithful 
made 
cere-

-bye" 
• • 

face' ... , 
tance 

1 had 
n mr 

• 
• ma ...., 

must 
ums. 
ped 

ra •. 
• 

Dr. 
cer 
our 
has 
• 
ffiCT ...., 

of 
est 

:les. 

I 

' 

• 

ULY 0. THOMPSON 
ON THE CAMPUS 

• 

• 

• 



• 

1 hi pag intentionall blank 

• 

Th.i page intentionally blank 

Thi page intentionally blank 

l . 



ON THE CAMPUS 453 

gelist, the Rev. Dr. Han1ilton of Louisville, Kentucky, and during 
the meeting several additions \vere made to the church. 

The Phi Delta Society has recently occupied its new home 
in the library building. The occasion was celebrated by a recep
tion at which nearly all Phi Deltas and quite a number of friends 
\vere present. After a splendid program had been rendered, 
refreshments were served and there was a general reverting to 
such social features as are calculated to tickle the fancies of 
both sexes. The furnishings in the new hall rival those of the 
Ciceronians and in this, as in all other affairs, there is a dis
tinct effort on the part of both societies to "have the best.'' 

Dr. Forrester: '"Mr. Smith, what was Daniel's most signifi-

cant dream?" • 
Smith: "I think it vvas his dream about that won1an." 

The baseball fan, at ticket \vindO\V, stuck np two fingers and 

asked, "Ho'v much?'' 
Brown peeped over his shoulder, blushed, and, "" ith a blank 

look, replied: "\Vhy-er-masculine tickets fifty, feminine 

forty." 
To which the affable fan replied: "One of both genders, 

please." 

The customary chapel speeches had been made, when all at 
once a persistent yell went up for Bloon~! DR. BLOOI\1. The 
Doctor soon occupied his accustomed place and very meekly 
remarked: "\iVhensun1eber I fuss cum to dis hear city, I war 
called to preach. But <;traight\\ ay I went and had an udder call, 
and dat uz one call \Yhat I response to. It was a call to de 111 ercy 
Unin7/ersita baseball di1110t! An right dar I spek to stay t\vill 
you see me in cle same fix "vhat you see T etch in dere, nailed up 
in dat box. And nO\V \Ve hab all listen to de remarks of my 
good friend Fesser H olmes, an yo Divine President, Dr. Jameson, 
an also to Dr. Harrison. Now, wid yo consent, I takes isher wid 
Dr. Harrison. (Applause.) Dis wurd yo see on de coffin 
T-E-C-H, TETCII. do not mean cle emnent coach Reisman." 
But listen whensumeber cle Doctor tell YO dat what dat wurd do .. 

mean am "de EN ob coach Reisman." 

• 
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Walker: ''Kiser, who printed these programs?" 
Kiser: ((The printer, of course." 
Miss Craft: ((No, the press." 

Professor Steed (in ] unior English cia c;s) : "l\tlr. Leard, 
which do you suppose of J\1ilton's works we now read most ex
tensively?" 

Leard: "Undoubtedly, his short storie . '' 

11r. F. J. Bo\vman, the most gifted poet of the present enior 
class, handed uc; the follo\ving, and with trembling voice and 
falling tears said that it was but a humble tribute to the glorious 
class of 1909: 

A SENIOR's FAREWELL. 

(Tune : Yankee-Doodle-Dan die.) 

Farewell, dear Freshman, Junior, Soph, 
Farewell, tough beef and tater, 
Fare\vell, to thee, oh lovely Prof., 
Fare\vell, our Alma A1 ater. 

Long may you live and loudly smell. 
Strong may you stand, oh butter; 
The good you've done no tongue can tell
No J\1ercer man dares utter. 

FareV\rell, dear school and happy band, 
Farewell, oh hash and tater, 
Long may ye live to bless our land 
Our glorious A hna !J1 a fer. 

Chorus. 

Farevvell, dear Freshman, Junior, oph, 
Farewell, oh hash and tater, 
Farewell, tough beef and lovely Prof., 
Farewell, our Ahna lvf ater. 

The Phi Deltas "evened up" \vith the Ciceronians in their 
annual spring term debate on the night of May 7. Intercollegiate 
Athletics was discussed and Mr. J. F. McCluney and Mr. T. H. 
McCoy proved to be up to the occasion, receiving all three votes 
of the judges. Mr. Newel G. Bartlett and Mr. T. Stacey Capers 
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\Vere well equipped, ho\vever, and the field 'vas not \\'On to the 
Phi Deltas without considerable skirmishing. This victory for 
the Phi Deltas tied the score for this season, so far, and the 
championship gan1e \vill be called at comtnencement \vith the 
following indomitable batteries: For the Phi Deltas, Clements 
and Estes; for Ciceronian~, vVood and Cousins. 

Our Y. 11. C. A. recently elected officers for the coming 
year as follo\vs : President, 1\Ir. C. C. Kiser; vice-president, 1\Ir . 
R. 1\I. Rigdon : secretary, 1\Ir. P. 1\1. Cousins; treasurer, l\1r. 
,V. R. Robinson. .A.nd for the chairmen of the various cotnmit
tees the follo\ving gcntlen1en have been selected: Devotional, 
1v1r. R. M. Rigdon; 1\lissions, l\1r. S. D. Copeland; Personal 
vVork, Mr. R. M. Donnehoo ; Membership, l\1r. T. W. Tippett; 

• 
New Students, l\Ir. R. C. Gresham; l\1usic, l\1r. H. P. Bell; 
Bible, 1\..fr. P. E. Lester. All of these gentletnen have actively 
Identified themselves \vith the Y. 1\1. C. ~~- work, and we predict 
for them a very successful administration. Their field is great, 
their opportunity for doing good is unlimited, and \Ve believe 
that they 'vill measure up to every responsibtlity. 

The Ciceronian Society has elected 11essrs. G. P. 'iVhatley 
and W. E. Roberts fall term debaters for 19{)9. The Phi Deltas 
elected 11essrs. R. L. 1\Ieeks and C. C. Yeomans. These are 
two of the best tean1s the societies have yet put out and which
ever side wins may feel proud of its victory. The two societies 
have also been asked to hold a debate at the Baptist Assembly 
at Blue Ridge this sumtner. The Phi Deltas have selected Estes 
and Clements. The Ciceronians have not yet elected, but they 
\vill put out a good team and the assembly \vill be given an 
insight into the forensic po,vers of l\1ercer's student body. 

Maybe you could if you only \vould. 
And then maybe you couldn't, 
For Reisman would if he only could; 
But 'lCJho sa'ys that he couldn't? 

\Vhen you get a postage stamp, 
Sit right dO\\'n and write; 

• 

• 
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For if your pal comes in your room, 
That stamp will take its flight. 

Gray: "Yeomans, I noticed at Bessie Tift the other night, 
that the l{ing I've heard you speak of wore dresses." 

Y eon1ans : ''Perfectly natural ; her queen means to wear the 
breeches." 

The 1\Iercer Glee Club has had quite a successful and de
lightful time this spring. Their first concert was given at l\1il
ledgeville, .i\pril 17, and after the performance the club \vas 
given a reception by President and IVIrs. Park at the old Execu
tive Mansion. The Senior class of the G. J.\T. and I. College 
number about sixty, making about three girls each for the mem
bers of the club. But don't you think that these fellows were 
not up to the occasion either in the social features or in the inci
dental matter of refreshments, for they had neither faint hearted 
nor failing appetites. They have also g iven concerts at Sanders
ville on l\1ay 7 and at Bessie Tift on the lOth, vvhere they were 
again given a S\vell reception. The club this year consists of a 
chorus of twenty metnbers with a quartette, and piano, violin, 
and voice soloists . It is already a formidable rival of the famous 
Vanderbilt Glee Club and has received an offer to be booked for 
another season by the same lyceum cotnpany that handled Van
derbilt this year. Other concerts have been arranged for at 
Locust Grove on the 24th and at Wesleyan on the 20th instant. 
The Glee Club is coming to be one of the tnost attractive features 
in Southern colleges, as it long has been in the colleges of the 
North. The Mercer Club this year \vas very fortunate in secur
ing as director Professor James C. Boone. He is one of the 
most accomplished musicians in the South and his return to New 
York City the first of June, \Yhich he intends to make his future 
home, is looked for,vard to vvith much reg ret by every member · 
of our club. 

Professor Westbrook (in Soph history) : "Mr. Durden, 
enumerate some of the rights of man as formulated by the First 
French Assembly." 

Mr. Durden: "Free Liberty- that the rights of the people 
n1ight not be encrouched upon." 
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lVlercer's Mascot 

]. S. P RUITT. 

H ere stands our rrtascot, D octor Bloont b)' nanz e, 
The star tenth n~en~ber of the baseball teant , 
And tlvus he's also, as sonz e folks descry , 
The thirteenth 1nentber of the faculty. 
He a-nd Professor H oltnes, I hear H E satd, 
Laid out the first ball diamond ever 1nade. 
If you come out to Mercer any day, 
You'll likely hear the good old Doctor say : 
uHow is ')'Uh, hone')'? Feelin' nzighty po' ! 
Ah' s sorry fer dat, h oney, ah is, sho' ; 
Fer whenso1neber yuh be strong an' well 
Ah' s tnigh·ty happy, an' ah likes tuh tell 
H O'ZU M ussuh' s tean1.- am wiunin' ev' y gaHt-e 
Des' like she us ter ' f or e all y uh folks ca1ne ,· 
Fer d' 0t1tgel ob de Lawd still got his sickle
Say, honey, cain' t yuh gib d' ole 1nan er nick le ?" 
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By the Way 

One Consolation 

FR_'\N K TAYLOR LoNG. 

H e ga::ed in silent 'll'Onder 
At the tub-shapes and 1nushrooJJzs, 

Survivi11g ((J.11 err}' "YVidows,}} 
On 'l 1hich e7Je1"\' blosso1n bloonzs . 

• 

'rlt}s sinful 'l\.'lzat strange bollnets 
f. T7onzen wear/} the {{11fere 11fan'J said; 

.t4nd then he added gravely} 
'{But the suz} s 011 the <.C/0111a1l} s lzead.}) 

DON1 LET 
THIS PASS YOU 

soc~;~!~e 
line of swell suits for 
young men. They are 
Chicago hom and college 

457 

bred. Every suit distinctive and different There's 0 go" 
in every curve and crease and a college yell in every pocket 
n Ask the mann 

Priced $15 To $35 
lOo/o DISCOUNT ON SUITS TO MERCER STUDENTS 
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CoN vi NCF.D. 

''You are charged with larceny. Arc you guilty, o r not guity ?" 

"Not guilty, judge. I thought T was, hut I've been tal kin' to n1y 
lawyer, an' he's convinced tne that I ain't.''-Cotholic e·ws. 

'f ~1 "C " HE a EANING OF HAUFFEUR. 

To the Editor of The 1Vation: 

Su · I do not know who originated the title of "chauffeur'' as applied 
to the dnver of an automolJlle The name is certainly appropriate, and 
the chauffeurc; of the present day posst ~c; the qualities which made their 
prototypes famous. Balzac, in "L'Ern·er de l'historie contcn1poraine," 
says: 

A. bel's Phar 111 acy 
" BILL " ABEL, '07. PROPRIETOR 

..A.nythix1g in the IJr·ug Line 
PHONE 646 BICYCL E DELIVERY 

MERCER PRESSING CLUB 

CLEANING, MENDING 
DYEING & PRESSlNG 

Al.BO CLEANING AND SHAPING HATS 

ALL ON SHORT NOTICE 

J. L. CLAXTON, Mgr. 
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Here you will need a few words of explanation as to an association 
which made a great noise in 1ts day. I mean that of the raiders known 
as the chauffeu rs. T hese bands of dest royers were the terrors of the 
~ountry. I am not exaggerating when I tell you that in some depart
ments the ar m of justice 'vas practically paralyzed. 

The modern chauffeurs certainly equal or excel their predecessors, 
and the arm of j ustic is still paralyzed. GEo. A. ToRREY. 

Boston, September 10. 

!\lARK T\\' AIN ON SHAKESPEARE. 

To niark Twain the bust of the poet tn Stratford church seems the 
~ymbol of our belief in Shakespeare as the author of the plays-"The 
precious bust, the priceless bust, with the dandy mustache and the putty 
face . . . with the deep, deep, deep, subtle, subtle, subtle expres
sion of a bladder." 

H. . Lamar & Co. 
·~~DRUGGISTS~§ 

TitL:mP HO NIC 1000 
512 CR ICRRY STREET 
Two doon :ft'Oia ~ Nat. Bank 

MA CON, GA . 
• 

• • · •• • •• •: • • - 00 r" ·,• 1 ' )• • • •"' ,..,. ......... ..,. · ., ,.. . • • _.,..._, ..,.,.•:.•._• 

EXTREME OOLLEGE 
~SWLES ~A SPECIALTY 

r ... 
. . '.. - . . . . , .. -· ' . . .... 

THE TAILOR 
568 MULBERRY ST . SrGB.ROSER 
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TIMELY ADVICE. 

It has attractions) has the stage, 
But \viii one always be the rage? 
The present public does not know 
The actresses of long ago. 

The footlight glamour fades, we \varn; 
But one may always sew and darn, 
Come join the sweet dotne~tic flock, 
And quit the buskin for the sock. 

)\10RE PROFITABLE. 

A poet likes, \vhen day ts done, 
To contemplate the setting sun. 
It's different ·with farmer men; 
They d rather see a setting hen . 

• 

Regal Shoes are designed just 
far enough in advance of each 
season to be right in every detail 
of style. 

That's why yon are certain to 
get THIS season's s tyles when JlOU 
buy RegaJ.s, and NOT met ~ 
styles. 

There's an exact and comfort
able fit for every foot in Regal 

Shoes. Quarter-sizes make you wre of ......,· 
it, and you '11 find in our large and stoc 
of Regals, models suitable for every occasion 

PARKS t: EVERETT 
458 Third Street MACON, OA. 
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IT HAD TO HAPPEN. 

c'Serious trouble in the Balkans at last." 
"How now?" 

461 

"One paper has sent a lady correspondent to the theater of war." 
"Well?" 
"She r efuses to take off her hat." 

I s THrs TRuE? 

"Can a man be happy with money?'' 
((He can after his acquaintances get over the idea that they can get 

it away from hitn.'' 

UNIVERSAL 
NIVERIITY 
TlllliES 

SEND YOUR MAIL ORDERS TO 

THE ''COLLEGE CO-OP" CO. 
(INCORPORATED) 

UNIVERSAL 
NNI~llY 
Tllltt£S 

College Departxnent Stores ATLANTA ct OXFORD, BA. $20.000.00 paid in C&~>ital Stoek 
Felt Pennants and felt goods designed and manufactured; Southern Agont A. G~ 

f;palding & Bros •. sporting a-oods; .Amateur Developina- and Finiahi.ng-Pictures .aDd FramesJ 
SeDd your orders to The Col\ea'e ,. co-oP" Co., the exclusive e<>ll~e store, 9'1 Peacatre• 
Street.Atlanta,Ga. SHELLEY IVEY, PROPfti£T0"· 

The Well= 
Dressed Man 
who wants something dif· 
ferent in a shoe who 
wants solid comfort who 
wants to be pleased, not 
for an hour or a day, but 
for every shoe - wearing 
minute throughout the 
year, should KNOW the 
WALK-OVER SHOE . 

The Sign of Satisfactiou 

THE WALK-OVER MAN 

CLISBY, in Macon WJ)[ MARK R£6. US. PAl Off 
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]OHNNJE'S QUESTION. 

J ohn attended Sunday school, and teacher wa enlarging on the ad
vantages of good health over riches. She explatned : "Riches count for 
very little. You can't take n1oney with you when you die. Good health 
JS the most important thing in life." 

Then ] ohn's hand "ent up, and he called out: 

"Teacher, you can't take your good health with you when you die, 
etther, can you ?"-Louisville Post. 

"We all have our burdens to bear," said the minister. "There are 
many trials in this life." 

''Yes, I suppose there are," said the poor lawyer, ruefully; "but I 
don't seem to have much luck in getting mixed up in 'em." 

vVigg: "Young Bighead seems to think he is destined to set the 
world on fire.'' 

W agg: "Well, I don't see that the insurance people are very much 
worried over it." 

Hogan: "And was you th' best man at O'Toole's " ·edding?" 

I-Iogan (with both eyes blacked) : "N a w. I only t' ought I was. 

o ege 

osters 

Pictures • Pennants 
The COLLEGE BO-:rs• BOOK STORE 

Foot Ball and Tennia S11ppliea 

Special Line Books, 39c, •9c aod 59c 

A tways Something New & Attractive in Picturtl3 

McEv0y's -'571 CHERRY ST. 
-------· 

Spectacles and Eyeglasses. · !~S;r:~~g~~ehelp. 
make careful examination for glasses -and guarantee satisfacti~ 
~If your eyes need treatment, he will refer you to an OculisL 

J. ·H. SPRA 'DLING, OPTICIAN 
COR. · :r ft. AND COTlON ·A W 



g on the ad. 
3es count for 
Good health 

hen you d' te, 

''There are 

hlly; ~~but I 

to set the 

very much 

ng' 

I was. 

- -

saats 
-

STORE 

td 59c 

• 
c 

BY THE WAY 

"Isn't ] ebbs a belt ever in the fa1th cure?'' 
"He is" 

463 

''Is 1t true that he wouldn't have a doctor for hts w1fe the other day 
'\hen she was tll ?" 

"It is qu1te true" 
"\V ell I ~a w a doctor go into hts house Just now " 
''Oh, that's all right. He's ill now himself!" 

''How would you go about making a layer cake?'' asked the inexpe
rienced wtfe. 

"I'd put the heavier layers on the bottom," replied her husband, the 
geon1etrician. "That IS the way to keep the center of gravtty well within 
the circumference of the base." 

Shopper: "Give me a half dollar's worth of sugar." 
Grocer: "\.,. es'm. \Vhat address?" .. 
Shopper: "I'll take it 'vith me tf it is not too heavy to carry." 
Grocer: "I'll try to make tt as light as I can for you, madam."

Clevelartd Leader. 

\VORK CALLED FOR AND DELIVERED 
Punctures Repaired Without Charge 
for 30 Days in All Tires Sold by 

li II 

RACYCLE, READING, STANDARD, RAMBLER, 
HUDSON AND ELCO 

BICYCLES 
ALL STANDARD MAKES AND BRANDS OF TIRES 

320 SECOND ST. MACON, GA. 
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