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To Point Lookout 
J. J. SIZEMORE. 

With head e1"ect pie1·cing tlie cloitd, 
And b1·east that b1·aves the sto1·ni; 
Gigantic, tall, se1"enely proud, 
We 7ove thy stately form; 
And all before thy massive feet 
TJie fields obeisance make, 
And in tlie sunliglit f1·esh and sweet, 
T hei1" beaiity f 1"om tliee take. 

Histo1·ian of tlie dim past yea1·s, 
And of the landscape '1·ound! 
Thou'st knoion ou1· nation's iooes, lier tears, 
Hast 1na1·ked eacli smi'e and f1·own! 
Yes, on thy cr·est above the cloud, 
Once battle blood 1·an 1·ed, 
But tlioii, with foggy veil, didst sh1·oud 
The b1·ave, tlie gallant dead. 
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THE 1\lERCERIAN 

Thy craggy cl£ff s tlzat tower aloft, 
A.~ if to m.eet tlie .<Jlcy, 
T Jioug h .~ilence ,<;eem.s to c11 0U'n tlz.em, oft 
To me send back ,·eply : 
They all f or·etell a bette1· cla11 
When man ra 1l.<:J man Jzis b1·otlier, 
And seem to speak of .seasons r1ay, 
When eacli slza.ll love tlie otlier·. 

Thy varied fo1·ms of teemi1'ig lif c, 
The vines upon tlzy .side, 
The noise, tlie din, tlie liuman ,'3t1·if e, 
Do still with tliee abide. 
Tlien teach us, stalwa,~t, kingly hill, 
Like thee lo nobly stand 
Above life's toil and to be still, 
A beacon in tlie land. 

Long as tlie sta1·s above tliee sliine, 
And quiet wate11s flow; 
While birds and bees and flowers combine 
Thy beauteous grace to show; 
WJiile Tennessee's t1"anslucent tide 
Shall pass beneath thy sliade, 
So sliall our love, Old 'A1 ount, abide, 
Our hearts on thee be staid. 
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CENTENARY OF THACKERAY . 

Centenary of Thackeray 
A. T. CLINE. 

3 

HEN the people of America were censured for not 
observing the centenary of Nathaniel Hawthorne, 

they tried to explain their failure to show the proper appre
ciation of this great American author by calling cittention 
to the fact that he was born on July 4. It was claimed that 
we were so enthusiastic over the celebration of the anni
versa1·y of our American liberties that we did not have 
time to take notice of the hundredth birthday of this great 
man. But it now seems that times have changed, for we 
found an abundant leisure during that very month of the 
present year to participate in coronation ceremonies of a 
king from whose predecessor our freedom was wrung. An 
event no less noteworthy than this was the celebration of the 
first centenary of William Makepeace Thackeray. His hun
dredth anniversary, July 18, 1911, was very fittingly 
observed on both sides of the Atlantic notwithstanding the 
fact that all England was absorbed in the coronation of King 
George, and it was July in America. 

In looking through the July numbers of the leading maga
zines of the country, one's attention is attracted by the 
number of full page photographs of a person whose size, 
general appearance, and even inseparable spectacles, 
resemble our late ex-president. If the pages of the maga
zines are examined a little more closely, many accounts of 
the two visits of this great English novelist and humorist to 
this country about half a century ago will be noted. These 
articles give various accounts of the lectures he delivered in 
almost all the eastern and southern cities on the ''English 
Humorists,'' and ''The Four Georges.'' During the several 
months he spent in America he became very much attached 
to our people, and was delighted with America, as the 
Americans were with him. 
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4 THE oi1ERCERIAN 

He writes to a friend in England, from New York, during 
- his visit: ''I didn't expect to like the people as I do, but I 

am agreeably disappointed, and find many most pleasant 
companions, natural and good; natural and well-read, and 
well-bred, too; and I suppose am none the worse pleased 
because everybody has read all my books and praises my 
lectures. . . . . Nobody is quiet here, no more am I. 
The rush and restlessness pleases me, and I like, for a little, 
the dash of the stream. I am not received as a god, which 
I like, too.'' 

On being asked by an American to say candidly what were 
his impressions of America, he answered: 

''You know what a virtue-proud people we English are. 
We think we have got it all to ourselves. Now that ,,,hich 
most impresses me here is that I find homes as pure as ours, 
firesides like ours, domestic virtues as gentle; the English 
language, though the accent be a little different, with its 
homelike melody; and the Common Prayer Bool< in your 
families. I am more struck by pleasant resemblances than 
anything else.'' 

The literary career of Thackeray lasted only t\\1enty-six 
years in fact twenty-six seems to have been the ruling 
number in his life. At the age of twenty-six he gave to the 
world, ''Tlie Histo1·y of Samuel Titma1·sh and tlie G1·P.at 
Hoggarty Diamond." This was the same year in which 
Queen Victoria began to reign and about the same time Diclc
ens made his first venture as a writer of fiction. Twenty-six 
years later the author of ''Pickwick'' stood by Thackeray's 
grave. During these years of almost ceaseless and wonder
ful activity, Thackeray produced, on an average, one volume 
each year. The most striking thing about his works, " 1hich 
consist of prose, verse, essays, romance, biography, bur
lesque, and criticism, is the uniformity of their merit. Not 

. one of tl1em is worthless or lacking in mastery of style. Most 
writers produce their best works only after a long period 
of persistent effort and careful development; but Thack
eray's first attempt possesses the same exquisite style, mer
ciless satire, didacticism, simplicity, and trueness to life, 
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CENTENARY OF THACKERAY 5 

that characterize his two greatest novels, ''Vanity Fair'' 
and ''Henry Esmond.'' 

Perhaps the most mooted question as to the quality of 
Thackeray as a great novelist and a good man, relates to 
his keen and merciless satire. Some have gone so far as to 
believe it to be the philosophy of a cynic; others claim it 
was prompted by his keen perception of the good and evil, 
and his utter contempt for all forms of sham and hypocrisy. 
It seems to be the recoil of a delicate sensibility from the 
shams and vulgar hollowness of the lives that came under 
his observation. He seems to have regarded himself as a 
kind of moral detective, and to have pried into the haunts 
of the lower classes in search of some fa ult to expose, some 
vice to satirize, some social depravity to disclose. Too many 
of his men are rakes, ruffians, or scoundrels, who cheat, 
swindle and make fools of the good. 

One may search in vain among Thackeray's characters 
for a woman worthy of love and honor. They are either 
downright bad or else they are marred by some selfishness, 
cruelty, or narrowness which places them below the plane 
of respectability. He has given us pictures of persons hav
ing powerful minds but even these possess no generosity or 
honor. Those characters lie would make innocent, high
minded, and true at heart, usually appear so innocent as to 
be both colorless and ridiculous. Most great writers draw 
noble and generous natures quite as well as they portra~, 
evil ones; in fact, they do it better and enjoy it more. With 
ihem villains are exceptional, but with Thackeray, evil char
acters are the rule and a generous, lovable, or fine nature, 
the rare exception. L 

We cannot, however, condemn Thackeray as a cynic on 
this account. Some have attempted to explain his satire by 
claiming that his life was divided in its interests between a 
love for ''the things of the world,'' and an aspiration to be a 
great writer. It is claimed that he had a longing for per
sonal hono1· which the world did not gratify, and yet he felt 
his mission in the world to be a much greater one than the 
mere seeking after honor and renown. The true explana
tion seems to live in the fact that his creative imagination 
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6 THE MERCERIAN 

was at its best in dealing with those things that \Vere evil, 
dark, and foul. He, indeed, saw the things of life that arc 
bright, pure, noble and uplifting, nor has he failed to ·show 
them to us; but we feel that his artistic genius for painting 
the foul and ugly was much greater than that for portray
ing the pure and the good. Perhaps the melancholy and 
gloominess of his life was brought about by this very limi
tation of his genius, for he seems to have had an unutte1·able 
horror for all forms of evil. 

The one quality which has possibly done more than any
thing else to redeem his works from the charge of being 
cynical, is his wonderful humor. One of his t1·icl{s of genius 
is that of leading his reader by easy and unconscious steps 
from the richly humorous to the vividly sarcastic, or a scene 
the most touchingly pathetic. His love of fun caused him to 
make the most perfect parodies in the English language. He 
was such a master of all the subtleties and mysteries of 
style that some of his works, written in imitation of Dick 
Steele, are so absolutely like that author's writings, that it 
is said Addison himself would have been deceived by them. 
Steele hardly ever wrote anything brighter or more amusing 
than some of Thackeray's forgeries. His humor does not 
gleam forth like that of Swift, Fielding, or Dickens, but it is 
of such a kind that one can laugh over it for the fiftieth 
time and at the same time feel the deep pathos of human 
nature and the beauty of goodness. 

A striking example of a masterly mingling of his qualities 
is found in the following, taken from the ''Virginians:'' 

''When she had to stretch across the table to make a 
stroke, that youth caught a glimpse of a little ankle, a little 
clocked stocking, and a little black satin slipper ,vith a red 
heel, which filled him with unutterable rapture, and made 
him swear that there never was such a foot, ankle, clocked 
stocking, satin slipper in the world; and yet, 0 you foolish 
Harry! your mother's foot was ever so much more slender, 
and half an inch shorter than lady Maria's. But somehow 
boys do not look at their mama's slippers and ankles with 
such rapture.'' 

-
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CENTENARY OF THACKERAY 7 

It is interesting to note the different opinions that are held 
concerning the greatness of Thackeray as a man and the 
merits of his works. Some have gone so far as to say that 
he was the greatest novelist, not only of his own age, but of 
any age. They have also been prone to regard him as being 
as sound a moralist and as good a man as he was a great 
writer. Others have believed that there was something 
radically wrong in his view of humanity, that his outlook 
on life was limited, that both as a man and an author, he 
was insincere. It is not our purpose to say which of the two, 
his worshippers or his critics, are right in their contentions. 
Perhaps both are partly right and partly wrong. But there 
is one quality about his worl{s which his admi1~ers cannot 
praise too highly and which his sever est critics have never 
attacked. Both must agree that he is 1naster of one of the 
finest prose styles in literature. 

His is the language of an Eng·lishman of culture, feeling, 
wit and knowledge of the world. Every page he ,vrote shows 
that he possessed a marvelous command over language. His 
language is direct, yet graceful and courteous and never 
becomes irksome to r ead. His style has every quality of 
perfection: simplicity, elegance, ease, force, and elasticity. 
He was a born write1·, and it may be seriously doubted if 
any novelist ever wrote with a more certain and uniform 
hand than he. He surpasses both Swift and Defoe in the 
ability to make a profound impr ession by the use of simple 
sentences and plain words. His writings have a certajn 
Saxon flavor and peculiar colloquial ease that adds much tu 
their force and simplicity, and a1--e almost entirely free from 
conventional erudition which so often makes us feel that an 
author's style is artificial. They have the simplicity nnd 
charm of a private chat, yet it was perfectly natural to him 
and is a type of high-bred English. They show him to ha,re 
been a rare artist in the use of words. 

This paragraph from ''Vanity Fair,'' describing the ,:teath 
of old Sedley, while his daughter, Emmy, was kneeling at 
his bedside, shows with what simplicity, force, and patho.s 
he could picture a scene: 

• 
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''One nig ht ,,,hen she slo le .i11to l1is 1·oon1, s]1 fou11d 11in1 
a \\'ake, ,,, hen the b1·0J<en olcJ 111a n 1nacJ 11 is conf si n. · 
Emmy I',1e 1)een thi11ki11g '"'e ,,,ere ,, r.>' unl<i11d a11d u11ju3t 
·to you,' he saicl, and put out l1i s cold a11d f elJl e ha11d to 11 1·. 

She l<ne]t clo,\rn ancI J)l"a)1ecl b~, l1is b >dside, as l1e did too, 
havjng still hold of 11 e1· ]1and. ,,,11e11 our tu1·11 com s f1·i 11 , 
ma)T we l1a,1e s ucl1 con1J)any in ou r J) t"a)' t"S.'' 

It \.vould be ha1·d to find a11)1 t,\'O 01· tl11·ee li11es jn 1,11g]isl1 
litc1·ature more dramatic, mor·e toucl1ing, a11c] mor 1> ,,, 0 1·f 11, 
than the close

9 

of the last cJ1apte1" on B rus els, in ''l'anity 
Fai-r,'' ,,,hich deals ,,·ith the sce11es in this cit)' 011 t]1 da 
of the battle of ,i\7ate1·Joo: 

''No more firing ,,,as J1ea1·d at B1·u sels the })u1·suit .. , ll d 
miles a\,ra) r. Da1·]{ness came do,\1n 011 field a11d citJ1 : a11d 
Amelia \\'as p1~a:\1ing fo1· Geo1·ge ,,rho ,,,as J)Ti ng on J1is fac 
dead, ,vitl1 a bullet t11rougJ1 l1i s hea1·t. ,, 

Cou]d l\10rds simpler, pure1·, and ft1lle1 .. of patl1os ancl fore , 
be found ,vitl1 ,~.rhich to describe the last parti11g of 1 eorge 
and Amelia?-

''George came in and looked at he1· again, entering sti] l 
more softl)1

• By the pale nightlamp h e could see her s,,.,eet, 
pale face the purple e~1elids ,,1ere fringed and closeci, a11d 
one round arm smooth and \\'l1ite, lay outsicle the co,re1·1et. 
Good God! ho,,r pu1·e she ,,,as ; ho,,r gentle, ho,v tende1·, 110,,, 
friendless! and he, ho,,1 selfish, b1 .. utal and black ,,,ith crin1e ! 
Heart-stained and shame-stricken, he stood at her bed's foot, 
and looked at the s leeping- gi1·1. H o,,, dared he ,,,ho ,,,as 
he to pray for one so spotless ! God bless her ! Goel ble s 
her! He came to the bedside and looked at the hand, the 
little soft hand, lying asleep, and he bent o,,er the pillo,,, 
noiselessly to\vardc:; the gentle pale face.'' 

Our attitude to\vard Thacke11 a~,, or anJ1 other great ,,,riter 
for that matter, shot1ld be t11at of appreciation rather than a 
purely critical one. H as ft ever occurred to t1s that, if he 
could come back to earth after an ab ence of onl)' for·t~l
eight years a11d note the abundance of bitter criticism that 
has been \\rritten concerning his imperfect and skeptical ,,ie,v 
of life and the hideous s~lfishn ess and vice of his character s, 
and the lack of the proper appreciation of his consummate 
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CENTENARY OF THACKERAY 9 

mastery of the English language, his almost faultless style, 
his touching pathos and deep tragedy, the simplicitjr and 
purity of his gospels, and his inimitable humor, it ,vot1ld be 
enough to make him a confirmed cynic? It would do this, 
no matter how generous ana sympathetic his nature might 
have been when, as only a human being falling far short of 
perfection, he wandered up and down Baker Street or led a 
Bohemian life in the coffee rooms of the Pall-Mall club house. 
Let us remember and love him because he was.a man who, 
although he was by no means without faults, yet realized his 
own limitations. He tells us, and we believe he does so in 
all sincerity, that ''a gentleman is a rarer man than some of 
us think for,'' and asl{s ''which of us can point out many such 
in his circle; one wliose aims are generous, whose truth is 
not only constant in its kind but elevating in its degree, 
whose want of meanness makes them simple, who can look 
the world honestly in the face with an equal manly sympathy 
for the great and small.'' He tells us, ''To be a gentleman 
is to be honest, to be gentle, to be brave, to be wise, and pos
sessing all these qualities to exercise them in a most graceful 
manner.'' Here we have his ideal; if he fell short of it, how 
many of his critics have approached it as nearly as he? Let 
us believe with him, that ''Next to excellence is the appre
ciation of it,'' and, ''If a secret history of books could be 
written and the author's private thoughts and meanings 
noted down alongside the story, many insipid volumes would 
become interesting and dull tales excite the reader.'' 

• 
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10 THE MERCERIAN 

Unsolved 
W. C. SPARKMAN 

N the southern portion of what is known as the !.akP 
Region of Florida, lies one of the beautiful spots of 

earth. Most of these lakes are connected by small streams or 
canals, and my companion and I had been canoeing from one 
to another, hunting and fishing when we chose, but for 
the most part wandering where chance led us. It was a 
beautiful day, such as only Florida !{nows, when this spot 
burst upon our vision. I have floated down the Kissimmee, 
canoed across Okeechobee and down the Caloosahatchee; I 
could describe all the famous scenery from Biscayne Bay to 
St. Augustine; but 11ever have I beheld the like of that lake. 
Here it seemed that Nature had tried to outdo herself in 
painting a picture of gorgeot1s colors and giving it a setting 
that would please the most fastidious. It was a compara
tively small body of water, surrounded by a mass of living 
green green of every shade imaginable. The semi-t1~opical 
growth came to the very water's edge and not an opening 
was to be seen. The tall trees were deco1~ated with luxuriant 
vines which ran riot over thei1-- branches. As if this were 
not enough, air plants and moss lent variety to the char1n. 
Underneath was a cool and soft carpet of moss and f erns. 
And such ferns ! I shall not tell of their size and beauty 
for fear of being charged with exaggeration. The rippleless 
water reflected a sky unsurpassed in its blue. The gorgeous 
water-lilies so covered the edge of the lake that it seemed 
one massive jewel set in gold. To the north a mile or more, 
we saw the tops of a pine forest, the gray Spanish moss 
beckoning us to the fragrant and cool carpet of pine needles 
which we knew would produce a slumber little less than 
charmed. On the west towered lofty gray cypress sentinels 
guarding this spot of Paradise. The cypress knees, of every 
fantastic shape imaginable, were to us elfs frolicking in 
fairyland. To the south as far as the eye could see, extended 
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12 THE MERCERIAN 

When the stranger understood that we were ,vanderers 
without a purpose, he invited us to spend a few days with 
him. Bidding us make ourselves at home, he entered the 
''lean-to'' for the purpose of preparing supper. Never shall 
I forget that supper! Dried venison, fish, cabbage-palmetto, 
hoe-cake, turtle eggs, coffee, without cream or sugar, and 
guavas for desert! After we had done full justice to the 
meal, we sat down unaer the moonlight. The host asked if 
we had any tobacco, and ,vhen he had filled an old ''jimmy'' 
pipe and began puffing, he seemed to be perfectly content. 
Several times we tried to start a conversation, but with little 
success. He evidently did not care to talk. At last we 
knocked out our pipes, looked around with a feeling of 
solitude and loneliness, and went in. We were given the 
bunk, while our host occupied the floor. 

For two days we hunted and fished with our strange 
friend, but never did he ask any questions or off er to tell us 

· of himself. On the third day, he said that he was going to 
take a little trip, and told us we were welcome to the cabin 
during his absence. For five days, alone in the wilde1"ness, 
we puzzled over our l1ost and tried to solve the riddle of 
such a hermitage. He was evidently an educated man. Had 
he been disappointed in love? Were friends false? Was 
he a criminal hiding from the law? No explanation seemed 
satisfactory. On the sixth day he returned, bringing am
munition, a small sack of flour, a bag of meal, a side of bacon, 
and a few other things. We knew that we must soon leave, 
ana determined to discover this stranger's secret. He talked 
more freely than at first, but we learned nothing. We were 
amazed at some of the views he expressed. He said 
he believed in socialism because he held everything in com
mon; he was an exponent of individualism because he 
exercised personal liberty to the fullest extent. He was law
abiding, for he broke no laws; he was lawless in that he 
obeyed no laws. He feared no God, for he was the arbiter 
of his own destiny, but recognized the Supreme God of 
Nature. But when the day of our departure came, we knew 
very little more about him than when we first sav\r him. 
We thanked him for bis kindness, told how much we had 
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UNSOLVED 13 

enjoyed our visit, and offered to pay him for our enter
tainment. 

He said : ''Friends, I don't need your money. But if you 
consider yourselves under any obligation to me, I am sure 
you will not mind granting one request.'' 

We assured him we would do anything in our power. 
' 'Don't come again,'' he said. 

The Fool's Recompense 
H OMER L. GRICE. 

The1 .. e is a greater recompense, my friend, 
For him wlio is a fool than thou Jiast dreamed. 
Consider, if tliou wilt, ivJiat J·oys commend 
Tliemselves to liim that never yet have seemed 
Disposed to f avoi· tliee. Dark, b1~ooding care 
Molests hini not; no t1"ouble t1·oubles him; 
And t1'·ifiing t1·ifies Zig ht as mo1·ning air 
Make g,lad his soul while thou dost gaze on grim 
Realities of life and fight ivith fate . 
To him the1·e comes 1io cla1'·ion call to st1·ive 
For lieights of fame, no love for lif e sedate. 
Content is he, content to be alive, 
To f eel tlie thrill of simple song, to eat 
The f ood that Chance may cast his way, to wear 
His raggecl clothes, nor mind his shoeless feet; 
To be a f1·iend to l gno1"ance and dare 
Him do his ioo1·st. H e lives a simple life; 
No so1~row does lie knoio, nor future d1·ead; 
N 01· vex liimself about the bootless strif-e 
That rages constantly about his head . 
The State on him makes no demands ; and m e1i 
On him bestow no envying looks. He dies 
At last, but not a whit cares he; e'en then 
He's f1·ee fr·o111., fea1· of f11ture a,qonies. 

.. 



14- THE MERCERIAN 

''The Man of No Account'' 
E. Y. MALLARY, JR. 

CHOOL had been in progress about two weeks at 
S. P. I., when the southbound express, which was not 

in the habit of stopping at St. Petersburg, after much 
puffing and blowing came to a stand-still at the little sta
tion. A lone passenger stepped from the platform of the 
last coach, deposited a much-used suit-case on the gravel 
walk in front of him, and calmly inspected his surroundings. 

Judging from his appearance, one would get the idea 
that he lived the life of a hobo, traveling from city to city, 
sustained by the small charities of those from whom he 
begged. He was of medium height, and fairly well built, 
but by his peculiar walk seemed rather loosely put together. 
His brogan shoes were splashed with mud. His black 
trousers vvere rolled up twice at the bottom, and ex
posed to view a bright pair of red socks. He wore a gray 
coat, which with the black trousers, red socks and blue 
tie, formed a combination in color very discordant to the 
sense of harmony. A slouch felt hat covered a thick 
growth of very dark hair, and two sharp black eyes gazed 
wonderingly on a little ''geechy'' negro, who had just asked, 
:'Kin I carry dat fer you, mister?'' pointing to the suit-case. 
His mouth turned up on one side in an apathetic smile. 
That mouth, however, was the only redeeming feature 
about him, for in the firm lips were portrayed the only trait 
of character you could commend. Just here, ''Geech,'' as 
the negro was called, who had taken charge of the only bag
gage the stranger possessed, asked where it was to be taken, 
and received the reply, ''To the school.'' 

Having arrived in the president's office, he was given a 
matriculation card, and in a large, bold hand, wrote the 
name James Rover. Jim was not to retain this name long, 
because a man of his type was given a nick-name the first 
day on the campus. When all of the boys had had a ''peep'' 
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''THE MAN OF NO ACCOUNT'' 15 

at him, each suggested a name, but none would suit until 
finally one of the stout members of the student body, appro
priately named ''Beef,'' submitted one that fitted exactly and 
was accordingly adopted. This name was ''Rusty.'' 

''Rusty'' proved to be one of the slip-shod kind of fellows 
who seldom attend classes and in the main take very little 
interest in things going on around them. He took life as it 
came, and made no complaint. On account of his attitude, 
he was brought to account for every little wrong that was 
committed, and ,vas made to suffer for some one else's sins. 
After each occasion, when the master of ceremonies had 
completed his job and deposited the hickory on the floor, 
''Rusty'' would take it up, get astride of it and ride it back 
to his room in the dormitory, where he put it away with 
other souvenirs, emblems of man's injustice. 

Just before Christmas, the boys were unusually mischie
vous and frisky, taking advantage of every little oppor
tunity to have some fun. On this particular night, one of 
the professors, from some reason, was called out and left in 
charge of the dormitory his co-worker, a very weak man 
physically and utterly without the ability to control. ''Poe 
Boy,'' as he was known among the boys, because he was so 
thin, occupied a room on the second floor at one end of the 
hall, while ''Rusty'' occupied the one at the other extremity. 
About eight o'clock the boys up and down the hall could 
stand it no longer, and began throwing books, balls, rocks and 
tin cans, just anything on which they could get their hands, 
in front of the professor's door, to worry him. He made 
several attempts to stop the off enders, but when he started 
out in the hall the bombardment became so fierce that he 
was forced to return and bolt the door to escape injurj'. 
This had been going on some time when the whole dormitor} 
was startled by a terriffic explosion. The bombardment 
ceased and the house became as still as death. 

The mayor of the town, a few days before, anticipating 
t rouble, had issued orders that no fireworks should be used 
in the city limits and the boys knew that one of their num
ber had broken a law and also a rule of the school. Next 
day faculty meeting after faculty meeting was held and 
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every boy in the dormitory was called on to give an account 
of his actions the night before. The bombardment was for
gotten in an attempt to find the man who had thrown the 
''giant'' dynamite. Evidently the faculty was at a loss to 
know who was the guilty party, for in a speech given by the 
president of the school at a call meeting that night, he ad
vised the man who had perpetrated the crime to leave town 
as soon as possible as a means of escaping public expulsion 
and further punishment. 

At an early hour the following morning two of the boys 
who we1--e out for a game of tennis saw perched on a coal 
car on the local freight, a figure in a slouch hat and gray 
coat, with an apathetic smile on his face, pulling up the col
lar around his throat to shield it from the wind. Only a 
few knew that ''Rusty'' had sacrificed himself and left 
school in order that the or1e across the hall, more capable 
than he, who had taken his part so many times, might 
remain to complete his course. 

, . r 
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''The Best Laid Schemes'' 

RAYMONDE STAPLETON 

(t --

AY, Bo, you want to get into our bunch? We're going 
after those examination questions, and we are going 

to have 'em or bust a trace." 
Feeling a slap upon the shoulder, I turned around and 

faced George Avery standing upon the car jt1st behind me 
with a cigarette between his fingers. 

''To tell you the truth, Ave, I don't kno,v ,vhat to do. 
If we get caught it's all up, and if we flunk after three 
years of hard work it's nearly as bad. Who've you got?'' 

''Tl1ere's only four of us at present. Samm:r· Edwards, 
the best detective you ever saw, and Billy and Kid Koran. 
Come on now, Ralph, don't be a sissy. You know ,vhat 
I told you." 

I felt a terrible weakness here. A thousand thoughts 
shot lil{e wildfire through my brain ; but the boys l1ad already 
tall{ed over the matter of stealing the Dental Board's ques
tions and the hint Avery threw at me hit the ,veak spot. 

''I guess I'll go with you,'' I agreed rather l1alf-heaJ·tedly. 
''Good, old boy. Meet us by eight at my room, number 

tw0 sixty, I{athleen Hotel.'' 
As I hur1--ied to my room, I felt like an escaped convict, 

L'-LV when night came my fea1 .. of failure on the exa1nination 
had conqt1e1·ed all other feelings, and I found myself at 
Avery's door ready to join in the scheme. The othe1· boys 
vve1--e al19 eady assembled and they began to give me the plan 
in detail. l\1y bones ,vere then already some,vl1at shaky; 
but ,,,hen the plan was related detail upon detail, and I wa~ 
told of the part I was to tal{e, m:}r ,vhole anatomy seemed 
l)Ossessed ,vith a desire to fade a,vay into nothing. 

''Yes," said Avery, ''Old Doctor Redding is chairman of 
the board, and v\rill spend the night at the Napoleon. I saw a 
telep-1 .. am at the office from him this 1no1·ning telling them 
to rese1·ve him a room.'' 
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"Ho\v are we to do it?" I shakily began. "The porter " 
"Confound it, no!" exclaimed Avery. "Let the porter 'go 

to'. He will do nothing for love nor money. You see here: 
Rid is going over to the Napoleon about eight-thirty and 
casually glance over the register. As soon as he finds out 
the old man's room number he reports to us outside. Every 
room over there is fitted with an electric bell. The wires 
run in parallel in the hall, and I have a battery that we must take along.'' 

"Fellows, let's drop this thing," I began; "I don't think ,ve can do '' 

"Oh come off, now, Simon S. What you want to be a cheap 
screw for?" echoed from the quartette. 

"Well, of course I'm with the bunch." 
A very continued the plan: "Some of us must pass the 

old fellow's room and find out something about when he gets 
ready to retire. Then I will connect my battery and give him a little ring up.'' 

"Ha, ha, I see your plan now. When he goes out, we'll 
rush in, snatch up the questions and fly. You're a genius, Ave.'' 

"Good Lord, Ralph!" said Billy, "That all the sense you've 
got?" Again my imagination had betrayed me. 

"No, Ralph," continued Avery, "As soon as the bell rings, 
of course the Doctor will hurry to the office, thinking prob
ably that he has a telegram. Then is our time." Here Avery 
paused a second and in a subdued tone, which actually had 
the sound of theft, went on: "Just as soon as he gets out 
of sight, you and Sam must be on hand and get into the room 
in some manner, we don't care how. He might leave the 
key in the door, but if not, Sam has a skeleton. The point 
is, get into the room. Get under the bed, in the dresser, 
closet, or anywhere else, just so you are concealed in the 1~oom.'' 

At this juncture I almost collapsed. I thought I was weak 
before, but here my hair was the only strong thing about me, 
-l'or it stood exactly perpendicular. I managed though, to hear them through. 

• 
• 
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''The rest we leave to you two. Sam has a flashlight, and 
you must keep a lookout and see where the old guy puts the 
papers. As soon as you hear a snore, get them.'' 

Billy Koran broke in, ''Say, boys, it's eight-fifteen. Bet
ter hurry.'' 

We left the room hurriedly, and in a few minutes were 
sitting in the Napoleon smoking-room. Kid went into the 
office to inspect the register. Upon hearing him whistle we 
rambled out to the front and held a consultation. 

''What's doing?'' we all chimed in in concert. 
''So far, so good. He is in four-seventy, and from the plan 

in the office, I think it is the second to the front room over
looking Dupont Avenue.'' 

By this time I was a complete wreck. When I walked, 
my heels shook so they patted the pavement several times 
each step. We strolled back to the hotel and as we passed the 
office, we heard some one call for the key to room four
seventy. All of us shot a hasty glance in the direction of the 
speaker. Billy immediately followed the old man to the 
elevator and went up with him. We were hardly seated, 
when Billy came back and stated that the Doctor would 
retire at once, being very tired and worn out. Sam and 
myself took to the stairs and struck out for the fourth floor, 
while Avery boarded the elevator. We passed down the hall 
as A very attached his battery to the wires and we heard the 
sharp vibrations of a bell. We hurried by four-seventy and 
to our delight, Doctor Redding burst out of his door,slammed 
it to, and walkeci briskly to the elevator. Just as he got out 
of sight, Sam grasped my arm and whispered: 

''Quick, now!'' 
It "'as too late to turn back. We were already in the 

room with the door closed behind us. Sam ran to the 
window. 

''Ralph, here is a porch; out through the window.'' We 
scrambled upon the miniature piazza and crouched as close 
to the wall as possible. 

' 
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At first it seemed I breathed loud enough for the people 
on the street four stories below to hea1 .. me; a,nd thc11 Sam 
touched me on the shoulder. 

''Quiet now, here he comes!'' 
We heard the door open and could see through the cracl< 

under the shade the puzzled look upon the Doctor·'s face 
as he enteI·ed the l"Oom, locked the door and placed tl1e l{ej, 
upon the dresser. The old fellow adjusted his nose-glasses 
and inspected the bell as if he ,ve1·e scenting for the fault 
with it; and I could not help but snicke1 .. as ,,1e hea1·d him 
1 .. emark, ''I don't see anything \\1rong \\·ith the 1necl1anism 
of the thing that it should go off so unexpectedl)1, a11d ,,,i th-
out cause." 

A moment later he opened a little hand-bag and ,vithd1·e,\1 

a long document-like affair. I pinched Sam and he 
pincl1ed me. 

''Look at it good," said Sam, ''so we'll know it. See tha.t 
big blot of l"ed ink on the back? Remember that." 

The old man eyed it closely for a minute, and 1·eplacing it 
in the bag, proceeded to retire. It seemed to me ,~.re sta)1ed 
there two hours, but by actual time, ,ve heard the first snol'·e 
in twenty minutes. To be on the safe side, \\1C ,vaited 
another fifteen. All the while the Docto1· ,,1as ''sa,ving 
,vood'' at a pretty 1·apid clip. At ten-thirty, ,ve graduall~,r 
eased tl1e windov\1 up and crept in like t,vo up-to-date 
thieves at the stealthy midnight hour. Billy used his flash, 
and ·we quietly opened the satchel, slipped a roll of papers 
from it and seeing a blot of red \1\1e cast a glance inside. 
There they were, the real treasure. vVe both ,vanted to 
yell, but of cou1 .. se circumstances prevented. ,ve lost no 
time in getting out and to Avery's room, '\\1here ,,1e found 
our partners ,vith plenty of stationery and sharpened 
pencils. Our work for the next two hours ,,,as something 
fierce, but at twelve-thirty ,~.re had copied the questions and 
Sam had replaced safely in the hand-bag the bundle of 
papers as we had found them. 

Such a love-feast you never heard of, as ,,,e had ,,1ben 
we all got to Avery's room ,vith our questions and all kinds 
of text-books from wl1ich to secu1 .. e ansv\1ers. A11 were as 



' 

• 

• 

"THE BEST LAID SCHEMES" 21 

jubilant as could be. Pass? It was beyond question now. 
Some one wanted to sing, another yelled out ''Hurrah for 
Christmas!'' Even I myself was feeling pretty well when 
we disbanded that night. 

Next morning we got together just before examination 
and went over our questions again to be certain. When the 
quiz room opened, there were five who entered in a tri
umphant manner, unafraid, and anxious to begin. 

What would the board think and say when they saw 
my paper? I thought. 'It was impossible for me to get 
less than nine and a half and in all probability I would 
get a round ten.' Then the Doctor's entrance put an end 
to my castle-building. Doctor Redding walked into the 
room, and placed a box of manuscripts upon the table. 
Everybody sat erect, and all but five in the room were 
nervous and unsettled. I was just itching to begin. 

''Young gentlemen,'' said the Doctor in a deep serious 
tone, ''our examination is a little different from those that 
have been given heretofore.'' He reached down and lifted 
a bundle of papers from the table. ''I have here last year's 
questions, which I have been comparing with the new ones 
we are going to give this time. True, they are quite dif
f erentr in a way, but '' 

A rumbling sound deafened me. I could hear nothing 
the man was saying, although I could see his lips moving. 
That paper looked mighty familiar to me. I had undoubt
edly seen it somewhere. I could not quite recall, but some
where I had seen it. Yes, there was a red blot. ''Last 
year's questions '' I heard echoing from every wall of the 
building amid a grinding and roaring in my ears . 

• 
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''Cottonseed'' 
ROSWELL B. WEST. 

CCORDING to our long-established custom, we were 
lying on the cool front of the ''Dorm,'' beguiling the 

leisure hours of the afternoon "'ith friendly joking and 
''ragging'' whatever ''freshman'' came or went, "''hen 
''Alex. Sager'' called our attention to the slightly stooped 
form of an approaching ''rough." Coming carelessly ac1~oss 
the campus by our mail-box, this new object of curiosity 
essayed to step upon the ~ralk. It was hard luck for a man 
as old, yet as awkward as he was and with his present 
environment, to try to break up the pavement with so inca
pable an instrument as his head. We all laughed heartily, 
but desisted when we saw that the unfortunate man did 

· not attempt to raise himself from his resting place, and 
we proceeded to off er him assistance. He was not hurt; I 
do not think you could have easily hurt him. Looking about 
him very unconcernedly, he seemed list1ess and quite 
empty-minded. His short but large nose and brown shirt 
with open collar, topped by his shapeless hat, evidently in 
its third year's service, his ''seedy'' coat, somewhat longer 
in front than behind, his baggy trousers and run-over shoes, 
portrayed an image not to be substituted. The very blank 
expression of his face showed that he was of no account. 
'I

1

hese phenomena were carefully noted among t1s as the 
man to be named limped into tne ''Dorm.'' 

When he returned we looked at each other inquiringly. 
''Alex.'' spoke first: 

''Roys, name 11im and you can have him.'' 
''Poor inducement,'' said ''Railroad.'' 
''But he must be named,'' joined the ''Judge," seriously. 
''Give us a mint1te,'' stuck in the ''Attorney.'' ''The defen-

dant is a complex character.'' 
Just then, as the man in question passed the mail-box, 

''Sal'' called out one word which solved the problem; and 

• 
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when the restraining freshman, through some impulse, 
looked indifferently around, we all cried in one chorus,
''Cottonseed.'' 

Upon this, the ''Attorney'' said, ''How easy! I am well 
pleased; for he is 'Cottonseed' indeed, and in every respect. 
I even believe he could be planted.'' 

We regarded ''Cottonseed's'' christening as worthy of a 
separate occasion from that of the other new boys, but 
agreed to include him, nevertheless, in the semi-annual hair
rub, which was set for that evening, immediately after 
supper. The lines were formed in the lobby and the tl1ing 
carried through. But no one had seen ''Cottonseed'' pass 
through the line. We found later that the cook had let him 
out through the kitchen. 

''Cottonseed'' was ''put through'' during the first few 
nights; but he never showed any disposition to retaliate, 
even during the severest part of his initiation; he never 
so much as mentioned it to any one. For this reason we 
never knew just how be felt about the matter, mentally or 
otherwise; but ''Baby,'' who seemed to be observing him 
rather closely, said he never saw him sitting down for 
several days afterwards. 

It seemed the part of cruelty to play another trick on a 
fell ow who was, as the ''Minist er'' said, a typical ''sheep 
before his shearers.'' But college boys who have no other 
means of diversion, are apt to work every opportunity 
very hard. 

''Alex.'', knowing that ''Cottonseed'' who was now 
answering to his nickname as r eadily as he ever had to the 
one his mother gave him twenty-three years before had 
not attended any of the chapel meetings, called him aside 
one morning before breakfast and asked him if he had pre
pared his ''chapel notes,'' ''a requisite,'' said the former, ''for 
those who have as many as three absences.'' Of course 
this was a revelation to ''Cottonseed," as he did not so much 
as know there was such a thing as ''chapel.'' True, he 
had heard the bell ring and had seen the other boys go in, but 
never asked himself why, as he had no business inside. But 
he ~1ent to wor1{ on the notes, and labored without his 
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breakfast till within half an hour of chapel time, when 
''Alex.'', finding that he had made no progress, advised him 
to use his only alternative, to ask the president for more 
time. Accordingly a little later, the president listened to 
a feeble plea for more time in ,vhich to prepare chapel 
notes. 

Two weeks passed; ''Cottonseed'' had all this time been 
the victim of never-ending tricks, yet without any attempt 
at resistance, or loud complaint. If he had any business, 
he never told it to anyone. He was the same stupid, 
t'"usty ''Cottonseed.'' But a change vvas coming over him. 
He had been seen several times in the last f e\\1 days seated 
under some low trees on a corner of the campus, his face 
in his hands, books laid aside, apparently in deep thought 
or trouble. Once I had addressed him, and asked him if 
he would explain his trouble to me; but the mockery of those 
boys who, having seen this weak nature about to give way 
under an atmosphe1·e too heavy for it, and pretended sym
pathy, and all his other recent experiences had led him to 
distrust even that for which he so longed. 

At chapel the next morning, after my attempt at consol
ing him, the president announced several telegrams, the 
last being for ''Cottonseed.'' Suddenly the chapel ,vas in a 
buzz with the whispering scores of curious students. 
Who could have sent a telegram to ''Old Cottonseed''? What 
could be the import of that message which the president was 
waiting to deliver to the addressee? These are some of the 
questions we asked amol!g ourselves, as the president still 
held the little sheet. He seemed a little nervous, and espe
cially so ,¥hen ''Cottonseed'' did not appear to receive the 
telegram; for he knew this was the first time that student 
had been absent from chapel since the incident of the notes. 
He asked as to his whereabouts, and, failing to get any in
formation, opened and read the telegram to himself. He 
then seriously proclaimed a search to be engaged in by the 
entire student body. Our curiosity was now at its highest 
pitch. The president briefly explained that there was im-

... 
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portant news for the young man, and said that he must be 
found at once. 

Accordingly, after chapel service, we began a diligent 
search; for we all began to f eel more kindly toward ''Cot
tonseed,'' and even regretted having spent so much of our 
latent energy on him. Now we would ask him to forgive us, 
woula receive him into our circles and help him to be some
body; for he might be in position to do us good, and we could 
do him good as well. As we sought him about the campus, 
,,re pictured him at all our parties, r eceptions, banquets, and 
on other special occasions as a necessary factor. The longer 
we searched, the more serious became these reflections, till 
we were compelled to dismiss them from our minds in the 
very earnestness of the search. The room where ''Cotton
seed'' had stayed, the entire ''Dorm,'' all the university build
ings, and every nook of the campus, as well as the surround
ing territory, felt the keen sight of hundreds of eyes, grow
ing keener and more anxious each time the t erritory was 
covered. Telephones, telegrams and personal inquiry, 
though all unavailing, were used extensively. 

Two days later the president received a letter of the fol
lowing content: 

Bronston, S. C., 
''Mr. President: I didn't mean to do wrong by leaving 

without telling you; but you know I couldn't get away easy, 
if all those boys knew it. That ,vas why I left at 11ight. 
An old policeman said I was a tramp they had been \\ranting 
here the last few days; so he brought me home. But he 
found out he had paid my way for no profit. I got home 
in good time. Uncle John is dead. I hate to know he is 
gone; but I am glad I came home to get my part, for now I 
can rest in my own front yard. You can give my things to 
the cook. 

''Cottonseed.'' 

• 
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Education The new men at Mercer are to be congratu-
lated upon the way they have entered into the 

various phases of l\1ercer life. The old students have 
given them a hearty welcome and impressed them with 
the fact that going to college means more than the mastery 
of text-books. Herbert Spencer's definition of an educa
tion was that it prepares a man for complete living. 
A college is an institution at which a man may secure 
an education, a place, therefore, where he may prepare 
himself for complete living. It is not surprising, then, to 
find that a college is a small world with social and politi
cal organizations, nevvspapers, magazines, religious work, 
literary societies, musical clubs, athletics, and other inter
ests, all of which develop latent capacities for leadership, 
enlarge men's mental and moral conceptions of life, teach 
them to be broad and generous-minded in their relation
ships with one another, inspi11 e them to unselfish serv
ice, and transform three or four hundred isolated men into 
a compact social organization that pulsates with common 
aims and ideals and expresses itself in a genuine college 
spirit, a spirit that works wonders in the man)' units of 
the organization and, at the same time, creates a t1·emen
dous po"'rer for carrying out the purposes of a real, true 
college. 

The M e1·cer·ian appeals, therefore, to all Mercer men to 
get full value for the money they are expending and the 
time they are consuming at Mercer, to remember that the 
study of text-books and the attendance on recitations, 
while of great importance, constitute only a portion of a 
trt1e education. May every man in college keep his body 
lithe, active and strong through physical exercise; store his 

• 
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mind with inforination garnered from the library and the 
laboratory, the class-room, and the many hours of silent, 
intensive and extensive study and research; enter into 
every phase of college life with the double purpose of gain
ing for himself all that the college has to off er him in the 
way of experience and development and of giving in return 
an unselfish and enthusiastic service that will enable her 
the better to carry on her great work of fitting men for 
complete living. 

Mercer's Surely a good reputation is not to be despised, 
Dilemma and fame, when spread abroad through the 
land, is not to be lightly regarded. Sometimes, however, 
these two most excellent qualities bring upon one so for
tunate as to possess them situations fraught with tremen
dous consequences; and vvoe be unto him who fails in the 
hour of testing. We would fain eulogize the institution 
whose we are, and commend her excellencies to those who 
live beside the seven seas ; but Mercer is in a dilemma. 
She has been weighed in the balances and found want
ing; she has been called but, like the little boy on the 
burning deck, she could not go. A little boy who grieved 
and suffered has held up to her his tiny hands, but sl1e 
could not respond with outstretched arms that were mighty 
to save. A diminutive Israelite, one in whom there is evi
dently no guile, has appealed to our benign mother; and 
with a faith that is sublime he has turned to her in the hour 
of his extremity. But in her impotency her heart bleeds in 
silent sympathy; and she yearns with a yearning that 
knows no bounds for the power he thinks is hers. 

One year ago this unusual appeal came; and since then 
our pharmacists and chemists have been working over- · 
time, but in a vain endeavor, to comply with the r equest 
of the petitioner. But as the prospects seem hopeless for 
any ultimate gratificat1on of the youth's desire, it may not 
be amiss to acquaint the world at large with the unsolved 
problem that has been Mercer's for lo, these many days . 
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May one and all, therefore, give serious consideration to 
the letter which came to Mercer, a copy of which is he1·e 
given verbatim: 

Mercer Institute 
Macon 

Ga 

Americus, Ga., Sept. 19 10. 

Gentlemen : I want to know if you can make me up a 
medicine that would make me about 5ft.5inch and would 
make me weigh about f20lbs I am now 4ft, llinch and 
weigh 78 lbs. If you can make me up the medicine send 
it to me at once C O D. 

I remain 
yours Resp 

• • • • • • • • 

Rats and Last year some of the Mercer football team 
Indians had a unique experience while spending the 
night at a neighboring college from whom they had won 
a game that day, they had their boots blacked by rats. 
The rats did a good job, too; for they had been well trained 
by the sophomores, juniors, and seniors, to say nothing of 
the other things they had received besides training. The 
team gained the impression that the rats have a hard time 
over there. 

The other day there was an announcement in a news
paper that the senior class at Auburn had taken active 
steps to abolish hazing at that institution. How much 
hazing there had been at Auburn the article did not say; 
but .whether it has been much or little, very likely the senior 
class has won a big place in the hearts of the freshmen, 
rats if you please, of tlie famous Alabama school. 

One of Mercer's new men, who came from another insti
tution, was heard to say the other day that a rat was 
injured at his college last year and had to pay a doctor's 
bill of seventy-five dollars. Deductive reasoning would 
lead one to infer that the cats over there had been up to 
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their old tricks of torture and fun-making at the expense 
of the rats. 

Among the Indians of earlier days there was a custom 
known as running the gauntlet. It was always an enemy 
who ran the gauntlet; he expected jibes and jeers, but he 
had the satisfaction of knowing that even his enemies 
\Vould beat him with clubs and sticks only under the strict 
rules of the game, and there was always the small hope that 
he might outwit the two long rows of red and reach the 
goal unscathed. Not so with the freshman who enters a 
college where hazing is permitted; there are no rules of 
the game for him. But, perhaps, he doesn't need any; for, 
unlike the Indian captive, he is among his friends. 

But which is better, to be a freshman among his hazing 
college friends, or an Indian running the gauntlet among· his 
enemies? Ah, there's the rub ! 

Athletics O,ving to the establishment of our weel{lj" 
paper, The 01·ange and Black, The Mercerian 

will not have any Athletics Department this year. Sucl1 
athletic news as is deemed necessary will be printed in On 
The Campus. The M ercerian, now that it can dispense with 
the department of athletics, is more than ever a literary 
magazine. May it not lose any of its popularity because 
of the change. 
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A. T. CLINE. 

''Keeping Up When you are tired and your spirits have be
With Lizzie'' come downcast as a result of the incessant 
grind of your daily duties or from the habit of too much 
study, try Keeping Up With Lizzie for a couple of hours. 
She will not keep you going for a longer time than this. If 
after having engaged in the enjoyable pastime that is to be 
found by joining the th1"ong of ''Lizzie-chasers'' you are 
not in a better humor and cannot enjoy living to a fuller 
degree, you will do well to remember that the great Eng
list poet, who lived in an age when men like Sir Walter 
Raleigh lost even their heads because they, too, were unsuc
cessful in ''Keeping Up with Lizzie,'' said, ''The man who 
cannot laugh is fit for treason, strategems, and spoils.'' If 
you do not enjoy the conversation of the honorable Socrates 
Potter, philosopher, sociologist, bachelor, and ''match
maker,'' understand that the joke is on you and not on 
''Soc.'' If you do not fall in love with the daughter of 
''Sam Henshaw Merchant prince o' Pointview name o' 
Lizzie,'' you may know that you are among the number who 
believe that when it comes to the matter ''O' Lizzies'', 
there is more pleasure in pursuit than possession. 

Some one has said that the formula by which ''best sellers'' 
sell and this book is one of the ''six best sellers'' is 
that they must make their readers laugh, make them cry, 
and make them ,vait. Mr. Bacheller has met only the first 
of these requirements, but from the story's popularity it 
seems that the public is glad he did not choose to observe 
conventionalities. The book contains nothing of the 
pathetic, and scarcely any plot. Our friend ''Socrates, 

• 
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who never allows business to interfere with the even tenor 
of his conversation,'' tells us in an inimitable way, all about 
the race, which resulted from an attempt at ''Keeping Up 
With Lizzie,'' and was participated in by everybody in the 
village of Pointview. This was a small village; its puri
tanic simplicity had not been corrupted by automobiles, 
aeroplanes and modern finance. He tells us that ''the trou
ble began when Samuel Henshaw began trying to make a 
queen out of his daughter Lizzie.'' Everybody in the vil
lage, in like manner, aspired to a higher social station for 
himself or his family. The quaint philosophical observa
tions of ''Socrates'' concerning the season of extravagance 
which follows and his lament for the return of the ''good old 
times'' is the chief merit as well as the most humorous ele
ment of the book. 

• 

The Broad After a rather engagingly frank self-intro-
Highway duction to the pedestrian, one enters ''The 
Broad Highway'' through the gateway of a rather trite 
historical-novel sort of scene, full of would-be hearty slaps 
on the back and puffy ''egads,'' setting forth the whimsi
cal provisions of a will; and the panorama begins to un
fold. In view of the advertisement of this novel on many 
sign-posts as the literary acquisition of the year, there is a 
distinct feeling of disappointment; the literary quality is 
hard to find. There is a reminiscence of Fielding's method 
and something like the loose concatenation of broadly hu
morous incidents met with in ''Pengrine Pickle''; and one 
cannot escape the suspicion that this slight resemblance 
is responsible for the reputation for ''literary'' quality. 
But this sort of thing, to be enjoyed, must be done in the 
large and must be saturated with a broader sense of the 
''comedie humaine'' than yet appears along this roadside. 
And it is doubtful, moreover, whether the thing can ever be 
done again anyhow. The nineteenth century romanticism 
of the serious Teuton has gone far to put out of flavor the 
broad, go-easy view of things, unless, as was said, that view 
be set forth with the indirect irony of the larger sense of 
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it all. It takes a bigger mind to give us really great humor 
than it does to give us correspondingly good tragedy. Your 
humorist, paradoxically enough, must be elementally serious 
to make literature. No~r, while Mr. Farnol's humor rather 
grows 011 one, as all roads have a way of doing when we 
commit ourselves to them and follow them long enough, 
yet there is not just that sense of the great verities beneath 
all his encounters over baI·s and his ham-and-eggs eaten at 
inns that is needed to turn these things into literature, into 
''the literary event of the year,'' or ''the novel of a decade.'' 
The dialogue of the bully and his satellites at the inn is 
most thoroughly in character, and tl1e bargaining instinct of 
the peasant farmer is divertingly told. There is a rollickir1g 
good humor in it all and one gets one's diversion vvithout 
much effort; and these qualities in the book, no douLt, ex
plain the many printings of it that are advertised. 

But ,vithal one feels that the several publisher's readers 
who rejected the manuscript had, perhaps, a keener feeling 
for essential qualities than have the buyers of huge edi
tions. Pleasing diversion as such is an excellent thing when 
it does not profess to be great literature; but seriousness of 
some kind, whether it be as ''high'' as Arnold would have 
it, has long been regarded as essential to literary greatness. 
The vagabond who wins 011r assent is beloved for being some
thing mo1--e tl1an a me1--e vagabond; vag·abondia is only the 
atn1osphere for a kind of song that stays ,vith us; and the 
prince of loafe1·s, remembel'·, was wont to invite his soul as 
\\Tell. 

"''hat ,,1e hctve just said suggests, as does the general 
pla11 of this story, a compariso11 witl1 tl1e novels of l\1r. 
Locke a comparison \\7hi~h bear s out the point made above~. 
There is no escaping the feeling that l\1r. Locke is a philoso
phe1", v\1r iting whimsically enoug·h, of course, but still fron1 
tl1e vie~1point of the philosopher. It is comment as well as 
incident that he gives us, though he puts it in quite an inci
dental '"ra,r. T:be late 0. I-Ienry, too, dearly loved the great 
hig·h\.\·ay, and surely he l1ad no illusions about it. No one 
C\"e1· sa,,1 1nore of its oddities and no one ever allowed him
~ e1f to be 1no1"e completely off-hand in the portrayal of them. 

I 
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And yet through all his slang and puns there sounds, and 
long after,vard reechoes, ''the voice of the city,'' and all his 
high~Tays someho,v turn out to be ''roads of destiny.'' 

Nov\t, all this may be, quite possibly, wholly gratuitous 
criticism. Books, like politicians, should be judged only 
on the platform of principles they stand on; and this reader, 
for one, has a well-defined suspicion that Mr. Farnol is not a 
pa1·ty to the claim made for his book as the literary event 
of the year. If he had any purpose to bring about such an 
event, that purpose has by no means been allowed to weigh 
too seriously upon the tone of the book. If one may be 
allowed to take that tone so far as to play upon words, the 
conviction might be voiced, that Mr. Farnol's way is broad 
l"ather than high, and that he walks therein without mucl1 
concern for that fact. S. 

"I ask no more 
Than to restore 
To simple, homely things their former joy." 

The Gene Stratton Porter, in her latest work, 
Harvester Tlie Harvester, again makes the portrayal of 
nature's rugged scenes, untainted by the fetid atmosphere 
and artificial life of the city, her burning theme. Those who 
are in quest of the thrilling stories of western life, or the 
New York ''sport'' and his body of splendid attire, whose 
consuming desire is to appear as the brilliant star around 
which the lesser satellites revolve at all social functions 
with their gorgeous balls this class of readers will be dis
appointed. However, in The Ha1·vester, the interest does 
not lag. Rapidly the reader is introduced to life, shorn 
of all the frills and ''fluffy-ruffy'' stuff with which the so
called society of to-day reeks yet full of romance and satu
rated with nature. 

Our hero is the ''man in the background.'' Reared in 
the woodlands around the Lake of Lost Loons, he devotes 
h ,s 111.e to collecting medicinal herbs upon which ''humanity 
depends.'' ''He lived alone and never talked of his work.'' 
Like many great men, he was misunderstood by his con-
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temporaries, but when his ''neighbors twitted him with 
being too lazy to plow and sow, and sneeringly spoke of him 
as the Harvester of the woods, David Langston, smiled and 
went his way.'' From nature, he learned the big lesson of 
life. ''With my fingers in the muck and life literally teem
ing and boiling in sound and action around, above and be
neath me, a right estimate of my place and province comes 
naturally.'' With assurance acquired ''in the woods'' and 
''clean, honest work,'' he pressed fearlessly ahead. 

The essential element of love is there, but the thing that 
claims the reader's attention is rather the great character
study of David. The story is a continuous struggle, not of 
physical strength, however, but a deeper, fiercer conflict 
within the soul. The Harvester's sudden decision to ''go a 
courtin'''; the finding of the ''tall and slender girl with a face 
coldly white,'' the events that lead to their sudden marriage, 
the discovery of the mistake, the "eternal triangle,'' the fight 
for life, and finally ''all ends well'' all these arouse in us 
pity, pathos, admiration and love, strongly mingled together. 
With varied feelings we watch the Harvester push his way 
to success, only to find himself entangled in a harder 
struggle. 

Whatever may be the defects in its plot the regularity 
with which things happen ''just at the right time'' let the 
too critical eye remember that the author's aim was to 
bring a message, fresh from the unpolluted sources of 
nature to those living in unwholesome atmosphere and that 
the setting was the Lake of Lost Loons. Many will find 
''The Harvester'' a source of inspiration and entertainment. 

C. G. CLEMENT. 

' 
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JOHN H. HUDSON. 

Former editors of this department having exhausted com
pletely the supply of formal ''bows,'' beginnings,'' and 
so forth, it is necessary for me to evolve this one. About the 
''plan'' and ''policy'', do not worry; they are in process of 
construction and will be felt later. 

It is a pleasure to find at hand two magazines, commence-
ment numbers. 

The The May number of The Collegian is a maga-
Collegian zine worthy of careful reading. In its 
make-up it is large and attractive, in content full and 
varied. Most of the compositions are above the average. 
However, ''Treasure Trove'' and ''Whirlwind Jinny,'' at
tempts at short story, are not up to the standard. They 
both have trick plots, or tricks minus plot. ''Whirlwind 
Jinny'' ends pathetically weak. This is bad for the writer, 
but worse for the reader. We never are affected because 
''Jinny fell across the pitcher's box dead.'' 

''Life," a short lyric, shows originality of thought. One of 
the most notable things in the magazine is ''Joshes.'' Most 
college magazines lack this one thing, and that notwith
standing the fact that it does more to entertain the reader 
and ·give one a clear idea of college life than anything else 
in a college paper. The doggerel is excellent, and we hope 
will be encouraged. 

• 
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The Yellow The commencement Yellow Jacket is a 
Jacket small insect. There are a great many good 
things absent speaking from a literary standpoint. We 
can say in behalf of ''A Prayer'' that every student should 
read it just before ''exams.'' It strikingly conveys the ''kin
dred feeling." 

After reading ''A Short Story," one is reminded of the 
canvas stained with paint and the subscript: ''Homo.'' 

''Beside the Flare'' is a poem of quality. It has strength, 
feeling, and imagination. 

The jokes, the original ones, are good; we've read the 
others previously. 

We look for a larger Jacket next issue, a Jacket with more 
departments and more literary effort a coat of many colors, 
as it were. 

• 
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E. CLEM POWERS. 

Again Mercer has swung the gates of her temple of 
knowledge wide open and blessed are those who have entered 
therein, for they shall be filled. The attendance is good and 
every phase of activity has been entered into with a vigor 
and enthusiasm that presages great things. 

It was with much sorrow that we learned of the death 
of our friend and co-worker Harry Dodd. With only a few 
short years for his portion he was called from a life which 
seemed to promise so much usefulness and power for good. 
He was a member of the present Junior Class, a friendly 
fellow, genial and sincere and liked by all who knew him. 
Above all he was a Christian and took firm hold on the 
Everlasting Truth. We shall miss him on the campus and 
in the class room; for the personality which united a quiet, 
rather retiring quality with a certain power and strength, 
gave him a warm place in the hearts of students and 
teachers. 

The Orange and Black seems to be a fixture. It has been 
enlarged into an eight-page weekly and will no doubt equal 
any other publication of like nature in southern colleges. 
W. B. Murray is editor-in-chief, and has for his assistants 
L. D. Newton, M. A. Smith and P. L. Johnston. Its busi
ness managers are Tom Jones and John Cobb. 

, 
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Prof. Cousins: ''Mr. Stribling, how did all the different 
languages grow out of one common origin?'' 

Stribling: ''By scatteration, Professor.'' 

Among our former students who recently made us a visit 
were Messrs. Rigdon, Meeks, McLemore, Tift, Copeland, 
Oliphant and Tippett. 

The laurels in both the Champion and the Blue Ridge 
debates were captured by the Ciceronians. In the former, 
their representatives, C. G. Clement and H. D. Johnson, 
championed the affirmative side of the question, ''Resolved: 
That the Judges of the Superior Courts and the Courts of 
Appellate jurisdiction of the states should be appointed by 
the executive rather than elected by the people,'' against 
H. L. Grice and R. L. Meeks, Phi Deltas. In the Blue Ridge 
debate, the same -team took the negative side of, ''Resolved: 
That all corporations carrying on an interstate commerce 
should take out a federal charter,'' against L. T. Hall and 
A. T. Cline. 

Mr. Mallary: ''Mr. Swain, in speaking of a contract, 
what is meant by consideration?'' 

Mr. Swain: ''Why, Professor, it means to think it over 
and give it due consideration.'' 

Freshman (in Soph. Bible) : ''Doctor, do you suppose 
Samson could have whipped Jack Johnson?'' 

The Freshman and Sophomore classes for mutual self
defense have already organized and elected officers. Those 
elected by the Freshmen are: Arthur Jackson, President; 
Herschel Forrester, Vice-President; W. R. Morris, Secre
tary and Treasurer. Those by the Sophomores, J. L. West
moreland, President; Hugh Mills, Vice-President and Robert 
Heinshon, Secretary and Treasurer. It is to be hoped that 
these two old-time rivals will maintain peace as long as 
possible. 
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'Ihe college autho1·ities r1ut a quietu on i11itiatior1 tl1i .. 
year, much to tl1e 1·el ief of <listurbed f1·esl1men and to the 
1·egr c t ( ?) of ardcn t sor)hon1ores. A fe,,1 joke.. , •e1·e J)1·ac
ti c ,a on the unsuspecting; among otl1e1·s the sale of e e1~ 1ed 
chaJ)el seals. It is saicl that f'lin}' 11cConnell J)aid one dol
l:tr ;1n<l a half for one l,1st ,"ea1·,, ,1nd has insisted 011 siiti11 r 

tl1e1·e ever si nee. 

J.,o\vcn: ,,rl,ak ing J1 r cn ch means peren11ial suppl -

1nen taJs. '' 

''vVhe1·c did J'OU get him, hr is tie?' ' 
''Ot1t of jail.' 
''llo\v dicl you get out'?'' 

'I''l1e fall term cleb,1.tcr·s a1·c \\'Ol'king ancl t rai r1ing for tl1e 
co11tcst. They ,vill e lt1ciclatc tl1c <]tl stion of .. ub idizing ou1· 
occrln-goi ng merch~1nt 111a1·i 11e . 'I he icc1·onians ,,1ill b 
rep1"escntccl by \V. T. ,. 1n,,1lley and len1 J>o\,1 I' , a11d ,,·ill 
cl1ampio11 the aflirn1ative ; the })hi l)elta b}1 R. . l)onehoo 
rtncl ;J. I. Kell)' . l\11". Donel100 tal<e .. the J)lace of .. ~l' t1th1·ie, 
\\1ho dicl not l·ctt11·n to college. 

JJi ttle sa)'S • UJ' A11cl \1· 011 t) lt1ck cl l1i .. cap lJefor e i 
riper1ccl. I)rob:tbl)1 it st1its l1i111 best in tl1at tate. 

!)1·01·. ~ictl ":,': '' 11·. I"c1.r1ie1·, gi\1 n1 n .. )1no11)'m for a -

. a f 1·:ts.'' 
I.Jani 1·: ' 4 Nortl1 m 1·ici1.'' 

l)ur1 1100, l)r ' J) ,1ri11g t<) 1· "' Yi~ t l' 11.t n Ott 11 01·gia l1ot l, 
I\Oli ce{l tl1·1l. ll1'.l li1 t. ig·n11tu1·e \\1cl '' 1·I ol<") 111ith and val t: 
L\clirtg 011 tl1 i11 .. J)i1·:1ti c>11 ()f tl1e 1110111e11t 11 confid r:\11tl) 

s ig11 \cl, ''I . I. I 011 1100 a11cl ,11\li , .'' 

1110..,t. "'t1jo)1!1bl o ·c11 ion i11 ollcg lif o f ,n1· ha b 11 
t l1 1· (' "l) t io11 gi \1 Il th I 1· ' r b0)1 S 011 tl1 1

" \

1 11ing of" J) . 
ll)' tl1, l•'i1·~t B,lJ)ti t l1t11· 11. .Ple11l)' o:f 1nt1 ic. pl 11t .. 
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of girls, plenty of refreshments, all combined to make plenty 
of fun and produce on the minds of verdant freshmen, grow
ing sophs, ripening juniors and hardened seniors, the opin
ion that it was something swell. 

Hawthorne: ''What hotel is this? 
Hollingsworth (after glancing at the window) : ''This is 

the Buffet Hotel.'' 

There is one feature of college activity which calls for the 
support of every student. In the Phi Delta and Ciceronian 
literary societies the college has something of real worth 
to off er the boys, both in the training for futu1·e benefit and 
in the present pleasure that springs from the matching of 
,vits in debate and the comradeship that grows out of social 
intercourse. Every student should join one of these socie
ties. Both gave their opening exhibition of free for all 
speeches Tuesday evening the 26th, and both are elated 
over the prospects for a fine year's work. 

One freshman was rescued while trying to buy a ticket to 
Atlanta, and another asked if Wesleyan was the state cap
ital. Wonder how such impressions get out? 

Dr. Stroud: ''Why vvas Alfred regarded as such a great 
figure in English history?'' 

Mr. Snelson: ''Why, Doctor, he was just about the best 
all-round man that England ever put out.'' 

Dr. Stroud: ''But the English were too wise to put him 
out; they took him in.'' 

Jake says it's a good man that can pass Soph. Math., 
if it does take him three years to do it. 

' 
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The following epistle was picked up on the campus and 
bears all the evidences of the real thing in the way of a 
freshman letter : 

''Mercer, Ga., Sept. Nineteen 11. 
''Dear Sis:-

''How are you getting along these days. Are you study
ing hard? Do not feed the pigs too much. They might 
get too fat. Mercer is a large school, four hundred here this 
year, largest on book. Macon has built three street car 
lines out here and put a mail-box in front of The Boarding 
House. How are you getting along with your examples. 
Kiss Mama, Uncle Green. Tell ''Spot'' hello for me. It has 
been very warm here ever since I got here. Rained some 
to-day. I suppose the gin makes music for you all day now. 
It is a poo1· farming country around Macon, but they are 
going to have the State Fair anyhow, Oct. 10 to 20. Mr. 
Pitts and Warren are here going to school. I went to their 
room and got all the cake I could eat, some they had brought 
from home. It was chocolate. You ought to be here, we 
have iced tea every meal except breakfast and dinner, and 
then have coffee and water. I don't like either, so I take 
water. They put ice in it, too. News is scarce and I am 
scared. 

Yours bud. 

Another delightful reception enjoyed by the boys was the 
one tende1 .. ea them by the Tattnall Square Church. These 
Macon folks are certainly ''on the job'' when it comes to en
tertaining. I am afraid they will make us fellows feel our 
importance a little too much. Be that as it may, their 
kindness is only exceeded by our appreciation. 

Never before bas the Senior Class presented such a phan
tasmagorical spectacle as that class, originally austere and 
dignified, exhibited at their recent election. Emerging 
from the catastrophe they announced the following results : 
President, J. H. Hudson; Vice-President, R. Clark; Secre
tary, R. Donehoo; Treasurer, V. T. Jackson; Last Will and 
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Testament, R. Stapleton; Historian, E. B. Owenby; Prophet, 
F. C. Staton; Poet, N. J. Warren; Athletic Manager, C. E. 
Wills; Chaplain, H. D. Warnock; and last, but not least in 
importance and ability, they elected Alfred Christie as 
Class Clown. 

Determined not to be outdone the Juniors elected for 
. President, J. W. Hogan; Vice-President, J. W. Foxworth; 
· Secretary and Treasurer, J. H. Jenkins. But they failed to 

find a 1nan on \vhom to confer the honor of clown. 

Hogan : ''I must buy a lexicon.'' 
Youngblood: ''Is that a lecture course?'' 

Swain (at telephone) : ''Whar's the crank that you 
turn?'' 

The Senior Law Class has elected M. R. Luffburrow, 
President; W. R. Clements, Vice-President, and P. 0. Hol
liday, Secretary and Treasurer. 

Heinshon (at grocery store) : 
,vorth of salted peanuts.'' 

''Give me fifty cents' 

The new professors at Mercer have received a cordial 
welcome. Their coming means much to Mercer in many 
ways. 

Prof. E. B. Murray, '05, after studying abroad, comes 
as the professor of Modern Languages. 

Prof. Solon B. Cousins, who was with us a portion. of last 
year, is in cl1arge of freshman and sophomore work in 
English as associate professor of English. , 

• 
I 

Prof. James B. Turner, a Wake Forrest graduate and for 
four years one of the faculty of Locust Grove Institute, '.~ 
besides taking a course in senior law, is in charge of the 
dormitory, and also teaches freshman history. ·· · ·· 

The following medals and prizes were awarded at com
mencement last June : 

Blalock Medal, Tom Fort Sellers (Science Essay). 

,.. , .. 
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Trustees' Medal, Homer Lamar Grice (Excellency in 
English Composition). 

McCall Medal, Norman Francis Williamson (General Ex-
cellence). 

Hardman Medal, Earl Clark Calhoun (Oratorical Con-
test). 

Bayne (Pharmacy) Medal, W.W. Webb (Highest Grade 
in Materia Medica). · 

Faculty (Pharmacy) Medal, W.W. Webb (Highest a,rer -
age in all departments) . 

Encyclopaedia of Pleading and Practice (23 volumes) 
by Edward Thompson Co., to the law student attaining the 
highest general average, Charles Hanes Garrett. 

Story on the Constitution, given by Judge Emory Speer 
to the student making the highest average in class on Con
stitutional law, P. 0. Holliday. 

Senior Class Orator, Clark Eric Clement. 
Senior Law Class Orator, Charles Hanes Garrett. 

• Ill 
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"W-would it be 
possible," faltered the 

• • stranger, pausing 1n 
the doorway, ''for you 
to let me have a hun
dred thousand do~ 
lars ?" 

The great philan
t h r o p i s t wheeled 
sharply about in his 
office-chair. "Who are 

J. J. PILCHER you?" he demanded. 
"I-ah-I am a college president," rejoined the stranger. 

Teacher: 
Student: 

-College World. 

"When was the RevivaJ of Learning?" 
"Before the last Exams."-Ex. 

He: "Do )'Ou think I have stayed long for my first call?" 
She: "Oh, no. You really haven't stayed long. It only seems 

long."-Coriiell Widow. 

· ; .. \' .. "Shall I brain him?" said the Soph. 
• 

· · . Apd the victim's courage fled. 
"You can't; he is a Freshman. 

Just hit him on the head.'' -Ex. 

SAYINGS OF YE SIMPLE STUDE. 

Some are born great, some achieve greatness, while others just 
naturally grate upon us. 

It is a wise crew that knows the crow of its own cox. 
'1,here are no joyriders on the water wagon. 
A sick excuse is better than none. 
A check is invalid when it has been doctored. 
A word on the cuff is worth two in the book. 
A "cold hand" causes a warm heart. 
A running account should not be left standing. 
A drinking man will clutch to a straw.-Yale. 

Stu de: "May I borrow your gray tie?" 
His Roommate: "Sure. But wh)r the formality of asking per

mission?'' 
Stude: "I can't find it."-Cornell Widow . 

• 
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BY THE WAY 

DAD SETTLES. 

I. 
The Student wanders down the street, 
Six dollar shoes upon his feet . 
Of course a student must look neat, 

Dad Settles! • 

II. 
A thirty dollar suit of clothes, 
A dollar-fifty pair of hose. 
Pinned to his coat lapel, a rose, 

Dad Settles! 

III. 
Into a restaurant he walks; 
Like Mr. Vanderbilt he talks, 
And at the bill he never balks. 

Dad Settles! 

IV. 
Engages· in a game of cards 
And posts his money at big odds, 
Fills up with champagne and egg-nogg-s, 

Dad Settles! 

v. 
Then buys a fifteen-cent cigar, • • 

• • I 
, , .,. 't • 

. . .. ·· ·,:. , . . . . :\, , . 
• 

• • • 

And goes to see his "Shining Star. ,. 
They ride off in a motor car. 

' .. . 

Dad Settles! 

VI. 
At night he goes to see the pla ,,, 
And takes his sweetheart, by the 
Then afterwards a tete-a-tete, 

Dad Settles ! 

VII. 
Examinations come and go, 

w a,t . ' 

His lamp of knowledge burning low; 
He keeps on squandering the "dough." 

Dad Settles! 

VIII. 
Vacation time, reports come in .. 
They've flunked him; he says, " 'Tis a sin,'' 
Where could professors' eyes have been?" 

Dad Set'tles ! 
- H erbert A. Thrift, Collfge lVorld. 
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GETTT G CO-EJ>UC;\TIO . 
1 he :rello,v moon \\'US setting. 
"1'1)1

," he sigl1ed, "I could sit here b)1 tl1e lal{e forev·er, couldn't )'ou ?'' 
1'here ,vas ti Jong si1e11ce. The n1oon ,vent on setting. 

'

1 

Did Jou SJ)eak?" she breathed, finaJl)1 • Se,1eral cocks cro\ved before 
he replied. 

''I ,vas just con1menting,' he observed at last, "on something. I for-
g-ot \vhat. Don't you think so?'' 

The n1oon slipJ)ed se,'cra] ! lotches. 
For a Jong ti11le there \Vas sile11ce . 
.B.,inall:r she stirred. 
")?" cs,'' she ans,i.·ered softl)'· 
. nd then tl1ej7 began al) over again. 

-'!'he Chaparral. 

Campbell T . K ing J ames T. Oliphant 

KING & OLIPHANT 
PHARMACISTS 

AgencJ1 fo1 .. H UYLER'S 

THE BENSON CLOTHING CO. 

respectfully solicits the pat1~onage of 

Mercer Students. 

Men's High-Grade Clothes, 
Furnishings and Hats. 
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Autumn Scenes 

NEWTON J. W ARREN. 

The year has woven its autumn scheme 
• 

O'er day and starlit 1iight; 
And the world is a shadowy painted dream 

Of gloomy haze and light. 

Silent and smooth as a crystal stone 
The streamlets lie serene; 

And tlie fading hills, a ,·ewelled throne 
With naked vales between. 

Coming as out of aerial seas. 
The elms and willows fair, 

Float like spirit shapes of trees 
In the m ellow dream-like air. 

No. 2 
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''U'' • 

ROGER R. REEVES. 

'' WAS what we called him a name that was chosen 
just because he never gave another. 

Where he came from and just why he chose to hang out 
with us at the A. & P. is a fact known only to him and the 
many miles of rails he had tramped. To describe him would 
be difficult. To the average person he was only the ordi
nary, but to the careful observer there was a something that 
would compel a second notice. 

The A. & P. was the largest relay office on the main 
line. At that time news was heavy and good operators 
were scarce. It was due to the latter fact that ''U'' became 
one of the bunch; but do not inf er from this that he was 
no operator; that fact is a Q. E. D. 

The first introduction we had to him was on a cold frosty 
morning, the day after our janitor had resigned on short , 

... notice. After a heated or I should say frosty discussion, ~ 
Williams and myself had decided to resort to the game of 

• tossing coin to see who should build the fire, when ''U,'' who 
was standing near the window and overhearing our conver
sation, ended our dispute by volunteering to build the fire 
himself, provided we let him warm. To this we readily 
assented. As our wires became busy, no more note was 
taken of him for the present. 

Everything worked smoothly for about thirty minutes, 
when one of those unexpected breaks happened. MY wire 
hung and my mill stuck in the middle of a very important 
report. It was with no pleasant feeling that I was prepar
ing to break, when I was prevented by some one from the 
rear who called out, ''Don't break! Adjust your sounder, and 
reload your mill. I'll piece you from the relay.'' 

Thinking it one of the boys, I proceeded to repair, 
and then finished the report. On turning to receive the 
piece, imagine my surprise. Instead of one of the boys, it 

, 

• 
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was the tramp that filled my piece. Too dazed at first to 
speak, I took a careful survey, and in the meantime I 
arrived at a conclusion. Let me say, it does not tal{e a cen
tury to know a man from the ''key'' when you see him. If a 
man can take press news from a bad-working relay on the 
long line, he'll do. 

He was the first to speak. ''Say, Bo, if you'll oblige me 
with a cigarette, I'll clear that file for you.'' 

I supplied his wants. Very leisurely he rolled his ciga
rette, and, after taking a few deep whiffs, he began sending. 
In an unimaginably short time he cleared the file. After 
giving him a note of introduction to my land-lady, and 
directing him to the nearest barbership, I informed him 
that if he returned, we had a vacant chair he could oblige 
us by occupying. 

My! but you ought to have witnessed the scene that took 
place when I informed Williams of our new assigned. Didn't 
he flash up haughtily and scornfully though? It happened 

' to be at Williams' table that ''U'' was to work; and he 
emphatically declared that he would work by no loafing 

:,.. vagabond and tramp. But you see this talk from Williams 
was a matter of no consequence. Just at that time he had 
an invalid wife and two children to provide for; and it was 
mostly due to that fact that he was retained on the force. 

Thus it was with haughty disdain that Williams treated 
''U''~ ~hen he reported for duty. In return ''U'' treated the 
thing as a matter of no consequence and never showed the 
least inclination to retaliate. Instead, when Williams' file 
was crowded, the boys say ''U'' was even known to help him 
clear up. Once when Williams' two little tots came to see 
him, playfully hugging daddy and bringing a love message 
from mama, I noted that ''U's'' face was sympathetic and 
sad. 

Everything worked smoothly for a few days, except for 
Williams' continued contempt for ''U,'' and a few com
plaints from headquarters concerning neglect of wire. This 
last named complaint was one that the A. & P. could not 
and would not tolerate. The eleventh commandment of 
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every operator was: ''From the going on to the coming 
off of duty no man, under penalty of immediate discharge, 
is allowed to leave his key unatte11ded for over one minute.'' 
As I said, everything went smoothly until one afternoon, 
just a fevv minutes before the trick was relieved, Williams 
received a hurried call to his wife's bedside. At the time, 
we were all busy and no one took any notice, and I suppose 
Williams was so excited that he did not ask for relief, but 
left his key t1nattended. 

On returning to the office the next morning, I was dumb
founded to receive a message from the Chief Dispatcher as 
follows : ''Issue discharge check and relieve operator ''U'' 
at once. C. D." 

Feeling that there was some mistake, I turned to ''U'' 
for an explanation, but I found that he had not reported. 
On again returning to my desk, I found this note: 

''Dear Chief: When you read this, I will be on my old 
path. Please take from my discharge check what I owe 
you for clothes, and give the remainder to Williams for wife 
and children. 

''So long, U.'' 

' 
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William Vaughn Moody 

ARTHUR T. CLINE. 

F quantity as well as quality contributes greatness to 
the literature of an age or country, the American 

people of the twentieth centt1ry have one thing at least of 
which they may justly feel proud. If our literature, as it 
is claimed, does not equal in degree of perfection that of 
some of the preceding ages, it certainly cannot be said that 
we have not produced a greater number of books than any 
other age. Isn't it a pity that a poet like Gray did not live a 

· century and a half later, if the spirit of the times would 
' have inspired him, as it has other writers of less ability, to 

produce voluminous works. It is likely to be many years 
before the ''Great American Novelist or Poet'' appears, but 
we shall soon have a million edition of some mediocre novel. 
Would it not be quite fitting for our vvriie1--s of prose fiction 

.. ,to invoke their muses to lend such aid to their flights as 
would either enable them to attain greater heights or pre
vent them from being forced to stay in the air so long? 
Sho11ld they not pray with Dr. Van Dyke, ''Sho\V me that as 
a river, so in writing, cleanness is the best quality, and a 

· · :.: little that is pure is vvorth much that is mixed''? 
It might be profitable for us to pause long enough to ask 

ourselves what force has b1 .. ot1ght about this condition and 
~ who is responsible for the present state of affairs. It seems .. 

· · that the great reading public and tl1e good-natured critics 
l ·, 

have been the two chief factors in cr·eating a demand for and 
encouraging writers to produce the class of books ,vith 

· which our marl<ets are now flooded. The masses of our peo
ple have never before had leisure to do any great amount 
of reading and as a direct 1~esult thei1· appreciation and taste 
for literature of the highest order l1as not been cultivated. 
Tl1e very fact that they are no,v so eager fo1 .. lite1 .. ature of any 
kind is one of the healthiest of signs, and we shot1ld 1·emem
ber that even though tl1e majority have not )"et come to dis-

• 
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tinguish between the good and the bad, or the high and the 
low in literature, still in no other age did this class have lit
erature in any form. The tastes of these should be educated 
and directed instead of condemned and criticised. 

But with regard to the other class, the good natured 
critics, who are so imbued with the self-confident spirit of 
the times, that they are willing to place literature in the 
same category with things material, and say of it, as they 
do of all other things, ''Nothing succeeds like success,'' 
we cannot feel that they have always exerted a wholesome 
and desirable influence. If our present generation of prose 
romancers has not always striven to give us those things 
that are greatest and noblest in literature, we feel that as a 
rule our critics have not only failed to urge tl1em to do so, 
but have even encouraged them to appeal to, rather than to 
attempt to elevate the taste of the masses. They are ever 
looking out of the window ready to call ''Lo here, Lo there!'' 
on the first appearance of a writer who they fancy will be 
liked by the public. They praise in terms of cloying sweetness 
works that, although they may interest and amuse us 
to-day, will be forgotten to-morrow. 

The flavor of their opinions has become so monotonously 
encomiastic that the organization of a Society for tl1e Pre
vention of Cruelty to Adjectives has been humorously pro
posed. Adjectives that were once good, viri!e, and full of 
force, have been so twisted, hammered and abused by pub
lisher, critic, and crowd that they now show unmistak
able signs of rapid decay. Would it not be in keeping with 
the humanitarian spirit of the age to bring old Dr. John
son back to life and give him once more a chance to chastise, 
in his own rude way, some modern critic who bestowed 
encomiums with too much liberality? Imagine something 
of the consternation he would create when he roared out: 
''Trash, sir, trash, and you know it! Is this your method of 
serving the ends of literature? Are you not aware, sir, 
that every author needs at first a good sound licking?" 
Suppose Dickens or Shakespeare were to come back to earth, 
which is very improbable, or the ''Great American 

I 
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Poet or Novelist,'' should appear, which is hardly less un
likely, with what words of praise could we hail them? Has 
not our stock of superlatives been used with such reckless
ness that they already appear somewhat shopworn and to 
be constantly depreciating in value? / 

But black is not made white by calling it so, nor has the 
voice of the crowd Mr. Ruskin's crowd been taken as an 
oracle of divine authority by all modern writers. 

William Vaughn Moody, whose death occurred about a 
year ago, was a marked exception to this general rule. As 
writer he neither conformed to the literary standards of 
the present day critics, nor offered a sop to the reading 
public by appealing to popular prejudices. It is hardly 
necessary to say that his works, even though they are of 
a class incomparably higher than those produced by the 
most popular writers, were neither received very enthusias
tically by the critics, nor widely read by the public. It is 
true that Mr. Moody was often unfortunate in the selection 
of his material, and some of his works, especially his 
dramas, are badly executed. Yet it is not so much what he 
really did as what he attempted to do that should receive our 
highest commendation. The fact that he possessed lofty 
ideals of literature and would not sacrifice these for popular 
favor, choosing failure in a high attempt rather than suc
cess bought through sacrifice, shows the true greatness of 
the man as well as the poet. 

Mr. Moody's principal works consist of several dramas, 
the best of which are the Masq1le of Judgment and The 
Fire-Bringer, and a volume of short poems. In a prefa
tory note he tells us that the Fir·e-B1 .. inge1· is intended as a 
first member of a trilogy on the Promethean theme of 
which the Masque of Judgment is the second, though the 
action in each is complete in itself. Both are nobly simple 
in structure. The correlation of a thousand details of clas
sical antiquarianism into one single coherent whole is suffi
cient to establish Mr. Moody's reputation as master of this 
form of the drama. Running through all of his works is to 
be found a note of the optimistic belief in the worth of life, 

' 



• 

54 '£HE MERCERIAN 

and an earnest seeking after the highest individual good, 
which is so truly characteristic just now of our leading 
thinkers, especially those of New England. 

In a general way it might be said that he draws his 
inspiration, as well as material for these dramas, from lit
erature and art. The effect of this can be seen in some of his 
over-luxuriant, languid passages. In some of these we are 
confronted with the peculiar combination of phrases and 
thoughts that suggest Browning and Shelley, written in 
blank verse the cadence of which is strikingly Miltonic. 
If his verse ''with no middle flight intends to soar above 
the Aonian Mount," it no less truly ''pursues things unat
tempted yet in prose or rhyme.'' It would be indeed daring 
in a modern dramatist to attempt to revive the classical 
drama, but an attempt to combine with it the poetic fore
bodings of a materialistic and scientific age is foredoomed to 
failure. Such a flight at such an altitude was no fitting 
task perhaps for one whose wings were yet untried. If the 
poetic genius and wonderfully creative imagination of Mil
ton have been hardly able to give continued life to Paradise 
Lost, we should not wonder at the failure of a much less 
pretentious poet to succeed in justifying the ways of God to 
man in a way that would be appreciated by the world at the 
present time. The Masque of Judgment and the Fire-Bringer 
were noble efforts to introduce into American literature a 
class of writing with which the public has little patience, 
and though they have found but few readers, yet his purpose 
was high and his failure, if indeed it was failure, was an 
honorable one. . 

We are not to suppose that because these dramas did not 
accomplish what they were intended to do, they do not con
tain much excellent poetry. There are many beautiful pas
sages which show that his imaginative genius could con
ceive things with vividness and splendor, and the lovely 
lyrical interludes win for him the place of one of the finest 
poetic artists of our time. It requires no ingenuity to see 
how the modern attitude toward science has had its effect 011 

his highly poetical imagination in the foil owing passage, 
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or to feel that he is singing not alone to this age, but for all 
ages in these lines, which are considered to be among the 
finest of his dramatic verse: 

''For you the moon stilly imagineth 
Her loiterings and her soft vicissitudes; 
For you the Pleiades are seven, and one 
Wanders invisible because of you; 
For you the snake is burnished in the spring, 
The flower has plots touching its marriage time, 
The queen-bee from her wassailed lords soars high 
And high and high into the nuptial blue, 
Till only one heroic lover now 
Flies with her, and her royal wish is prone 
To the elected one, whose dizzy heart 
Presageth him of ecstasy and death. 
For you the sea has rivers in the midst, 
And fathomless abysses where it breeds 
Fantastic life; and each its tiniest drop 
Flung from the fisher's oar-blade in the sun 
Has rivers, abysses, and fantastic life. 
For your sakes it was spoken of the soul 
That it shall be a sea whereon the moon 
Has might and the four winds shall walk upon it
Also it has great rivers in the midst, 
Uncharted islands that no sailor sees, 
And fathomless abysses where it breeds 
Mysterious life; yea, each its tiniest drop 
Flung from the fisher's oar-blade in the sun 
Has rivers, tempests, and eternal tides 
Untouched at isles, horizons never hailed, 
And fathomless abysses where it breeds 
Incredible life without astonishment.'' 

One of his loveliest and most delightful lyrics is found in 
the Masque of Judgment. In this the poet records what he 
imagines to be the song of the Redeemed spirits as they fly 
past towards Paradise : 
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''In the wilds of life astray, 
Held far from our delight, 
Following the cloud by day, 
And the fire by night, 
Came we a desert way. 
O Lord, with apples feed us, 
With flagons stay us! 
By Thy still waters lead us! 

As birds torn from the breast 
Of mother-cherishings 
Far from the swaying nest 
Dies for the mother wings, 
So did the birth-hour wrest 
From Thy sweet will and word 
Our souls distressed. 
Open Thy breast, Thou bird.'' 

While Mr. Moody seems to have taken his dramas very 
seriously and to have laboriously striven to bring them up 
to his high standard of excellence, yet it is his short po~ms 
instead of his dramas that promise to preserve his name as 
an American poet. His powers are given a fairer and 
broader test in these because he is following a surer instinct. 
No one has doubted his technical mastery of his craft, but 
this breaking away from the classical shows his imagina
tion, sympathy, and his ability to transform things com
mon and prosaic into the ideally poetic. Through these 
we see the world enveloped in an atmosphere which is 
peculiarly Mr. Moody's own. He makes us see cliffs and 
flowers, but not those of Greece. In these his heroes are 
only human, yet we admire them much more than we do 
the demi-god who steals the heavenly fire. Through tl1ese 
we learn that he possessed a heart which was full of love 
for his fellows and was often moved to pity the frailties and 
vices of the men he knew and portrayed. He has senti
ment, but not morbid sentiment; for his poems have a cer
tain sternness and soberness though they are not without 
joy. In these poems we see the world as Mr. Moody saw it . 

• •'-•6.:.. • • ........ ' • 
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His poems portray some traits of his character which are 
great enough to atone for a multitude of faults which we 
find in his classical works. He was extremely patriotic, 
and had the capacity to feel with his native land and be 
one with his countrymen. He had grave fears that Amer
ica would be tempted to lay aside the noble ideals which 
our forefathers sought to instil into the very soul of the 
nation, in order to share in the spoils of a rich J.nd decadent 
Orient. An Ode in Time of Hesitation contains the gist of 
these forebodings. It would be difficult to find in all our 
patriotic literature a nobler conception of our duty as a 
nation and a more splendidly written poem. 

''Lies! lies! It cannot be! The wars we wage 
Are noble, and our battles still are won 
By justice for us, ere we lift the gage. 
We have not sold our loftiest heritage. 
The proud republic has not stopped to cheat 
And scramble in the market-place of war; 
Her forehead weareth yet its solemn star.'' 

Where in all literature does one find a kindlier c:ind more 
purely lovely sentiment than in these four lines from Faded 
Pictures? He tells of finding a very old picture in a ''blist
ered little frame,'' ''only the two patient eyes'' of which were 
left'', . 

''But I, well, I left Raphael 
Just come and drink these eyes of hers, 
To think away the stains and blurs 
And make all new again and well.'' 

Mr. Moody seems to have taken his work too seriously 
to give us very much poetry merely as such. He was too 
thoroughly imbued with the doubts of the times and the 
Puritanic spirit not to be severely in earnest in all that he 
did. The following lines show us something of the beauti
ful description he could have given us had he written for 
a different purpose: 

• 
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''The white moon low behind the sycamore; 
Silvered the silent country; not a voice 
Of all the myriads summer moves to sing 
Had yet a wakened; . . . . . . . 
Under the sycamores and up the hill 
And down across the river, the wet road 
Went stretching cityward, silvered in the moon. 
Soon the stars failed ; and the late moon faded, too : 
I think my heart had sucked their beams from them 
To build more blue amid the murky night 
Its own miraculous day. From creeks and fields 
The fog climbed slowly, blotted out the road; 
And hid the sign-posts telling of the town; 
After a while rain fell, with sleet and snow." 

Many critics think Gloucester Moors is his best produc
tion. Here we have an example of his love for the flowers 
and birds ingeniously fitted in with his message of Puri- 1w 

tanic religion and morality. Few poems are more finely 
imagined, or rendered with a more delightful charm of 
phase. His sympathetic eye ranges pleasantly from the 
''copse and cliff where the swallows rove,'' to the part ''where 
the fishing fleets put in,'' and through his poetic imagina-
tion he sees the old earth like a ship with summer clouds 
set for sail and varying her pace as she glides on from deep 

l to deep. He says of her : 

' ''Beneath my feet I feel 
Her smooth bulk heave and dip; 
With velvet plunge and soft upreel 
She swings and steadies to her keel 
Like a gallant, gallant ship.'' 

.. .. 
• 

• 

The poem still carrying out this analogy closes with the 
solemn finale so characteristic of New England poets in 
which he rises to a strain of religious humanitarianism,-

• 
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''But thou vast outbound ship of souls, 
What harbor town for thee? 
What shapes, when thy arriving tolls, 
Shall crowd the banks to see? 
Shall all the happy shipmates then 
Stand singing brotherly? 
Or shall a haggard ruthless few 
Warp her over and bring her to, 
While the many broken souls of men 
Fester down in the slaver's pen, 
And nothing to say or do?'' 

59 
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But we should make a very serious mistake were we to 
infer from this poem that Mr. Moody was narrow in his 
views or limited by a lack of knowledge of the world and 
its thought. His works have a certain ''strain of rareness,'' 
and show a cultivation of thought and style which could only 
be possessed by one who has read widely and traveled much. 
Some of his longer poems touch upon the subject of Chris
tian science and faith cure, but these lack the simplicity 
of his shorter poems and indicate a straining to be fantastic 
and extraordinary. They furnish a new problem rather 
than solve an old one. The Brute is an allegorical presenta
tion of his views of modern science, while The Menagerie 
deals with the question of evolution in a half humorous fan
tastical way. The most personal tone, as well as what we 
consider his greatest poetry, is to be found in The Daguer
reotype, a tenderly elegiac soliloquy evoked by the portrait of 
his mother in her youth. While the lines away from their 
context do not give to any fair degree the completeness of the 
beautiful impression to be derived from the poem as a whole, 
yet it is possible to catch something of the noble and 
beautiful expression from the following: . , 

'' .A.nd all is well, for I have seen them plain, 
The unforgettable, the unforgotten eyes! 
Across the blinding gush of these good tears 
They shine as in the sweet and heavy years 
When by her bed and chair 

, We children gathered jealously to share 
The sunlit aura breathing myrrh and thyme, 
Where the sore-stricken made a clime 
Gentler than May and pleasanter than rhyme, 
Holier and more mystical than prayer.'' 

• 



' 

60 THE MERCERIAN 

Old Wash Brown 
W. C. SPARKMAN. 

HE Florida of to-day is not the Florida of twenty-
five years ago. The frontier has vanished, and with 

it has vanished a people not to be found in a complex civi
lization. Simple, rough, ignorant as we count knowledge, 
they were a manly race. Everyone was your neighbor. 
Simple honesty was taken for granted. If you were ''in the 
woods,'' and wanted a little fresh meat, you killed a steer, 
noticed the brand, and paid the owner the first time you 
met him. I have seen a cattleman who had just made a 
trade, ride up to the fence, hitch his horse, hang a saddle
bag containing ten thousand dollars on a fence-post and go 
into the house without giving it a thought. 

One of the most interesting characters in South Florida 
at that time was called ''Old Wash Brown.'' I do not know · · 
how he received the title ''Old,'' for when I knew him he 
was still a young man. He had been a cattleman on the prai
rie; an alligator hunter in the Everglades; a bear hunter on 
the Kissimmee; a fisherman in Charlotte Harbor; a wrecker 
among the keys; and a filibusterer in Cuba. Though already 
thirty, he had nothing and was doing nothing. 

My first association with Wash was when I asked him to 
be my guide across the prairie. This prairie is covered 
with water during the rainy season in the spring. The 
annual floods have washed out many ravines called ''gul
lies,'' some of which are fifteen or twenty feet deep. It 
was during the rainy season that we started on our jour
ney. It was a mystery to me how Wash could tell where 
these gullies were. 

''We'll be drowned in one of these holes,'' I said. 
''I know where they all air,'' remarked Wash. 
''I can't for the life of me see how you know.'' 
''Leave it to me, son. I'll show you.'' 

• 

-

-

• 

( 



• 

• 

• 

\ 

OLD WASH BROWN 61 

Just then Wash, horse, and all, disappeared completely in 
the water ahead of me. The horse came to the surface and 
scrambled out on the opposite side. Wash turned in his 
saddle, and, with the water running down his face and drip
ping from his clothes, said, ''Thar's one of 'em.'' 

On this trip Wash told me that he was in love. He said he 
wanted to marry Sue Hayman, the daughter of the Sheriff. 
Sue was the belle of all the camp-meetings, and Wash seemed 
to feel that he had no chance. I encouraged him as best 
I could, and he finally determined to bring the matter to an 
issue the next month at Pine Level where a camp-meeting 
was to be held. 

Out of curiosity I was among the crowd that gathered 
at the meeting. Pine Level was an important place and 
boasted of being more advanced in civilization than the 
surrounding country. Among the many improvements was 
a barbershop, which had been recently established. Such 

. a t 11ing had been hitherto unknown. The crowd naturally 
, collected at this new attraction. 

I soon noticed Wash wandering about in the crowd. He 
seemed to have something on his mind and I thought of his 
purpose in coming to Pine Level. Wash always wore his 
hair about his shoulders. The boys were urging him to have 
it cut. They knew the state of his affections and told him 
that he would stand a better chance with Sue. At length 
Wash consented and sat down in the chair. The barber 
had evidently been tampered with. v''hen he had finished, 
he handed Wash a mirror. Wash's expression was a puzzle. 
His hair had been left about two inches long on each side; 
but a strip extending from his forehead to the back of 
his neck had been clipped as clean as a newly-shaved face. 
I never saw a more comical sight. If Wash had been a man 
he would have given the barber the punishment he deserved. 
Instead, he walked out amid the roars of the crowd. I met 
my friend outside and asked him if he had seen Sue. 

He replied, ''No, and I'm not going to. She wouldn't have 
me. I'm a fool. I'll never be nobody 'cept Old Wash 
Brown.'' 

• 
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After much argument, I persuaded Wash to make an 
effort at winning Sue. The next night he was waiting as 
Sue came out of the meeting, and walked home with her. 
They sat down under the pines. The moonlight, filtering 
through the tree-tops, checkered the ground in fantastic 
designs. The monarchs of the for est whispered to one 
another in the gentle breeze. 

''Sue,'' said Wash. 
She looked up at him, and his eyes f ell. His emotion be

trayed itself, and she knew what he wanted to say. 
After a pause, Wash said again, ''Sue.'' 
Once more her soft eyes turned to his. Wash gazed at the 

ground and his hands worked nervously. 
''Sue.'' 
She was waiting for his words of love. ''Well?'' she said. 
Wash rose, shuffled his feet and with awkward fingers 

twirled his old hat round and round, and then suddenly 
blurted out: ''Good-night.'' 

The Way of a Man 
HOMER L. GRICE. 

Ethel I love because she's sma1·t, 
Edith because she's fair, 

Irene for purity of heart, 
Nell for her golden hair, 

Adelia for her wealth of land, 
Eileen for love lit eyes; 

But Annie's won my heart and hand: 
She makes good apple pies. 

. < 
~ 
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The Apostasy of Deacon Brewer 
T. HOYT DAVIS. 

T was about eleven o~clock one fine June morning, 
when Joe Brewer came in from hoeing his bottom land 

corn. He sat down on the front veranda, threw his brown 
straw-hat aside and crossed his legs with a grunt of satis
faction. His prospects were good for a fine crop of corn, 
and he felt a thrill of independence as he looked at a wav
ing field of ripening grain in front of his house. Mat 
Brewer, Joe's wife, was singing an old hymn in a treble 
key as she stirred a pot of greasy-smelling beans. The kettle 
hissed as its lid beat a rapid tattoo and the fresh wood in the 
stove crackled merrily. 

Old man Russ McEver's dinner-bell had just begun to 
ring on the adjoining farm when Joe noticed two well
dressed men coming up the road from Monkey's Hill, one 
an elderly gentleman of about forty-five, the other a young 
man of about twenty. Each carried a small hand-bag and 
a walking-cane. They approached the veranda and asked 
for lodging, stating that they had ''neither purse nor scrip.'' 
Joe had heard Parson Teller mention the various new reli
gious sects in one of his doctrinal sermons, and his religious 
scruples glanced suspiciously at his generosity. But he de-

. cided it would be unbecoming in him as a reputable farmer 
and deacon of the church to turn away strangers, so he 
invited them in, and seated them on the veranda. He then 
excused himself and went into the kitchen to inform his 
wife that they had ''company.'' Now Mat was one of the 
kind of women that wear one leg of the breeches; she had a 
high temper and fiery disposition, and Joe's message touched 
a live wire. She spoke to him in a tone that only a hus
band can understand. But she decided to make the best of 
it, and Joe returned to the veranda and began to talk with 
the men. 

• 
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In due ti1ne tl1e dinne1·-be11 r·a11g and tl,ey ,,,ent in to 
dinne1·. Joe introduced t11e n1en to l1i s ,,,ife in good old 
count1·y fasllion, and she bo,,1ed and smiled as if s]1e ,,1eJ·e 
glad to see tl1em. 

111e meaJ ,,1as finishecl and all r etired to tl1e f r·o11t ,1e1 .. ~1nda 
again. J oe took a big quic] of ''Sch11apps ·' a 11cJ Tat c1ipp d 
he1· ''Bitte1· .. cotcl1'' ,,1itl1 a black-gum brush. Presently the 
elder gentleman openecl his hand-bag ancl took out a Bible 
ancl several pa111phlets . He ,,,as a \1 e1·y loquacious fel1o,,,, 
and soon }1ad the full attention of Mat and Joe. The vivid 
description of ,Joseph Smith's ,,isions enc11anted them. The 
doctrinal se1 .. mons of Pa1·son Teller took thei1" place in the 
past. ''Look l1e1~e, Joe, did ) 'OU kno\v it ,,1as nearly sun
do,vn ?'' said Mat at last, ,,1ith conscious su1·prise, and a\va~, 
she ,~.rent about her 1nilking. The two gentlemen arose and 
,,,ith a l1ea1·ty hand-sl1ake and a thousand good ,,,ishes for his 
m ost admiI·able \'\1ife, left Joe intoxicated \\rith his new 
belief. 

The n e\~ .. s of Joe's visitors spr ead rapidly over the com
munit)r, and \,rhen Jim ,vebb heard it, he actually quit plow
ing a half day to go o,Ter and tell Deaco11 Hale. The pious 
old "'Tomen denounced it as harboring false prophets, and 
wol,res in sheep's clothing, ,vhile the more conservative 
declar ed that an investigation should be made by the church. 
It was the general goc:;sip of the community, and Sister Sly, 
f eeling it to be her Christian duty, decided to inform Mat 
in as mild a manner as possible of what ~1as being talked. 
So she fixed up on Sunday morning and went over to spend 
t he day with the Brewers. 

The,T were in the kitchen cooking their Sunday dinner 
when Sister Sly began: ''Sister Brewer, did it ever occur 
to you how easy some people is made to talk about other 
folks? It's jest simply amazin'. Somebody in this com
m unity is for-e,rer-more and eternally talkin' about some
body else. Now it ain't none o' my bizness, but I feel kinder 
lack I oughter tell you, bein' as you and me are sich good 
friends, that the whole community is ablaze talkin' about 
you and Joe harborin' them people t'other day." 

Mat's eyes flashed flames of rage and indignation. 
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She had noticed a little shyness on the part of some of 
the neighbors, but had never thought of that as a reason. 

''The community can go to smash! We'll take who we 
please and it's nobody's bizness but ours. It's a blame sorry 
time when people ain't got a right to manage their own 
house.'' 

''Well, I'm jest perzactly lack you about that. It gits next 
to me fer other foll{s to fuddle in mY affairs," drawled out 
Sister Sly. And thus the conversation drifted on. 

After Sunday's sun had set and with it the feeling that ac
companies Sunday, Mat laid the whole store of information 
before her husband, and he quoted some language, such as 
is spoken to a cat on the table. As the days went by, Joe 
and Mat continued to be in the limelight of community 
gossip, until the venerable old Good Hope Church, to sustain 
its reputation, appointed a committee of investigation. 

It was one Saturday morning in October, when the con
gregation gathered earlier than usual. The men were hud
dled together in groups, under the old oak a few steps from 
the church door, around the well, and the old men around 
the door-steps of the side door that leads to the ''Amen 
Corner.'' A number of old women gathered in the shadow of 
the pulpit gable at the back of the church and talked in 
confidential tones, while two or three whispered across the 
benches on the inside. Parson Teller came up with a just
received-some-news expression on his face and shook hands 
with the group at the door. 

After a sermon of an hour and a half on the Apostasy of 
Solomon, conference convened. Bill Tipsy was excluded for 
drunkenness. Mrs. Spicer made acknowledgement for 
abusing her husband, and two delegates were appointed to 
attend the Mt. Zion Association. Then came the momentous 
case of Joe and Mat Brewer. Those who had been threat
ened with a nap now straightened up and opened their 
eyes. A deep silence enveloped the church. Slowly Deacon 
Hale arose, unconsciously fingering his watch-chain, and 
stated the charge. Joe quickly raised his head, looked won
deringly at the deacon, at the parson, and across the aisle at 

' 
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Mat. ''Brethren,'' said the deacon, ''I've been a-prayin' 
over this matter, and it occurs to me that "'e ought to take 
some action without any further delay. So I make a motion 
to exclude Brother Joe and Sister Mat Brewer.'' 

Joe, who had been blank with amazement, was attracted 
by Mat's loud coughing. She 11odded toward the door, and 
they arose and left the church. 

At this point, Bro. Alexander jumped up. ''Brethren and 
sisters,'' he cried, ''we appointed a committee to see this 
brothe1" and sister, and I'm told it didn't discharge its duty. 
We, as a church ain't got the right sperit, and I ain't in favor 
of exclusion no,v." 

''Brethren, if you exclude this man and woman, I'm 
a-gwine a quit the church. There ain't no jestice in the way 
you goin' about it,'' blustered out Marion Cheek. 

''Well, brethren,'' said Henry Harris, ''I'm jest this way 
about it. I ain't in favor of keepin' nobody in this church 
who ain't in keep in with our doctrines. I'm in favor of 
turnin' 'em out right now.'' The wrangle continued till 
finally Bro. Alexander rose to say, ''Well, brethren, you've 
got sich a mix-up of it, I ain't a-goin' to have no more to 
do with it.'' And he walked out of the house. 

There was a busy hum on the old woman's side, an open 
dispute, and the parson called for order. Sister Cheek and 
Sister Alexander rose and left the church. The men mut
tered and twisted on their benches. 

The parson slowly arose, catching his suspenders with his 
thumbs and declared, ''Brethren, there is a motion before the 
house. Is all minds clear? All in favor of excluding Bro. 
Joe and Sister Mat Brewer, rise to your feet." The noise 
of scI·aping jeans and rustling skirts cast the die. The 
church clerk scratched two names off the church roll. 

As the cold winter days passed, Joe and Mat gradually 
became accustomed to their isolation. They never ventured 
be1rond their own home-circle, and no one ever dared to come 
into it. 

One dark night in January the old Good Hope Church was 
burned. It was the general consensus of opinion that a 

• 
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certain horse-trader who bore the parson a grudge, was the 
guilty party. The deacons set about to raise money for a 
new church, but they met with no success. At last it was 
decided to have a mass-meeting on the old church site, and 
the first Saturday in March was set apart for that purpose. 

It was a clear day, and the leafless boughs of the old 
church oak swayed to and f1·0 in the west wind. The crowd 
gathered and was called to order by the parson. After a 
short ringing speech, he made a strong appeal for money. 
Howell Barber, a horse-trader, subscribed fifty dollars. The 
appeal was continued. Those who had been foremost in the 
church seemed indifferent toward the money proposition. 
Deacon Hale and Henry Harris were talking earnestly sev
eral steps from the crowd. ''Well, Henry, to cut matters 
short, I'll give you five bushels of cotton-seed to-boot be
tween my old brindle and your Jersey milker.'' 

''Bretl1ren, we just must have this money. Who'll be the 
first to start us off again,'' urged the preacher. 

The men chewed their tobacco and whittled soft pine 
sticks to sharp points, but no one spoke. Finally the parson 
said, ''Well, brethren, I have done all I can do.'' 

At this juncture an old man, slightly bent, who had not 
been noticed before, made his way through the crowd; and 
Joe Brewer handed the parson a check for five hundred dol
lars and quietly walked back out of the crowd. 

Men looked at each other and then looked at Joe. A gen
eral stir ensued. The deacons, with the parson, held a side 
caucus. In a few minutes the church members were called 
together in conference. With Joe's consent, he and Mat 
were received back into the church. And not until after
wards did anybody in the congregation notice that Joe and 
Mat were not called upon for a retraction of their hereti
cal doctrines. However, it is a matter of history that no 
shadow of a Mormon belief was ever apparent in the 
Brewer household in all the years after. 

• 
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On Reading a Classic 
RAYl\l ONDE STAPLETON 

N my tortoise-like course of acquiring a partial edu-
cation in the English classics, one of the nerve-racking 

tasks assigned me was to give to Macaulay the niche in the 
Hall of Fame which ~Tas best suited t o his particular form 
of genius. In his essays on J ohnson and Milton, which I 
had formerly r ead, I thought him to be somewhat of a 
humorist, albeit one of the satirical kind. But my literary 
instinct warned me that Macaulay had to be taken too seri
ously for humor to be accorded him as the main character
istic. Other views of his worth were suggested, but in 
ever y instance they met with some insuperable objection 
from that warning voice within me that acted as censor 
over the opinions submitted. 

With this fog of uncertainty hovering in 1ny mind, it came 
to pass I t ook unto myself all r equisites for taking notes, 
together with a book of his essays, and journeyed forth into 
a secluded spot to attempt to penetrate the intricacies of 
the ,1olume. I decided at first to treat the author as a his
torian. I looked over the index and noticed the title, ''War 
of tl1e Spanish Succession.'' In turning to it, though, I 
came upon the headlines, ''Hunt's Comic Dramatists,'' and 
v,1onder ed whether ther e could but be something of human 
interest in so inter esting a subject. Almost unknowingly 
I began drinking in what Mr. Macaulay had to say con
cerning Mr. Hunt and his peculiar opinions. He made men
tion of the many ''merits,'' as well as of the many ''faults'' 
both in his writing and in his conduct. This sounded 
something like one speaking with authority, and so I con
tinued reading. Soon I found him saying that ''Whatever 
iR constantly presented to the imagination in connection with 
what is attractive, will in itself become attractive." Taking 
such a posit ive statement as unquestioned truth, I stopped 
long enough to lay the little gem away in my mind, and 

• 
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continued. I soon noticed that I was unusually cautious 
about my emphasis. I found my voice lingering and trill
ing on such expressions as, ''reverend, very reverend, and 
right reverend commentators,'' and more than once I 
looked back at a line in order to see whether or not there 
was some misprint, only to find the words in question a11 
intentional repetition of those used in a preceding or in the 
same line. As I proceeded, I almost lost sight of my orig
inal idea in reading the essays, that of acquiring an idea 
of Macaulay's historical abilities, until he began with won
derful metaphors to describe the indecency of the times im
mediately following the Restoration. His description was 
almost beyond all reason, being so exaggerated; yet his 
arguments in reference to the authors of the time are both 
logical and co~vincing. Doing my best to watch for the 
historical touches, in but a few minutes I was completely 
lost in his frequent bombastic bursts of speech, and found 
myself constantly making pictures as he told of the general 
state of affairs such as the court, where ''The same personc, 
who, a few months before with meek voices and demure 
looks had consulted divines about the state of their souls, 
now surrounded the midnight table where, amidst the 
abounding of champagne corks, the drunken prince, en
throned between Dubois and Madame de Parabere, hic
coughed out atheistical arguments and obscene jests.'' He 
follows by stating that the reign of Louis the Fourteenth 
haa been a time of license, and caps the climax by saying, 
''The most dissolute of that generation would have blushed 
at the orgies of the Regency.'' A similar effect is accom
plished in reference to Lamb when he admits that he was 
an ''honorable gentleman'' yet quite ''sophistical.'' 

Being much astonished at the ease with which I finished 
the essay I dived into the one on Bunyan, not thinking much 
about the historian. One could never fail to notice the ex
ceptional minuteness with which Macaulay treats the Pil
grim's Progress. In itself it shows the broad knowledge of 
a broad mind. Moreover, the attractive, yet harsh criticism 
he offers of Mr. Martin's illustrations is quite noticeable . 

• 
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In this essay his style is again an interesting one. He has 
the reader to look to the right upon vast orchards and to 
the left upon horrible castles. He tells us of this and he 
tells us of that in a style so pithy and eloquent that we desire 
more. 

On through several other essays I meditatively read with
out knowing \\:Thether Macaulay could best be termed a phi
losopher, historian, humorist, orator or politician. I was al
ways impressed with his self-confidence in all he said. He is 
vivid in his illustrations and is thoroughly convincing in 
argument as well a,s seemingly having an unequaled kno\-vl
edge of affaiI·s in general. His balanced sentences, allitera
tion, and repetition, together with his excellent phraseology, 
give life and vigor to his thoughts. His sentences are rich 
and follow in quick succession. He is a great admirer of 
the hyperbole and seems to have always delighted in select
ing sonorous sounding syllables. 

As I commenced the ''Civil Disabilities of the Jew,'' I 
remembered Macaulay's station in life. Although not rich 
himself, he had seen money control many political affairs. 
He " 1as a public man himself and did not fail to apply the 
principles he had seen so clearly demonstrated. He re
membered that the ''Jew may govern the money market 
and the money market may govern the world.'' He could 
not understand ,,,by the Jew was deprived of his rights as 
a citizen when he influenced the public affairs as much a~ 
if he were in political power. In his wonderful speech 
upon the Jew's rights, the speaker waxed eloquent and 
seemed to be in a heated argument. He dwelt upon the 
popular delusion ''patriotism'' as few have been able to 
make use of it. 

He took the floor amidst a hushed audience and proposed 
to def end one whom every one despised. He was prompted 
by his sense of right and reason and hurled sarcasm 
in the face of his opponents in an abrupt manner particu
larly his own. ''But,'' he snorted, ''It would be mon
strous, 'say the persecutors,' that Jews should legislate for 
a Christian community. This is a palpable misrepresenta-

f 
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tion.'' I could notice the hush come over the spell-bound 
audience as he continued, ''What is proposed is, not that 
Jews should legislate for a Christian country, but that a 
legislature composed of Christians and Jews should legis
late for a community composed of Christians and Jews. On 
nine hundred and ninety-nine questions out of every thou
sand, in all questions of police, finance, of civil and crim
inal law, of foreign policy, the Jew as a Jew, has no interest 
hostile to that of the Christians or to that of the Church
man.'' 

I could see the well-rounded chest of the politician and 
orator gradually expand and contract as he spouted forth 
his bits of history for effect; as he gesticulated in all direc
tions, never stopping for words nor thoughts, but stream
ing them forth of the purest type at every breath. He 
introduced illustration after illustration and admitted one 
statement was true only to prove its falsity in a manner more 
forcible. He drew up all the pros and cons in a line, each 
in its place. His sentences were of the balanced variety or 
more of a vibratory nature. He swayed the audience over to 
the left with admissions of this and of that, and all of a 
sudden over to the right as though they had never looked to 
the opposite direction. I found myself feeling as if I were 
rocking, and the speaker were drawing and repelling me. 
He gave every sentence a to and fro movement. This was 
black, that white ; he showed us the base here, the pure 
there; one was poor, the other rich; once we were in dark
ness, again in perfect light. He pictured to us the swarthy 
and the comely, the ill-favoured ones and the shining ones. 
In fact every phrase was an exaggeration, every word had 
an opposite, every sentence was a climax. 

As we sat enraptured by the wonderful power of the 
man, it seemed that he swayed the entire audience back, 
and in a minute of time was gradually but surely forcing 
us to the opposite side with a doubly sure and strong argu
ment. He was right on the verge of bringing the entire 
mass of people, both Christians and Jews, Protestants and 
Catholics, all into one big common bond of friendship, and • 
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causing all distinctions to be forever and eternally 
abolished, when I nodded a little too far over and A WOKE! 

At once I glanced about to make sure that no one had 
been watching me, for I was not quite sure but that I had 
cheered the imaginary speaker at certain stages of his great 
talk. Assuring myself of secrecy, I picked up my Macaulay 
from the floor and opening it, what should I read but, ''This 
is a palpable misrepresentation.'' 

• 
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The Sheriff 
w. T. SMALLEY. 

EADVILLE needed a sheriff. Although nearly iso
lated from the rest of the world, this little mining 

town kept up a form of government. It cared nothing, and 
knew nothing about councils, and city courts, but a sheriff 
was indispensable. From a mining settlement, Leadville 
had grown into a village with a population of over three 
hundred. Lawlessness had become so frequent, and violent 
deeds so increased with the population, that the better por
tion of the citizenry decided that some restraint must be 
brought to bear upon it, or the little town would destroy 
itself. 

Leadville was not unlike other Colorado mining towns, 
except that its inhabitants were composed almost exclus
ively of families whose beginning was at Leadville, and who 
wished nothing better than that their last days be spent 
there. Those connected with the outside world rarely came 
to its hidden valleys. This was due partly to the fact that 
it was an out-of-the-way place, and partly to the village's 
rude and uninviting appearance, as it lay huddled between 
two steep cliffs like a pile of refuse in a forgotten corner. 
The irregular cottages, or rather huts, were constructed 
with a view to convenience and protection, with no attempt 
at the aesthetic. The precipitous walls that nature had 
mercifully flung around this narrow valley gave the situa
tion~ when viewed as a whole, a cozy aspect that was really 
beautiful. However, people on the outside failed to catch 
this spirit of homelike comfort, or for some other reason, 
left Leadville to populate itself; for few came to swell its 
numbers. 

Among the few who found a home here, was a woman, 
Mrs. Jeanette Arnold, who had moved in just a few weeks 
before the death of old Joe Parks, the latest sheriff of Lead-

• 
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ville. Mrs. Arnold was a tall, stately woman with expressive 
features and a profusion of coal black hair. When sitting 
quiet and unconscious there was an attractiveness about her 
that made one feel that she had been used to gentle ways, 
but the least stirring of her nature brought a sparkling 
light of compelling power into her quick, flashing black 
eyes. The spell brought by her eyes was heightened by a 
quick, piercing tone when she talked. This transformation 
under the least excitement was an index to her power and 
fitness for the work in which she was engaged. She was 
a suffragist. One could judge of her influence over the 
people of Leadville from the result of this first really polit
ical campaign, the election of a sheriff. 

Old Joe Parks had served as sheriff for several years, and 
had been a good officer. Now that he had handed in a resig
nation that could not be refused, the more serious element 
of Leadville citizens settled upon his son Fed as the next 
sheriff. Fed was a sturdy young fell ow of rather excep
tional fitness for this office. He was fearless without rash
ness; slow to excite, but when aroused, invincible. Added 
to this was his familiarity with the little mountain town, 

· its customs, its manner of living, ifs weakness and its 
strength. All agreed that Fed Parks was the only man who 
could take his father's place, and accordingly, proceeded to 
find him with a view to dubbing him sheriff of Leadville. 
''There will be no need of an election,'' said Joe Sykes. 
''Practically all that hears anything 'bout it, has agreed on 
'im as the ol' man's succeeder. No, there's no need of 
was tin' time for a gen'ral vote.'' 

It was well known that Fed, when not in the mine, was 
sure to be at home. Home had become very attractive to 
him since Christmas, when he had brought Josie there as 
his wife. And so now several made their way to Fed's house 
to acquaint him with their desire. He accepted this quiet 
election, and everything went on as if Leadville had never 
been without a sheriff. 

' 
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Three days after that there could be seen in all the pub
lic places in the village large cardboards tacked high off 
the ground with the following words in large letters : 

''JOSIE PARKS 
FOR 

SHER IF F.'' 
All Leadville was in a commotion. The coming election 

was in everybody's mouth. There were miscellaneous bets 
as to which would win, Josie or Fed. Groups would col
lect in various places to discuss the relative ability and fit
ness of each candidate for the place, which invariably ended 
in, ''Hurrah, for the petticoat sheriff!'' Josie, with Mrs. 
Arnold and a few other women, pushed her campaign with 
redoubtable energy. A dozen times during the day Josie 
mounted a dry goods box and with great gusto delivered 
a political harangue, which brought loud and long hurrahs, 
each time a cloud of hats arising with the shout. 

''Feller citizens,'' she began, ''I'm in this race t' prove 
woman is man's equal. We want a showin' to show the worl' 
a thing or two. If I beat in this race, I'll show you, my fel
ler citizens, woman has got as much 'bility as men. We can 
vote, ther'fore we can be sheriff, or gov'nor, or president, 
same as men. I've undertook this race and I'm addressin' 
you to-day because woman's rights ought t' be respected. I 
call on all you citizens of Leadville t' stand by me in this 
race, and I'll stand by you and keep ev'ry mother's son who 
stirs up trouble in this town locked up in that new jail.'' 

Amidst wild yelling and whooping, she stepped down frQm 
her box, triumpliant in the service she had rendered her 
sex. Mrs. Arnold looked gratified. 

The next day was election day. They could not wait 
longer. The count of ballots showed in favor of Josie by a 
nice majority. Her triumph was complete. In vain Fed 
entreated and tried to persuade her that men's work ought 
to be done by men. ''I'm sheriff,'' she would say. ''Wait and 
see if I don't do a sheriff's work, and a good 'un at that.'' The 
defeat was a matter of little worry to Fed, but he was fear
ful that this new notion that had seized Josie might bring 
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her· in to dangerous places, where a sheriff must be mor·e 
dangerous than the criminal if the Ia,v is to be executed. 
This dread caused to settle on his honest, rugged face a 
serious, gloomy look, "·hich Josie ascribed to chagrin over 
his def eat and exulted the more. 

The crowd in Bill J aver's grog-shop ,,,ere in the best of 
spirits as they called for their tin cups to be filled a second 
time with Bill's cheap whiskey. Bill never kept any other 
kind; but it satisfied his customers. There was no poor 
liqt1or with them. It was all good, or better, or best, none 
below good. This had plenty of pepper and ginger in it, 
and was fast firing their spirits to uncontrollable levity. A 
rough joke had just been followed by boisterous laughing, 
when a pistol shot brought every man to his feet in an in
stant. Tom. Gatling was standing in the far corner of the 
room holding a smoking revolve1·, with Seth Solomon lying 
on the floor wallowing in his own blood. Tom had shot him 
down without provocation, except a stern, and perhaps 
harsh, rebuke from Solomon accusing him of cheating an 
unsuspecting neighbor. But those who saw it stood still as 
if trying to comprehend the reality of the situation. In the 
meantime Tom Gatling slipped through the crowd into the 
open street and ran toward his secluded hut on the farther 
side of the valley. When the bystanders had sufficiently 
come to themselves to act, a call for the sheriff first sug
gested its elf. 

Josie was reading a long article in a newspaper on the 
vast importance woman had gained through the ballot box, 
while her husband was building a fire in the broad fireplace 
to cook supper. 

''I wish Mrs. Arnold had kept them papers and women 
votin' notions 'way from you," said Fed, as he raked back the 
ashes from the little blaze of fire darting through the splin
ters. ''You think more 'bout them than me.'' 

"Just listen here," said Josie, "'A World-wide Movement 
Begun in Favor of Women' ''-

Here the messenger from tlie murder scene burst in upon 
them before she could finish. Panting for breath, he told 

• 
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the story of the bloody crime in quick, excited words. Fed 
reached for his long, trusty pistol, clapped his large wool 
hat do,,rn o,,.er his head, and started at once for Bill J aver's. 
But his ,vife stood firmly in the door,vay. ''Look out, girlie,'' 
he said, ''you needn't wait for me for supper, I may not get 
back." But Josie still filled the doorway. ''I'm sheriff,'' she 
reminded him, ''and '11 lodge Tom Gatling in jail before I 
eat supper." 

''Josie, for God's sake quit your foolin' and let me by. 
v,rhut could you do t1'yin' to 'rest Tom Gatling?'' stormed 
Fed. 

''You',Te no right t' 'rest him," she replied. ''You're no 
sheriff. I ain't goin' to deputize you, neither. I'll do the 
work m)-self." No sort of expostulation on the part of Fed 
could ever induce her to allow him to go with her. She was 
soon accoutred in her sheriff's attire, which consisted of 
belt to hold her neat revolver, a pair of small handcuffs, and 
a broad-brimmed man's hat, Vlith a rooster's feather stuck on 
one side. 

This amateur detective with her proud step and self-con
fidence ,vas really fine looking, but Fed for one time failed to 
see it first. His face wore a fro,vn mingled with fear and 
dread. He walked \vith excited strides backwards and for
wards across the room for an hour. Then, picking up his 
hat, he walked around the village. With eager strides he 
skirted the town, paying no attention to any one he met. 
The bare, precipitous cliffs looked down upon him with an 
unsympathizing stare, but Fed did not slacken his pace. He 
W:l]ked as if his destination were far away, and yet he was 
going nowhere in particular. All of a sudden he stopped as 
if by instinct, wheeled sharply, and went stealthily towards 
Tom Gatling's hut. 

Josie was acquainted with the details of the murder, and 
in true detective style set about the work which was to make 
her famous. Waiving all assistance, she proceeded directly 
to where Tom Gatling lived. She walked with a firm tread 
until she reached the low, rough cabin, which stood five or 
six hundred yards apart from the rest. Then a woman's 
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misgivings seized her. With her hand on tlie latch she was 
about to turn back and ask for help not Fed; she would 
have braved anything before asking Fed to help her ; but 
the door, pushed by her nervous hand unconsciously, s,vung 
back noiselessly for a little distance, and she walked trembl
ingly in, holding her neat revolver in a shaking hand. Tom 
Gatling was crouching behind the door. When she was well 
in the room, he thrust a long, ugly-looking weapon in her 
face, and called for her to throw up her hands. Both hands 
were already in the air with her toy weapon; but the tiny 
little revolver refused such ignominious defeat, and dropped 
to the floor. The sheriff became the culprit, and was imme
diately bound ,vith her own handcuffs, which were better 
fitted for such delicate arms than for those of the most noto
rious rough in Leadville. The captor, having tormented his 
victim to his satisfaction, led her into an adjoining room 
and securely barred her in. He then walked out and made 
his ,vay in the fast gathering darkness to a secret meeting 
place in the mountains where several others of his kind were 
wont to gather. 

Tom had just disappeared around a rocky ledge when Fed 
turned a corner on the other end of the same path. As Fed 
noiselessly but swiftly crept up to the hut, he looked like a 
ferocious animal stealthily gliding towards its prey. With 
his trusty gun gripped in firm fingers, he tried the latch. 
It was not fastened. He pushed the door partly open and 
stepped cautiously in, peering through the crack behind the 
door, and searching every corner with a trained eye. No one 
was in the room, but he heard low, muffled sobs that made 
his heart beat wildly. They came from the adjoining room. 
He snatched the bar from its socket and threw the door 
wide open. His wife fell into his arms. 

It was the work of a moment to search the sheriff's jacket 
pocket, secure the key, and unlock the handcuffs. She readily 
consented to go home, and he took he1~ place in the prison, 
charging her carefully how to bar the door. 

Tom Gatling soon returned alone. With fiendish glee 
he threw open his prison door to find the strong hand of 

• 

• 
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Fed Parks holding a long pistol dangerously close to his 
face. In a moment he was securely handcuffed and deprived 
of his weapons. In the next lie was marching in front of 
his captor towards the sheriff's home. 

In less time than an hour Leadville's famous criminal was 
marching through the village in front of the new sheriff, 
with a neat revolver pointing at his back. The hand that 
held it was not shaking, but a look of shame and humbled 
pride was written on the fair slieriff's face. 

It was plain that Leadville needed a deputy-sheriff, and 
the office was unanimously conferred upon Fed, a sturdy 
young fell ow of excellent fitness for the office . 

• 

• 

• 
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ll\esolutions 

WHEREAS, We the members of the Junior Class 

at l\1ercer University were indeed shocked and 

greatly grieved to learn of the death of one of our 

member s, Harry Dodd, of Taylorsville, Ga. There

fore be it 

Resolved, First, That we bow in humble submis

sion to the will of Him who doeth all things well, 

knowing that His will is for our good. 

Resolved, Second, That the Junior Class has lost a 

consecrated and useful member, the college com

munity a faithful friend, and Mercer a good student. 

R esolved, Third, That we extend to the bereaved 

family our sincere sympathy in this hour of their 

bereavement, and that we commend them to the 

care of our heavenly Father who tempers the wind 

to the shorn lamb. 

R esolved, Fourth, That a copy of these resolutions 

be sent to the family and also appear in our college 
publications. 

W. S. ADAMS, Chairman. 

W. T. SMALLEY, 

LEON MCKNIGHT. 

• 

• 
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HOMER L. GRICE. 

Macon's By giving forty thousand dollars to Mercer to 
Liberality be invested in twenty-five acres of land just 
back of and adjoining the present campus, the citizens of 
Macon have shown their love for and appreciation of our 
college and, at the same time, made it possible for Mercer to 
enter into that larger sphere of usefulness of which her 
friends have long dreamed. That the present campus has 
been much too small has been long evident to all. The gift 
comes at an opportune time and many expressions of appre
ciation have been current among the student body. 

The raising of this amount was no small undertaking; for 
Macon has been called on frequently of late to subscribe 
large sums to various public enterprises. That it was raised 
within the time limits of the campaign, that it received such 
cordial support from the daily press of the city, that the 
people called on to subscribe did so with such evident good 
will, is an unqualified evidence that the people of Macon 
love Mercer and feel the interest in her welfare that goes 
with the realization of a noble institution. 

To all the citizens of Macon who subscribed to this fund, 
the various committees who secured the subscriptions, and 
especially to Dr. M. A. Clark, president of the Mercer 
Alumni Association, and chairman of the ways and means 
committee appointed by the Macon Chamber of Commerce 
to direct the campaign, The M e1~cerian, voicing the senti
ments of the student body, extends its thanks and gives its 
assurances of deep appreciation for the timely service ren
dered the university. 

''My Old For some reason college bards and essayists 
Lady.'' have failed to develop the rich mines of poesy 

and the wealth of human interest that lie concealed beneath 

• :> 
• 
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the familiar college salutation, ''My Old Lady.'' Venerable 
with the hoary years of college antiquity, as multitudinous in 
its application as the roll of numberless youtl1s who have 
gone in quest of wisdom in the quiet groves of Academe, a 
~itle that bespeaks affection and love, a phrase that lingers 
through the years as a blessed memory to those who have 
kno'\i\1n the joy and the comrading with a classmate in some 
simple room, why is it that no tribute has been paid to 
''My Old Lady?'' Surely, not because she brings to mind 
no fond memories or rich experiences of bygone days; nor 
yet because of any traits or habits that exclude her from 
being classed with those fair creatures, not born to die, 
who have been immortalized in songs sung by a thousand 
bards. 

Other old ladies gain this title of respect only by strug
gling through a period of many years; not so with ''Mine.'' 
All unknown she creeps out of a yesterday, very likely with 
the springy step of Youth and the unmistakable signs of the 
springtime; fate casts her my way; in an hour we are mated 
for better or for worse; and she becomes at once ''My Old 
Lady." By the same signs and tokens, paradoxical though it 
may seem, she acquires the right to address me, too, as ''My 
Old Lady.'' 

Other old ladies abide as one love constant ever; not 
so with ''Mine." ''My Old Lady'' may be mine a day, a week, 
a month, a year, or under exceptionally rare conditions, 
three or four years. But whoever ''she'' be, or how often 
''she'' be, her name standeth sure and beside her there is 
none else. 

Debating 
Ethics 

Two parties are essential to good govern
ment. Even in the smallest political units 

there are differences of opinion. Everywhere and at all 
times we find men at variance with each other with refer
ence to matters of state. In private conversations, in legis
lative assemblies, in political conventions, in newspapers 
and magazines, in joint debates, and on the stump men 
def end their positions and attack those of their opponents. 
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Through this ceaseless agitation and discussion the public is 
enlightened and enabled to fare into the future with more 
confidence and greater assurance of achieving the best and 
wisest things. 

How important, then, that those who debate, who seek 
to convert others to their ways of thinking, be just, be hon
est, be true. How great the condemnation if they through 
distortion of evidence, the wilful misconstruction of facts, 
and skilful demagogic appeals win a jury, a judge, or an 
audience to the support of their cause. How necessary that 
we, the college students of to-day and the citizens of to
morrow, in our debating societies, our inter-society and 
inter-collegiate debates, shape our thoughts, our speeches 
and our acts in conformity witli those principles which 
thinkers and debaters of the past have gathered up into 
the ethics of debating. 

Yet, in the eager desire to win, there is no doubt that 
many collegians, to say nothing of those in the work-a-day 
world, resort to practices that are utterly at variance with 
truth, and honesty, and fair-dealing. How can a debater 
justify himself when he deliberately omits an essential part 
of a quotation he is citing as an authority and makes the 
author say thereby something exactly the opposite of what 
he really did say? And does he not subject himself to censure 
if he quotes as authorities men he knows to be prejudiced, 
or ignorant, or paid for their services without reference to 
what they really know and believe? 

What a fine thing it would be if th-Ose who debate could 
enter into contests with their fellows free from suspicion 
that their opponents would resort to unfair tactics; could 
accept their quotations as authentic and free from distor
tion or omissions that completely change the author's 
statement. 

As the twig is bent, so is the tree inclined. And the 
student who would win his debate by taking chances that 
his misrepresentations may not be detected and exposed, is 
laying up for himself a character that will not stand him 
in good stead in the years to come. 
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Plagiar,sm A plagiarist, says Webster, is ''one who pur
and Plagiarists loins the \\·ords, writings, or ideas of another, 
and passes them off as his O\vn; a literary thief." 

Once upon a time, so the story goes, a minister delivered 
a commencement sermon ai one of our southern colleges. 
It was a masterly effort and it ,von the commendation of a 
large audience of cultured people. There was a boy in the 
audience who enjoyed it immensely. Reaching home he 
praised it highly to his father, who had also heard it. The 
father took the son into the library, opened a volume of ser
mons, and the minister stood convicted. The preacher was 
a thief . 

Just three years ago a judge of one of the Georgia 
superior courts delivered a charge to a grand jury in his 
circuit. The judge's charge was, like the minister's ser
mon, a masterly effort. In this charge he said: 

''If the government of God and the foundations thereof 
depend so much for its continuance upon obeying the laws 
upon which it rest s, can a human government, such as we 
have here, continue to a full and forceful fruition, if the 
laws upon which it rests are disobeyed with impunity?'' 

And he closed by saying : 
''It well behooves all classes, high or low, rich or poor, 

noble or ignoble, to stand by the law, and uphold it, in all 
its majesty, power, and beauty." 

These were fine words; they were timely. But he who 
plead for law and the enforcement of it, in this very charge, 
transgressed the law; for he too was a thief. Skillfully 
" 'oven into that charge which he passed off as his o,vn 
were nearly two pages from an essay by Newell Dwight 
Hillis on Ruskin's ''Seven Lamps of Architecture," two 
pages on fire with P.loquence that eulogized the majesty of 
law, both human and divine. 

These are but two rather striking instances of plagiarism. 
There are many others to bear them company. It is strange 
that men who will not steal money or goods, will pilfer the 
words of others and use them as though they were their 
own. But it sho,vs that some men, at least, prefer fame to 

• 
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riches; they had rather be known as eloquent, or as the 
author of some beautiful verse than as one possessing 
wealth. As the old saying goes, murder will out; so also 
may he who ''purloins the words, writings, or ideas of 
another'' bear in mind that few have palmed off success
fully as theirs what others have produced; what one man 
has seen, another has seen. And here a man should be 
honest, if for no other reason, because it is the best policy. 
Otherwise, he may stand exposed to the scorn of his f el
lows, like the eloquent minister and the learned judge . 

... 

\ 
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A. T. CLINE. 

Robert William Eighteen years ago a young man returned to 
Chambers and New York from Paris, v.;here he had cipent ''The Common 
Law'' seven years studying painting. Before going 
abroad he had been a fellow student of Mr. Charles Dana 
Gibson at the Arts League in New York. His productions had 
been accepted at the Salon before his return to America and 
some of the magazines of that time show that he became 
active as an illustrator directly after his return. But Rob
ert William Chambers was not destined to handle the brush 
and the palette, for the story-writer's instinct within him 
soon found expression in a first volume, In the Quarter. 
Having relieved his mind of its burden of the weird and 
uncanny conceptions which his riotous and extravagant 
imagination had wrought out by writing a volume of short 
stories in which lie also learned how to hold in check and 
direct the course of his spirited Pegasus, he was now pre
pared to enter seriously into work of novel-writing. During 
eighteen years since then he has produced on an average 
a little more than two volumes annually. 

The two things that seem most striking about Mr. Cham
bers' career are his productiveness and the fact that he has 
won a place among the foremost writers of the time without 
any special preparation. It requires several years of con- . 
scientious work and discipline coupled with many disap
pointments and failures for most writers to acquire suffi
cient ability to win recognition for themselves. But Mr. 
Chambers' first works are almost as good as anything he 
has written since. He gives the best explanation of his chief 

• 
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ability as a story-writer in the speech of one of his char
acters concerning a painting. ''I tell you, I do the things 
which I do, as easily, as naturally, as happily as any fool of 
a dickey-bird does his infernal twittering on an April morn
ing. God knows whether there is anything in my work, or 
in his twitter; but neither he nor I are likely to improve 
our output by pondering or cogitation.'' In his own inimi
table way Mr. Chambers is capable of telling a rattling good 
story, full of life and action, but his novels lack plot and 
his characters are not always true to life. He sometimes 
runs rough shod over some of the first rules that should be 
observed by a writer of prose fiction. He begins his books 
as he chooses, lets the situation of his characters take care 
of the plot to a large extent, but by some intuitive faculty 
he generally succeeds in furnishing a logical and happy con
clusion. He is not worried if he introduces several pages of 
conversation or observation that are utterly unnecessary to 
the plot, nor does he mind allowing his characters to con
verse in a very desultory manner; the thought of a whole 
paragraph can often easily be just as adequately expressed 
in less than a dozen words. Although we enjoy hearing his 
characters talk and are pleased with the naturalness of their· 
conversations, yet we care little for them as men and women 
and their joys and sorrows do not seem real to us. 

Mr. Chambers has selected quite a number of different 
subjects for his novels, but the excellence of all his works 
has depended on the same qualities. It makes little differ
ence to him whether he is portraying a melo-dramatic mur
der scene, reciting some event of the Franco-Prussian war 

' Qr moralizing on the problems of love and marriage, there is 
always action and a kind of fantastical seriousness. You 
may enjoy reading his novels if you are willing to take 
what he says in the same fantastical mood in which it is 
told. If You read one of his books and enjoy it, you must 
not re-read it nor attempt to make a study of its characters , 
for You have already exhausted its pleasure-giving qualities. 
The supernatural beauties which you could only discern 
vaguely through a mystical moonliglit will vanish altogether 
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if you insist on throwing upon them the full light of analy
sis and reason. 

We do not believe Mr. Chambers takes his art as seri
ously as does the vast throng of his admirers. He has 
learned that he can ,vrite a story wl1ich will be eagerly 
read by the public and l1e sees nothing wrong in doing this 
so long as each story adds some little to his fame and much 
to his bank account. He has at least been candid enough 
to divide all ~,riting into ''newspapers, and novels and real 
literature.'' 

In his last five books he has made the social and ethical 
problems of love and marriage among the class of people of 
New York, whose lives he best knows, the theme of his 
writings. He seems to have given more thought to these 
than to some of his ea1,.lier books and to be making an at
tempt to bring these questions before the public in a 
sincere way. We do not care to either affirm or deny the 
charge that he has chosen these themes in order to supply 
the cravings of the morbid imaginations of a sensation
loving public. 

His last book, The Common Law, has met with great suc
cess from the standpoint of popularity. Few, if any, cur
rent novels were more quickly seized upon by the public, 
or have better maintained their popularity along with the 
newer books. It is being read more at present than any 
other book that has been on the market an equal length of 
time. However, it might be said with rather a firm basis 
for the truth of the statement that its immense popularity 
is by no means a deserved one. In our estimation there 
are many recent novels that are incomparably better. 

In order to get a clear idea of Mr. Chambers' character
istic way of presenting his problems, and the manner and 
skill with which he handles his situations, it would be pro
fitable for us to consider more closely his latest production. 
Louis Meville, the hero of the book, is a young painter ,vith 
a spotless character, but whose virtues are chiefly negative. 
Painting has been the ruling passion of his life. Valerie 
West, a girl with wonderful aptness and intelligence but 
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facing the necessity of self-support, poses as a model for 
him. He comes of an old aristocratic family, in whose eyes 
station in life was determined almost solely by birth. The 
inevitable happens. The climax is reached when Valerie 
refuses to marry Louis because his family could not receive 
her. Many complications arise but the issue is clearly 
drawn and the marriage of the two seems to be growing 
less and less practicable. When we have been thoroughly 
convinced that marriage is out of the question and the girl 
has gone off to the country in order to escape the implora
tions of the painter the unexpected happens a bungling 
piece of literary art the girl by a purely artificial series of 
events meets with a very serious accident, is carried in an 
unconscious state into the house of the family of Louis' 
father. They, too, fall in love with her, matters are thus 
brought to a happy conclusion and the hero is successful 
though not through his own efforts. 

This plot is used as a canvas upon which to set forth the 
problem of ''free love.'' We have Neville's statement of the 
problem early in the book: ''To promise constancy in love 
is promising to continue in a state of mind over which your 
will has no control. It's never an honest promise; it can only 
be an honest hope. Love comes and goes and no man can 
stay it, and no man is its prophet. Coming unasked, some
times undesired, often unwelcome, it goes unbidden, with
out reason, without logic, as inexorably as it came, governed 
by laws that no man has ever yet understood.'' 

This theory is cast aside when he finds himself really in 
love and his one plea is for a legal marriage. It is the girl 
who will not be bound with matrimonial fetters towards 
the end. She argues that marriage between people whose 
social stations are so widely separated would bring unhap
piness to both. She yields her views on this subject when 
she comes to consider the effect such a radical change as this 
would have upon society. We are left to wonder how this, 
though, could have escaped for so long a time the mind of 
a girl who is represented as the most intelligent character 
of the book. 

• 
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The Glory of ''We have heard much of a man in the land of 
Clementina Uz, \vhose name ,vas Job. We knO\\' that he 
was perfect and upright, feared God, and esche\\'ed evil; 
and we are told ho,v on a disastrous after·noon, messenger 
after messenger came to him to announce one calamity after 
the other, culminating in the annihilation of his entire 
family, and how the final scorbutic affliction came shortly 
afterwards, as an anti-climax, it must be confessed, of his 
woes which drove the patient man to open his mouth and 
curse his day. Between Job and Dr. Quixtus, I doubt 
whether the like avalanche of disasters ever came thun
dering down on the head of an upright and evil-eschewing 
human creature.'' 

Dr. Quixtus was a scholar and a gentleman who had 
never given any thought to those affairs and happenings of 
the world that fell within the periods covered by the last 
few thousand years. By profession he was an anthropol
ogist, and it can be truly said of him that he knew more of 
primitive man than he did of his fellow creatures of Lon
don, which had always been his home. The calamities that 
befell him in rapid succession were the embezzlement by 
the other member of a firm of which he was only a ''silent 
partner,'' of enormous funds which had been placed in its 
care. Most of his private fortune was thus swept away, 
and he himself was placed in the compromising position of 
a possible partner in the fraud. The death of his uncle, 
and the discovery that the family fortune had been given 
to European institutions, because his uncle had considered 
him thoroughly impractical, was another blow; while the 
crowning evil was the finding of a letter in the room of his 
wife, whom he had loved with his whole life, bt1t who had 
been dead for five years, which seemed to show that she had 
cared for another man who had always been his warmest 
friend, and so had been unfaithful to him. His confidence 
in humanity, which up to this time had been that of a child, 
was destroyed, his mind practically unbalanced. He de
termines to pursue a course of wickedness in which his 
one aim shall be to do evil and create the greatest 
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amount of unhappiness for others for the remainder of his 
days. He fancies his cup of wickedness will be filled if he 
can only break the heart of some fair woman. His career 
proves to be genuinely humorous instead of a grossly 
wicked one. 

While all these direful things are happening to Quixtus, 
and he is putting forth every energy to repay society for 
the wrongs he has suffered, by breaking the heart of one 
of its most innocent members, another person scarcely less 
unique, is also busy playing her part in the drama of 
human destiny. Clementina Wing is as extremely practical 
woman as Ephriam Quixtus is an utterly inexperienced 
man. She is a painter, thirty-five years of age, whose face 
has been deeply furrowed by time. Her jet-black hair she 
left to assume its own natural arrangement, and she gen
erally appeared in a paint-Eedaubed gown, while her coun
tenance often showed unmistakable signs of her art. Among 
other personal traits, she possessed a truly wonderful and 
wholesome philosophy of life and a command of piercing 
irony as dextrous as the rapier play of an experienced 
swordsman. 

After some weeks of unsuccessful attempts at putting 
into practice his heart-breaking scheme and having already 
become partially entangled in the web of his own weaving, 
Dr. Quixtus is summoned to the death-bed of Will Ham
mersly, the man who he thinks played him falsely in 
relation to his dead wife. Hammersley dies before Quix
tus can reach him, but leaves his property and his five
Year-old daughter in care of Dr. Quixtus and Clementina 
Wing. From this point mysteries begin to clear up. Quix
tus becomes more charitable towards society, and Clem
entina, by a strange and somewhat unnatural evolution, 

. becomes less of a cynical woman who had been driven to 
painting by grief over the death of her lover, and more 
queenly both in appearance and manners. The natural 
thing happens, and the story is happily concluded by Clem
entina saying to her husband: ''I've been thinking of the 
good Saint Paul, lately. He has a lot to say about glory . 

• 
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Do you remember? About the glory of celestial bodies and 
bodies terrestrial? 'There is one glory of the sun, and 
another glory of the moon, and another glory of the stars.' 
But there is one glory which that eminent bachelor never 
dreamed of.'' 

In this book, as well as in his other works, William J. 
Locke has taken ''for his literary domain the hitherto un
cultivated tract.s of human nature." The odd, unconven
tional, and sometimes almost freakish characters and the 
strange guise in which they proceed in the search for truth, 
place his works in a class to themselves. He has so far 
mastered his art that his novels stand the test of good lit
erature. If you care to scan rapidly the pages of his novels, 
you will not fail to experience that keen enjoyment that is 
to be derived from a first reading of a first-rate story, 
charmingly told. But you will not care to read his books in 
this way, for he can be read again and again without ex
hausting the richness of his treasure or ceasing to be a 
Rource of exquisite pleasure. There are many passages 
which we are unwilling to for get, but find ourselves think
ing over for the fiftieth time, delighting to dwell upon 
the beauties of his exquisite pictures or finding substantial 
enjoyment in some of the quaint philosophical passages 
in which his books abound. 

We admire his characters less for what they do or say 
than for what they really are. His supreme interest is to 
portray the process of individual soul growth, and his read
ers are held spell-bound with a rare sense of humor and a 
peculiar fascination brought about by the many unexpected 
turns which his characters take in their process of devel
opment. Plot is the thing about which he evidently has not 
much concern and for which his sympathetic readers care 
least. Fe~, books of contemporary fiction possess a greater 
artistic worth or a more delicate style than The Story of 
Clementina. 

The Winning of It is a hopeful sign that some of the noted 
Barbara Worth writers, who have attained their much sought 
for position in the literary world, do not prostitute their 

' • 
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reputation to pecuniary motive. Too often the modern 
novelist, at the height of his success, yields to this insidious 
temptation, and turns loose upon an indiscriminating pub
lic book after book of scarcely any real literary value what
soever. The Winning of Bar bar a Wor th, happily, may be 
said to be a fitting climax to The Shepherd of the Hills, and 
T he Calling of Dan Matthews. 

In fact, Mr. Wright in his latest product seems to have 
combined the best garnered from the very exacting, though 
sometimes too expensive school of experience. Into this, 
to say the least, entertaining p iece of work, all classes of 
reader s may dip, and need not go away empty-handed. A 
very delightf ul evening may be passed in watching the suc
cess by which the Winning of Bar·ba1"a Worth is effected. 
The author's power of story-telling, with his keen insight 
into human life, is r ealistic in the truest meaning of the 
term, and his appreciative sense of the ''unexpected'' pre
pares the reader for many brilliant turns and adroit sur
prises. Those of the Puritan persuasion, however, will 
find some comfort in tracing the unfolding of the moral 
that rarely ''is it given in the story of life, to those who 
work greatly or love greatly, to gather the fruits of their 
toil or passion.'' 

But the most substantial thing about the book, perhaps, 
consists in the vigorous presentation of a vital present-day 
problem, and the artistic inter-weaving of the romantic 
with the machine-like, matter of fact, things. Although 
the Winning of Ba1·bara Wor th is the title given, the hero
ine is not by any means the all-consuming topic. Indeed, 
so far as the subject-matter is involved, Harold Bell 
Wright might just as well have encased his message in 
some other, though possibly not so popular, phrasing. Bar
bara is to the author, what the employee from the view
point of Mr. Wright himself is to a corporation, only one 
of the many devices, however, a very important one to be 
sure, by which he brings his message, vital in its bear
ing upon the social problems of the day, home to the reader. 
Through the perspective of the novelist, one gets a clear
cut and rather comprehensive view of the social and indus-
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trial forces that are at work reclaiming the desolate and 
sterile portions of the west. 

Tlie Winning of Barbara lVortli is a clean, whole ome, 
vi1·ile present-day story of reclamation ,,1ork in the arid 
west. That ''master passion Good Business," is the driv
ing fo1~ce behind it all. There is nothing, ho,\'e,1er, strik
ingly new in the central theme itself. It's the old story of 
the indi,"idual enterprise pitted against combined capital. 
The one has the ,velfare of the people at heart, the other 
sees only its o,vn sordid interests. The one is not ,villing 
to sacrifice the accumulated sa,1 ings of the ,vorking classes; 
the other because of its insatiable greed for gain seeks, 
through unscrupulous and merciless tactics, to crush the 
other fellow and ''bleed'' the people who in the last analysis 
un,vittingly furnish the capital fol'· their own destruction. 
The one r ecognizes the economic principle in the personage 
of Jefferson Worth, that by giving the labo1~er a vital interest 
in the success of the undertaking, more satisfactory and 
g1·eater will be the returns; the other considers its em
ployees as so much ''live stock'' used as so much machine1·y 
in the game pla)'ed by the master financie1·s and ''~acrificed 
as dumb pawns in a move, the purpose of which they could 
not know." Possibly this phase of the novel is a little o,rer
worked. 

Of course, we naturally expect the author of Tlie Slieplierd 
of the Hills to skillfully weave a delightful lo, e-story into 
the plot, no matter how serious its motif may be. Then, too, 
there is the fascinating spirit of western life, the only stan
dard of which is: ''What can you do?'' ~ ' ith a fine sense 
of humor, Willard Holmes, a college-bred 1nan from the east, 
is made to realize that because he is so unfortunate as to 
have ''ancestors," this handicap will not be ''chalked up'' 
againc::t him. There still remains the ~ilent, yet irresi~tible, 
call of the desert, ''knowing no hand bt1t the hand of its 
Creator," and holding in its hushed m)"steriousness the ages 
of the past eternity'' and one is reminded of Jack London's 
Call of the Wild. But the chief merit of the book, perhaps, 
lies not so much in the message itself as in its vigorous and 
artistic presentation. C. G. Clement . 

• 
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"Something is rotten in the state of Denmark." 

"The time is out of joint. 0 cursed spite, 
That ever I was born to set it right." 

These selections are quoted because they admirably ex
press the sentiment of a number of exchange editors. After 
reading the exchange departments of twenty-two college 
magazines, it became necessary for me to seek relief. I 
fo11nd it, happily, in Gray's Elegy. The disappointment 
which I received in reading the magazines gave me a bur
de11 much greater than Bunyan's Pilgrim had. In Gray I 
found an evangelist. The greater number of our fellow 
editors have the idea that the exchange department is good, 
mostly, for a curing place of hopeful geniuses, or at least a 
''V~tlley of the Shadow'' for those who ''aspire to shine'' in 
the literary world. One editor is fond of the phrase 
''interred in work." We admire seriousness in all effort. 
Perhaps, here we have too much maybe, not. To strengthen 
our point we may say that we found only two policies tim
idly set forth, and one ''plan'' meekly ventured. However, 
one brother, brave enough of course, does the thing in this 
style: ''It is with the greatest rumination, hesitation, tre
pidation, etc., that we take into our insignificant charge 
the cluties of this momentous office. It is an office whose 
robes have been worn by men the sky-encountering sum
mits of whose literary attainments are immeasurable. Hence, 
our perturbation at the thought of our poor, sea-level abil
ities.'' Others who are more vehemently ''perturbed,'' cry 

• 
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out in "amazement" and "despair": "What's an exchange 
department good for, anyhow?'' 

The grounds for this attitude seem to be, first, the fact 
that no one reads this department except exchange editors; 
second, almost invariably the department is put on the last 
pages of the book one editor-in-chief was kind enough to 
put it on page ''23 !'' Optimist, as I am, henceforth I shall 
look for "sunshine," and in order to assist in chasing these 
''clouds somber,'' I quote: 

"Noah, you remember, W1i&s six hundred years old before 
he knew how to build an ark. Why should You let go?" 

But if insurmountable, these remain: "Loneliness, fear 
of inability, timidity, modesty and contempt for glory," 
again we quote, and ask serious meditation upon: 

''Let not ambition mock their useful toil, 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure; 
Nor grandeur bear with too disdainful smile, 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 

But knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the spoils of time did ne'er unroll; 
Chill penury repressed their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of their soul. 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.'' 

The 
Now to business: The Gonzaga has an at
tractive cover design. It is a well-balanced 

selection of poetry, essay, biography, and short story. 
The discussion of the problem of the unemployed and an 

Gonzag-a 

attempt at its solution is very interesting and gives food for 
thought. 

The short stories do not seem to be equal in their make-up 
to the other compositions in the magazine. In "The Right 

• 

• 
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of Way,'' the beginning leads us to expect a better ending, 
and we feel the disappointment keenly at the close. In ''The 
First School Teacher,'' we nave a rather distorted view of 
the ''College Man,'' the exception rather than the rule. Con
sidered as a whole, it is a rather good magazine. 

Emory The Phoenix comes pretty well up to the stan-
Phrenix dard. It contains four dramas, two short 
stories, and five other lengthy articles, which are neither 
stories nor essays. The ''Blackbird's Song'' is an excellent 
portrayal of a mood which freshmen will do well to avoid. 
''Just His Luck,'' is a readable story, not ambitious, but 
entertaining. ''Day Dreams'' expresses a philosopher's 
attitude toward the unphilosophic. ''English Poets'' (Burns) 
deserves special mention. This is an instructive and excel
lent essay. We feel safe in saying that there is not a poor 
composition in the magazine. 

Wake Forest The Wake Fo1·est Student is another maga-
Student zine above the average in its general make-
up. It contains verse and prose in a proportion which is 
very effective. It is a large magazine, full of wholesome 
reading matter. ''The Call of the Hills,'' makes us feel that 
its author has been there. 

Black and The other side: The Black and Gold is 
Gold ''one of the least among us'' in size and char-
acter of compositions. In ''Locksley Hall,'' the quotations 
beat the explanations. The personality of the explainer is 
swallowed up completely in the explained. It should be the 
reverse, you know. ''Benny's Dream'' is a long, tiresome 
way of saying: ''Willie had a dream which made him a 
better boy.'' We feel sure that we will receive a more volum
inous magazine in the next issue of The Gold and Black . 

• 

Florida This magazine is bulky and has an attractive 
Pennant appearance. In content it is neither a fake, 
farce nor flash, yet it is fakish in that it shows practically 

, 
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no literary effort; it is farcical in that it is \vritten without 
regularity seemingly without purpose; it is flashy in that 
it is mostly made of "Locals" and "Notes" of light nature. 
The style of "The Adventures of a Silver Dollar" is simple 
and easy. The author says a few good things, loses a fine 
opportunity to say more, then closes. In this article, the 
\Vord "Bible" is twice spelled with a small (b). We take it 
for granted that the error is typographical. The author of 
"All for a Hat," attempts to ,vrite a short story in fifty-nine 
short sentences. Fifty of these could be omitted without 
serious loss to the story. There is no room for even a germ 
of a plot. No plot development, no characterization, no set
ting, but little dialogue, and some realism bordering on 
actuality. It ends in such a manner that the reader gets a 
more unpleasant shake-up than the hero received when he 
rolled off the couch and came in "violent contact with the 
floor." This is fine for those who are especially fond of such 
endings; very few, however, are. · 

We acknowledge, with pleasure, the following exchanges : 
The Minnesota Magazine, The Yellow Jacket, The Florida 
Pennant, The Georgian, The Wake Forest Student, The Jour
nal, The Vassar Miscellany, McMaster University Monthly, 
The Trinity Archive, The Carolinian, The Springhil.'ian, The 
College Reflector, Black and Gold, Brenau Journal, The 
White and Blue, The Richmond College Messenger, L. G. I . 
Echoes, Collegian, The Literary, Wofford College Journal, 
Tennessee University Magazine, The College of Charleston 
Magazine, Gonzaga, Orange and Blue, The Gazette, Missis
sippi College Magazine, The Palmetto, The Crothesian, The 
Redwood, The Emory Phoenix, and The Dahlonega Col-
~ . 
,,egian. 
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E. CLEM POWERS. 

Some time ago the Baptists of the city appointed a com- · 
mittee, headed by Dr. Clark, for the purpose of raising 
money with which to buy additional land for Mercer's 
campus. In the ten days appointed for the canvas, the entire 
amount needed has been subscribed, and Mercer now has the 
$40,000 purchase-money for the extension of her bounds. 
This will be a great improvement for Mercer, and the re
sponse in this material way goes to show that we have some 
very loyal support in Macon. 

We were much grieved to hear of the death of one of our 
alumni, John S. Pruitt, of the class of '10. Death is always 
sad, but especially so when it cuts off in the prime of man
hood one so bright and possessing so many of the essentials 
of success. Throughout his course here he was regarded 
by the faculty and the student body alike as an able and 
excellent student. He took an active part in all the college 
activities, and there are many of us who will remember 
his writings and what bright twinkles of humor character
ized them all. His father and mother are missionaries to 
China, and were there at the time of his death. 

The Glee Club is beginning what gives promise of being 
one of the most successful years of its history. With Pro
fessor Carver as president, and L. D. Newton as manager, 
we feel sure that those so fortunate as to pass the test will 

• 
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have abundant cause to rejoice. Already several trips are 
being planned and this bunch of young songste1·s \,,ill no 
doubt make Georgia resound with the echoes of their songs. 
iVIany new and popular pieces have been incorporated into 
this year's program and the usual high standard will be 
maintained. 

We have just been handed a card to this effect : 
James M. Swain, Esq. 

Attorney at La\v 
625 Car ling Ave. 

Mr. Swain will achieve great success in his chosen pro
fession. 

Josey : "Say, Pilcher, will they care if I go in the sitting 
room (meaning lobby) of the Dinkler Hotel? I'm looking 
for my cousin." 

At a recent meeting of the greater Mercer Club, E. M. 
Chapman was chosen president to succeed Ralph Meeks, 
resigned. Much enthusiasm was exhibited and plans were 
formulated for the coming year's work. We hope that as 
many will join as possible and help to make the organization 
a success. A very interesting feature of the meeting was 
the offer of Mr. A. C. Tift to present to the Club as a gift, 
all the unsold copies of the Cauldron, provided they were 
sent out to the different high schools of the state. This is a 
splendid gift, and will mean a great deal to Mercer; for the 
Annual is one we could be proud of in the library of any 
school. It is an expensive gift to Mr. Tift and will no doubt 
be very highly appreciated. 

The presence of so many bands and bows of grass-green 
ribbon on the persons of the frisky freshmen is to be ac
counted for by the new form of Soph-Fresh rush instituted 
this year. Dr. Stroud suggested a ne\v departure from the 
established rush game in the shape of a pole climb. The 
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Sophs were clustered around a telegraph pole, to which 
were fastened, about eight feet high, their colors. The 
duty of the Freshmen was to fight their way to the pole, 
climb it and pull down the flag. The Sophs, however, proved 
too formidable a foe (did anybody whisper that it was on 
account of overwhelming numbers), and in commemoration 
of this vanquishing at the foot of the pole, the aforesaid 
freshmen have been casting reflections on themselves for the 
space of one month by the wearing of the green. 

The Junior Law Class selected tlie following men as their 
officers: President, Bill Crews; Vice-President, A. C. Tift; 
Secretary, Bill Turpin; Treasurer, Bill Galt; Historian, 
C. C. Small. 

Cowart (to conductor on Long Belt car) : ''Can I get a 
transfer from this car?'' 

Mims (to Dr. Gidley) : ''Dr., does tuberculosis ever run 
into consumption?'' 

A large delegation of the boys attended the Georgia 
Students' Missionary League, which met this year at the 
G. N. I. College in Milledgeville. They all seemed to have 
enjoyed it immensely, and the reports they brought back, 
make us almost willing to visit that town under any con
ditions. Mr. L. D. Newton was elected treasurer of the 
League for the ensuing year. Under the exuberance of 
spirit one of our delegates wrote to one left behind: 

''Back to my books 
But what's the use to me, 

, When I'm thinking 
Of that G N. I. C.'' 

For several meals Christie refused to eat. His friends 
became concerned. It has later developed, however, that 
his lady friend had told him that she pref erred looking into 
the fire to looking at him . 

• 

, 

• 



102 Tll FJ i\fERCERIA . 

A ratl1er· persistent ruinor is p1·e,,alent to the ffect that 
Mr. Walker, of the Freshman lass, ,,1ent to the book sale 
to pu1·chase ink. On lear·ning tl1at it ,,,as elling for fo r 
cents a bottle, he next ,vanted to l<no,v ho,,, much l1e could 
get for a dime. He ,,,as told that by bU)'i ng such a l 1·g 
quantity he could get th1·ee bottles. Proud of his abilit)' at 
ba1·gaining he brought them home only to learn tl1at one 
\\1as red, another red and the thi1·d yello,v. Determine(! not 
to be outdone he \ ery carefully poured it all together in one 
large bottle, shook the same carefullJ', caref ul1y raised the 
windo,v and carefully consigned the contents to the rubbish 
heap. 

At a recent joint-meeting of the t\\'O societies, a committee 
was appointed to confer ,vith the faculty committee for the 
arrange1nent of inter-collegiate debates and see ,,,11at the 
chances were for one this year. We learn that the Wake 
Forest schedules had already been completed, but plans are 
on foot for a debate with Columbia. We think these con
tests that ,1vere in the past so promoti,1e of college spirit 
and loyalty ought to be re\1ived. It is to be hoped that the 
arrangement will be successful. 

Professor Murray: Mr. Miller, what is the Greek word 
for strong?'' 

Miller: ''It's Oh, how do you pronounce that word, 
professor?'' 

Williams: ''Newton, what are you reading?'' 
Newton: ''The 'Life of Thomas Hardy.''' 
Willia1ns: ''Oh, yes, he's Tom Watson's big enemy." 

The course of lectures at the Y. M. C. A. this year is 
pro\~ing one of the really intellectual treats open to Mercer 
students. Professor Steed is giving a series of lectures on 
The Social Teachings of Christ, that form the most sug
gesti,re and helpful talks possible. 
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Dr. M. A. Clark is also giving a course of lectures, and 
the practic.al benefit to be ,derived from his talks makes 
them of special value. 

Dr. E. C. Dargan's lecture on High Thinking touched just 
the right chord and succeeded admirably in its purpose of 
m.aking a man think. 

Prof. E. B. Murray's address on the Passion Play was 
thoroughly enjoyable, as it gave a personal touch to a sub
ject that had been known to us before only from reading . 

Swain ( after ''busting'' in Economics) : ''I tell You, 
boys, Professor Steed just didn't see my point.'' 

Guy Wells, Todd Baskin, and Knox Walker were the 
joint recipients of a box of contents. Among many other 
things therein was a little box, entitled: ''As you have 
nothing but bread and hash, take one of these capsules 
every time you go to eat any of these things.'' Next d~y 
the boys wired in this message: ''Box received and de
voured. More pills at once. (Signed) The Boys.'' 

It is a great pleasure to know that Mercer has been added 
to the membership of the Association of Colleges and Pre-
paratory Schools of the Southern States. It is an honor · 
well deserved, and will no doubt prove of great benefit; as 
it puts us on an equal footing with other southern colleges 
and universities. 

Dr. Harrison (in psychology) : ''Mr. Bachelor, when 
does your mind work the slowest?'' 

Bachelor: ''During psychology.'' 

Dr. Stroud: "Mr. Hertwig, in what ce,J;Ltury did the Eng
lish language originate?'' 

Hertwig: ''In the eleventh century, just .before the 
Norman Conquest.'' 

• 
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Mr. Uly 0. Thompson to l\<1 iss I.,ena Jelks, 
Vineville Baptist Church 

Oct. 26, '11. 
Mr. T. C. Tippett to Miss Lucile Van Landingham, 

Centenary Methodist Church 
Oct. 26, '11. 

Professor Steed: ''Mr. Touchton, what is the difference 
between }Ou and the man who saves money?'' 

Touchton: ''I'm always broke, while he's got plenty 
of it.'' 

Plans have been perfected and are being vigorously 
pushed for the publication of a 1912 Annual. A. T. Cline 
is editor-in-chief, J. J. Pilcher is assistant editor-in-chief, 
and they have for their associates, E. R. Scarboro, Locals; 
H. E. Aderhold, Clubs; J. Zellars, Athletics; and R. Staple
ton, Art. A. M. Stephens will be business manager, and 
L. R. Golden and E. L. Baskin will be his assistants. With 
such an able corps of officials their production will no doubt 
come up to the same high standard achieved by the 1911 
''Cauldron." 

Porter: 
sense as I 

Mitchell: 

''I don't want to marry a girl with as much 
have.'' 

''You don't want to marry an idiot, do You?'' 

Brunson (in biology) : ''Professor, to what class of 
animals do the corpuscles belong?'' 

Freshman Stovall: ''What was the score?'' 
Hollingsworth: ''Six to six.'' 
Stovall : ''Who beat?'' 

The Alembic Club began the year with bright prospects 
of substantial achievement. Under the new regime several 
new members have been initiated. They are C. D. and T. H. 
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Nolan, R. B. Batchelor, J. Guerard, S. D. Kenyon, C. E. 
Powell, P. Lester, R. B. Plymale, E. L. Webb, H. C. Whatley, 
A. B. Phillips, G. R. Hurlburt, and N. J. Warren. The 
officers for the year are: C. D. Wills, president; J. D. Voss, 
vice-president; J. R. Garner, secretary, and M. A. Smith, 
Treasurer. This year's contest for the Blalock Science 
Medal will center about the subjects of Electrical Oscilla
tions. 

One of the features of the Missionary League Reception 
was a contest game in which the contestants were hurried 
rapidly past a small table on which had been placed a mul
titude of articles. The one remembering the greatest num
ber of articles was the successful contestant. Mr. E. L. 
Baskin's card contained the following: ''Little brown 
jug, cork-screw, merry-go-round, deck of cards, lamp-post, 
stars, policeman, club, headache, moonlight, iron bars, a 
judge, rock-pile, freedom, the morning after, rolling-pin.'' 
(We commend this to the consideration of any Junior in 
search of a story plot.) 

We were much pleased to hear that Mr. R. E. Calhoun, 
of the class of '11, who is now studying law at Columbia 
Univer sity, has been chosen as one of the three men from 
his class who will stump New York state in the next presi
dential campaign. 

Gallagher: ''The track-team ought to have a training 
table.'' 

Bedingfield: ''What is that, a track course?'' 

Two features of human nature interest during the past 
month have been ''Barnum & Bailey's Circus,'' and the State 
Fair. The circus was encamped out near Sacred Heights, 
and a large number of the boys took advantage of its prox
imity. The Fair was in its usual place, but knowing how 
glad the fair people would be to have them, the boys did not 
hesitate on that account. One fellow said at night the peo-
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ple were so thick you couldn't tell where the fair was, and 
that he guessed that there must have been two hundred 
souls in the bunch. 

'l'homas thought the hogs were big enough to be auto
mobiles, and that they were educated not to grunt, so as to 
keep people from thinking they were common hogs. He 
also said that the chickens aidn't seem to be a bit afraid of 
him and that lie supposed that it was due to their education 
that they were not superstitious. 

One Freshman thought the Agricultural Building was a 
hot-house, but did not even then see how they could raise 
so many things in such a little place. He said that he saw 
pumpkins there as big as hen eggs. He saw a big sign that 
said ''Cobb Exhibit,'' but he didn't see any cobbs. 

We heard one fellow describe the Midway in this manner: 
''They had a long lane that didn't have any shelter over 
it except a row of tents on each side, and some fellows stand
ing out in front yelling as loud as they could. I asked one 
fellow what he was d9ing that way for, and he seemed to 
think I was crazy.'' 

The boys always look forward to the Fair with a great 
deal of pleasure; but like Christmas it don't come but once 
a year, and in the words of Professor Holmes, ''It is well 
that it shouldn't.'' 

Among tfie old students seen on the campus during the 
past month were Messrs. Scoggin, McDaniel, McLemore, 
W. S. Brown, Scruggs, Baird, G. P. Whatley, Williamson, 
Minor and Fort. It is an inspiration to us to know that 
these men are all having great success in their work. 

Dr. Harrison: ''Mr. Zellers, does m~n, women and 
students include everybody?'' 

Zellars: ''No, sir, it does not include college men.'' 

Professor Holmes: ''I think Mercer University ought to 
put me on a pension for the remainder of my life.'' 

Newton: ''That would be a good idea, professor.'' 
• 
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Gol. North Winship, an alumnus of the Law School, who 
has been for some time in the Philippines, delivered a very 
interesting lecture a few nights ago to the members of the 
Senior Law Class . 

Newton: ''As Shakespeare said: 'Uneasy lies the head 
that wears a crown.' '' 

Lanier: ''Shakespeare nothing, that is the Bible.'' 

Wells: ''Wonder why they don't have electric lights at 
the Blind Asylum?'' 



J. J. PILCHER. 

TIME OUT. 

The professor of a certain medical college asked a student how 
much of a certain medicine should be administered to a sufferer. 

"A tablespoonful," answered the young man. In about a minute, 
however, he raised his hand, and said: ''Professor, I would like to 
change my answer to that question.'' 

The doctor took out his watch: ''My young friend,'' he said, "your 
patient has been dead forty seconds."-College World. 

THE POET'S PUN. 
"Lay a litt1e by," advised the publisher. 
''I'd like to,'' said the poet. ''Buy a little lay''- Washington Herald. 

IDIOTIC INQUIRIES. 

( Addressed to the propounder of the question: "How much would 
a wood-chuck chuck if a wood-chuck would chuck wood?") 

How much good could a Hoodo do 
If't were hoodos who do good? 

What size shoes do Jew crews choose 
When Jew crews go on cruises? 

If a saw-horse saw what a sea-horse sees 
Would a sea-horse see what a saw-horse saws? 

, 
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Bill with a bill file filing bills-
Bill may file for a long long w bile, 
But who can guess at the size of the pile, 
Bill with his bill file 
Will file? 

If a hobo's hose have holes in the toes, 
And the hobo's nose is the color of a rose 
And the hobo hoes where the goober grows, 
Why do you suppose that nobody knows, 
How many rows the hobo hoes ?-Lippincott' s~ 

ANOTHER OLD TRADITION. 
Jack: ''What is so rare as a steak well done?" 
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Mac: "A borrowing stude without a check coming to-morrow.'' 
-Princeton Tiger: 

THE USEFULNESS OF THE LAW. 
"What's the matter, constable?" asked the innocent bystRnder on 

the sidewalk. 
''We've got to arrest somebody quick," cried Constable Killjoy. 

''We've got three stoodents in the jug now, and they want a fourth 
to make a rubber at bridge."-Darmouth Jack-o'-Lantern. 

AFTER OLIVER. 
My sense of sight is very keen, 

My sense of hearing weak. 
One time I saw a mountain pass, 

But could not hear its peak. 
-Oliver Herford. 

Why, Ollie, that you failed in this 
Is not so very queer, 

To hear its peak, you should, you know, 
Have had a mountaineer. 

-Boston Transcript. 

I didn't see the mountain pass, 
Nor hear its peak, by George; 

But when it comes to storing stuff, 
I saw the mountain gorge! 

-Exchange. 

If Ollie could not hear its peak, 
Or song of any bird, 

Or lambs, or cows upon its slope, 
Be sure the mountain herd. 

-Tips and Tales. 
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Mrs. Rich: ''Tell me, please, Mme. Beauty Doctor, how soon will 
you make me handsome enough to wear colors that aren't oecoming 
to me?" 

There was a young lady named Breeze, 
Who took many B.A's and M.D 's, 
Collapsed with the strain, 
Said the doctor, '' 'Tis plain, 
You're killing yourself by degres." 

-St. Andrews College Review. 

A necessity is something we imagine we can't do without. 

MARSHALL'S SO PEACEFUL. 
A former resident of Marshall, Mo., was asking about the old town. 
''I understand they have a curfew law out there now," he said. 
''No," his informant answered, ''they did have one, but they've 

abandoned it." 
''What was the matter?" 
"Well, the bell rang at 9 o'clock, and almost everybody complained 

that it woke them up."-St. Louis Post-Di8patch. 

-

LAW STUDENTS 

We off er you our services. 
We are the largest General Law Book 
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Cook: "The Irish stew has burned.'' 
Restaurant Proprietor: "Well, put some spice in it and add 'a 

la fran~aise' to its name.''-Smart Set. 

The aviator's fears are not always groundless. 

AT A DISADVANTAGE. 
"I suppose you will miss your boy while he is at college?" 
"Yep,'' replied farmer Corntossel. ''I dunno what I'll do without 

him. He got the live stock so they wouldn't go unless he give 'em the 
college yell, an' I can't remember it."-Washington Star. 

POLITE. 
A learned Irish judge, among other peculiarities, has the habit 

of begging pardon on every occasion. On his circuit a short time 
since, his favorite expression was employed in a singular manner. At 
the close of the assize, as he was about to leave his bench, the officer 
of the court reminded him that he had not passed sentence of death 
on one of the criminals, as he had intended. 

''Dear me,'' said his lordship; "I really beg his pardon-bring 
him in.''-Li/ e. 

Little Doris, four years old, had to stand in the corner for being 
naughty. After some moments of perfect silence, Doris was observed 
intently examining the fingers of her left hand; then tragically she 
exclaimed: ''My Dod ! No two alike !''-Everybody's. 

Campbell T. King James T. Oliphant 
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''My good man, what is the average mortality of this town?" ''About 
wan apiece, I think, sor," was the reply.-Lampoon. 

Crew coach: ''Have you ever rowed before?" 
Freshman Candidate : "Pardon me, but don't you mean ridden?" 

-Columbia Jester. 

I I 

There are meters of accent, 
And meters of tone, 

But the best of all meters, 
Is to meter alone. 

-Queen's University Journal. 

She: ''Don't you think that honesty is the best policy?" 
He: "It depends upon whether you are robbing a bank or steal

ing a kiss."-College World. 

, 

George: ''Yes, dear, anything you say goes.'' 
Marguerite (bored to death) : "George."-Columbia Jester. 

THE BENSON CLOTHING CO. 
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Mercer Students 
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Forest Stillness 

NEWTON J. WARREN. 

In a cloistered calm by a kneeling hill 
Where the wild winds hold tlieir breath, 
Through the dreamless ages the wood lay still 

In a sleep like the hush of death. 

In the deep stiZl heart of the forest line, 
Where the winged choir sang low, 
Came the call to life with a note divine 

As the woodland voices go. 

Then the wanton shadows danced o'er the hill 
Till the long brig ht day had fled, 
And the wood grew still, as death is still, 
But not with the peace of the dead. 

No. 3 
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The Evidence of Facts 
T. HOYT DAVIS. 

HE sun was just rising one October morning as Jim 
Leichtfield harnessed his old gray nag to a rickety, 

crickety open buggy. The fair would open in Motan at eight 
o'clock, and he had six miles to go. 

He stamped his feet on the hard ground, but the red dust 
still clung to his half-strung shoes and he made no further 
effort to remove it. The corner of a red bandanna handker
chief flaunted itself from his gaping coat pocket, and stains 
of tobacco-juice hung like electric bulbs on his alternately 
buttoned shirt. A greasy circle of red dust fringed the bot
tom of his hat-band, and a hazy, dingy film formed an ellipse 
around the large silver frames of his spectacles. 

''Oh, Jim, jest 'afore you go, I wish you'd get me a chicken 
fer dinner,'' said Matilda Leitchfield, wiping her greasy 
hands on the corner of her apron, and munching away on 
some bacon. 

''Well, I ain't got much time to lose. You 'orter told me 
yistiddy.'' 

But Jim went into the house and pulled down his old muz
zle-loading shot-gun, inspected the shining cap, and went 
out into the yard. 

A loud report, and then Jim came toward the kitchen-door, 
holding by the leg a fluttering, blood-splattering chicken. 
Soon the gray mare, the old buggy, and its occupant were off 
to the fair. 

A great crowd moved up and down the line of exhibits. 
The farmers eyed the large turnips and potatoes and asked 
numerous questions about their raising. The women care
fully inspected the laces and embroideries, often comparing 
them with that which they wore. The clank of a maul, and 
occasionally the ding of a bell, measured the strength of the 
brawny farmers. The artificial choir of the merry-go-round 
piped away on old and new ditties, and the megaphonic cries 
of old plantation shows rolled on the fine morning air. Jim 
came down the line leveling his spectacles on the different 
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little signs. The knock-down-the-babies stand captured two 
of his loose nickels, and a big glass of red orangeade took 
a third. The old plantation show made his sides chuckle 
like shaking a bucket of ,vater. Then Jim passed out and 
stopped in front of a little red tent with a low door. The 
light that passed in 1~eflected a dull gloomy color on the red 
wall. Peanut hulls and dirty pieces of red paper lay in front 
of the door. In the back of the tent sat a haggish old woman 
\\,.ith a horridly painted face. By her side lay three bags 
tied ",.ith red t,,rine. Abo, .. e the door hung a little sign-
board with this inscription, ''Your Future Life Revealed 
Here,'' 

''Well,'' said Jim, ''I would jest like to know if I am goin' 
to get twenty dollars for Matildy's old cow," and he walked 
inside. The tent door was dropped down. 

Five minutes later a loud scream pierced the tent and Jim 
rushed out. Two policemen ran in and found the old woman 
lying on the ground, dead. The crowd gathered in confusion. 
A tall gangling fellow brushed against Jim and knocked 
his hat off. He raised his hand to catch it and a policeman 
by his side saw a smeared, stained spot on the bottom of 
his wrist. Jim was arrested on suspicion. The big blue
coat also found three little dark-red spots about tne size <>f 
small raindrops on Jim's pants. He loudly protested 
his innocence, but he was carried to the little brick jail and 
securely locked behind cold, black steel bars. The next day 
was set for the preliminary hearing. The justice appointed 
two well known physicians to examine the dead body and 
give evidence at the hearing. 

The day drew to a close and the red glow from sunset re
flected a pale light on a bank of drifting clouds. The 
chickens were slowly ascending the maple pole and taking 
their places side by side in the chicken house. The pigeons I 
walked to and fro on the barn roof chattering and quarrel
ing with each other. Candler, the faithful old hound, com
ing in from the chase, swung himself around the corner of 
the house, sniffed at the slop-bucket, and then threw him
self dow11 in front of the kitchen-door . 

• 
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The blue smoke from crackling hickory logs was seized at 
the top of the chimney and whirled and beaten and scat
tered by a keen west wind. A meager supper was on the 
table and two chairs looked blankly at the bottoms of two 
empty plates. The night drew on and time and again 
Matilda went to the door and strained her ear for the sound 
of a horse's hoofs. Sometimes she thought she heard them, 
and a happy thrill would rise, only to pass away and leave 
despair. 

Could he be killed? He had never stayed out this way 
before, thought she. 

The hours dragged slowly by as she sat in front of the fire 
with her ar1ns folded across her bosom. There was no 
sound save the wind beating on the window-panes, and the 
lonesome ticking of the old family clock. Tick, tick, it 
went, with the rhythm of a beating pulse. It struck twelve, 
each strike a harrowing, rattling sound that carried a tone 
of scorn. But still Matilda waited for her husband. 

The next morning a few loungers of the town came down 
to see the outcome of the trial. Jim's haggardness showed 
that he had spent a restless night. A few minor cases were 
disposed of and then Jim's case was called. The charge of 
murder was brought against him. The justice looked down 
through his spectacles and asked Jim if he had anything 
to say. In a tremulous voice he made his statement and 
asserted his innocence. The witnesses had not been allowed 
to converse. The policeman testified : 

''Your honor, I saw blood on this man's wrist, and ar
r ested him. I also found blood on his pants. There you can 
see for yourself. He was very nervous and looked guilty.'' 

He rehearsed the general situation and was excused. 
Then the leading physician was called. 
''Your honor, we have made a careful examination of the 

dead body and find that the woman came to her death by 
a stroke of apoplexy, and no one is responsible.'' 

The change on Jim's face was like bringing a lamp into a 
dark room. 

The justice made a few apologetic remarks and dismissed 
the case. The loungers moved slowly away with a little 
feeling of disappointment. 

• 
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Jim walked with a puzzled expression to the wagonyard 
and hitched the old gray nag to his buggy and set out for 
home . 

''How come that blood on my wrist and pants?'' It was 
more than he could solve. 

It was about twelve o'clock when he arrived, and Matilda 
set up a shout of joy. Jim, in a broken manner, informed 
her of what had happened and she gaped with amazement. 
They went into the house. Dinner was ready, and they sat 
down to eat. Baked potatoes and hog-feet were plentiful. 
An old hen stuck her head in the half open door and clucked, 
and the cat lay on the hearth looking drowsily at the dark
red embers in the fireplace. 

''Here Jim, eat up this. It was cooked yistiddy, but it 
'orten to be throwed away.'' 

She handed him a dish with a brown leg and wing, lying 
among a f ew gravy-co\ ... ered pieces of bacon. 

''\Vell, darn my skin if it ain't the chicken that splattered 
blood on me yistiddy.'' 

• 
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A Great English Novelist 
LOUIE D. NEWTON. 

HE father of Mr. Thomas Hardy wished his son to 
enter the ministry, and this object was the remote 

goal of his education. We shall perhaps never know the 
exact time in the boy's mental development when Christian
ity took to him the form of a meaningless fable. This we 
do know, that later in his life his spiritual nature became , 
almost a negative quantity. It is well that he changed his 
mind, for he would never have been at ease in the pulpit. He 
loved freedom of thought, and he would have felt out of 
place in the editor's chair. The clerical robes failed to 
allure him, but the poetic beauty of the sanctuary appealed 
to his sense of art. He became an architect of churches, a 
composer of sermons from stones. He loved the sanctuary, 
but rejected its God. 

Later in life Mr. Hardy laid down the architect's pencil 
for the author's pen. Despite this transition, his archi
tectural style is interfused in his novels. His change of 
occupation was not a new one. Rossetti was both an artist 
and a poet. Stevenson's studies in engineering were not 
lost time, and De Morgan affords another illustration of the 
same fact. ThackeI·ay, while drawing caricatures, was 
learning to sketch character. One is surprised, when he 
studies the beginnings of the work of imaginative writers, 
at the great number of them, who have handled an artist's, 
or a draughtsman's pencil. 

As an a1~chitect, Mr. Hardy became familiar with the 
rural life of the Wessex folk, which knowledge has made 
his books bubble over with the real life of the common peo
ple. His novels make you feel as if you know the whole 
neig·hborhood of people where the plot is laid. And not 
only does the mere knowledge of the people loom up in the 
novels, but he uses a number of characters, who are archi
tects, which shows the author's turn of mind toward the 
trade. (Among his notable carpenter-characters are: 

• 

• 

• 
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Stephen Smith in ''A Pair of Blue Eyes,'' and Somerset in 
''The Laodicean.'' And the love of architecture is vividly 
portrayed in ''Far from the Madding Crowd''.) 

But we cannot afford to say that the paramount benefit 
of Mr. Hardy's professional experience has been the fact 
that he was able to make his novels true to life, for the in
fluence of his training in the sphere of an architect is evi
denced in a more subtle and profound influence. As we care
fully read one of his books, we cannot fail to notice the 
splendid build of his every sentence and the artistic style 
with which he brings his characters together in one grand 
structure. 

Mr. Hardy stands out in modern literature as one of the 
pillars of that type of authorship which does not r efrain 
from showing, through his books, his philosophy of life, 
whether it be popular or not. When we read one or two of 
Mr. Hardy's books, especially the last f ew, we are con
strained to believe that he put too much of his burning doc
trines of fatality and pessimism in his works, bt1t with a 
closer and wider observation of his production, we are 
obliged to change our opinion of his works, to some degree 
at least. While we do not agree with all of his creeds, we 
are forced to admire his artistic treatment of the great 

· problems of life. 
The English novelist believes that we are the mere play

things of an inevitable fate. He makes a blind, non-moral 
force sway the affairs of men. Law flows, and human debris 
flows with it. This is clea1"ly illustrated in the following bit 
of his story of Tess: ''The obscurity was now so great that 
he could see absolutely nothing but a pale nebulousness at 
his feet, which represented the white muslin figure he had 
left upon t he dead leaves. Everything else was blackness 
alike. n:Urberville stooped and heard a gentle regular 
breathing. He knelt and bent lower till her breath warmed 
his face, and in a moment his cheek was against hers. Dark
ness and silence ruled everywhere around. Above them 
rose the primeval oaks and yews of The Chase, in which 
were poised gentle roosting birds in their last nap ; . . . 
But where was Tess's guardian angel?'' 

• 
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And not only does he make Fate bring to pass the 
very thing that we try to avoid, but he makes it come to the 
purest of the race in the very time they are in the height of 
glory. We see Tess at the time of the above quotation as the 
type of girl that makes the world worth living in and which 
makes a man adore woman, but amidst all hc1· chaI·ms and 
lovely features of character, we see the powerful hand of 
approaching Fate fast taking hold of her very life. Hardy 
believes in the doctrine of retribution, the fact of which he 
clearly demonstrates in the account of Tess's trial: ''Why 
was it that upon this beautiful feminine tissue, sensitive as 
gossamer, and blank as snow as yet, there should have been 
traced such a coarse pattern as it was doomed to receive? 
. . . . One may, indeed, admit the possibility of a retri
bution lurking in the catastrophe. Doubtless some of 
Tess's mailed ancestors rollicking home from a fray had 
dealt the same wrong even more ruthlessly upon peasant 
girls of their time.'' But we must not confine his belief very 
closely to the idea of mishaps coming entirely from the sins 
of the fathers, for he says further, ''But though to visit the 
sins of the fathers upon the children may be a morality good 
enough for the divinities, it is scorned by average human 
nature.'' And then he closes the scene by putting in the 
very heart of his philosophy in the following: ''As Tess's 
own people say among themselves in their fatalistic way, 
' 'twas to be' ''. 

This conception of Destiny, of the nothingness of man 
and of the utter indifference to human affairs of the powers 
on high, is worked out with supreme art in his ''Mayor of 
Casterbridge." Henchard is a fairly good man as the world 
goes, but for a sin committed early in his life, he is hounded 
through the remaining years by an unappeasable Nemesis. 
In each action of the man and in each incident of the story 
we see his certain ruin approaching. The man he befriends 
becomes his rival, and finally his conqueror, marrying the 
girl he loves and taking over all his property. When Hen
chard has tugged through the long life of constant trials, 
we see him purchasing a present for the bride of his con-

• 



l 

• . 

A GREAT ENGLISH NOVELIST 121 

que1"01· and plodding his \\Taj... to the scene of the ,,,edding 
to p1 .. esent his token of affection. The poor old man is 
dI·i, ... en from the house and the bi1·d is not found till many 
days after its death. Th ... e see Hencha1 .. d as he fast comes 
unde1· tl1e cont1 .. ol of the o, ... e1"ruling fate, and finally he 
sta1·,-es in a desolate place in the lonesome, drear y, f or·est. 
This is the wa3 ... :i\lr. Ha1·d).T allo,,s the docb"ine of fatality 
and pessimism to cr·eep in his wo1"k and color the stories 
into gi·eat pictUI·es of his philosophy of life. 

It is one of 1:Ir. Ha1"d~y .. 's appa1·ent delights to let some 
little incident occu1· to sta1 .. t the \\1hole ,,01 .. ld to boiling. He 
also takes especial pleasu1·e in sho\\ring how Fate uses 
these incidents to perpet1 .. ate he1· deadly ,, .. ishes "ith human 
beings. In ''A Pair of Blue Ej'"es," it is not the episode of 
the elopement of Elfrida and he1" lo, ... e1 .. in itself that makes 
the li, ... es of the three p1·incipal cha1·acters \\1."etched, but it 
is a little incident connected ,nth the episode. Eustace Wye, 
in ''Return of the Nati\ ... e,'' ",,.aits a few minutes to decide 
whether she will open the doo1· to let in he1.. husband's 
mothe1 .. and the1·eb)r causes the death of that lady, the sui
cide of herself, the death of he1· lo, ... er, and changes the sub
sequent career of the main cha1 .. acte1·s. A foolish trick of 
a "-oman in ''Fa1 .. from the :\ladding C1·0",,.d'' sets in motion 
forces which result in murde1" and insanity. 

As a realist, i\:Ir. Hardj'" stands foremost among the mod
ern Wl"iters. "\vy e read onl3r a few lines of any of his no, ... els 
befo1 .. e we are st1·uck with his abili-cyr to make e,rery detail of 
the stol") ... so I"eal till we feel like "-e a1·e li,ring with the char
acter·s. The old fu1 .. mitjr \\ ... oman in the ''l\rlayor of Caster
b1·idge," is made ,-erjT real. HardjT has that coveted po\\"er of 
using the h·ees, plains, dusty 1·oads, steam-engines, mists, 
sto1·ms, to appear on the scene and appear so r easonably 
that they make the story seem all the more ,ri.tal and se1·ious. 
He makes the ,-a1"ious , ... illages in the scope of his wi·itings 
appear" so real that ",.e feel like '\\'e could travel f r om one to 
the other just as easily as we go from one class-room to the 
other. He has that masterly gift of using those delicate 
touches of description in portra) ... ing some sor row, pain or 
some heartfelt sensation that makes us accor d to him the 

I 
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first place on the scroll of realists. It is safe to say that 
no otheI· ,vriter has ever used description with such abso- · 
lute skill to elicit and represent the moods and tempera-
ments 0f the human mind. 

Mr. Hardy does not excel as a realist alone, for ,ve can 
find nowhere in the English language a more artistic use 
of nature. In the ''Return of the Native," we are struck 
with the masterly use he makes of the somber rounds and 
hollo,vs of Egdon Heath, ''the very nudity of the story 
only falling in the more harmoniously with the broad and 
simple outlines of human tragedy.'' Mr. Hardy must be 
recognized as a novelist of nature. He was of course handi
capped in his use of nature, since he followed so closely 
upon the heels of Rousseau, who narrowed the use of nature 
till it became almost extinct. Mr. Hardy believes that nature 
is vitally connected with the affairs of men. Consequently 
we see his characters greatly influenced by nature. 1VI01~e
over, from this expansion of nature's role, there has resulted 
in the spirit of the author a conception of destiny as an 
organic whole, whereby humanity is once more factored 
with the universe, as at once an integral part and a dis
cordant element an ideal much larger and more satisfac
tory in itself and one more agreeable with tl1e n·1odern sci
entific view than is that which has prevailed in the most 
part in the literature of the country. 

From this brief survey of the great English author's 
life and works we are at once compelled to accord to him 
the high place he holds. Mr. Hardy's works consist of 
fourteen novels and a number of poems. He is now living 
on one of his private estates in England. He has almost 
entirely retired from public life and as the few winter's 
snows shall complete their task of bleaching the locks 0f 
the novelist, he ,vill have the pleasu1--e of seeing the constant 
growth in the appreciation of the world of his great gift to 
humanity and to civilization. 
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Lonely Land 

G. G. w ARD. 

In open fields and shady lanes 
I wander far and wide; 

All through the long bright summer days 

I roam the countryside :-

Along where fragrant breezes blow 
From off the fields of gi·ain, 

Where honeybees sip here and there 
And hum a low refrain; 

Whe1·e from tlie fence the wren's voice comes 
With eclioes piercing st1·ong, 

And loivly f1·om a distant twig 
The wai~bling bluebi1·d's song. 

And calmly on beneatli tlie sliades 
I pass secluded dells 

Until I fi1id in lonely land 
Wlie1"e blest 1·eti1·emerit divells . 
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In the Alkali Country 
w. B. MURRAY. 

HE day had been long and hot and Mr. Steve was 
obliged to take fitful swallows out of his flask to rinse 

the alkali dust from his mouth. Ever since early in thQ 
forenoon, he had been traveling away from civilization, 
where he had succeeded in establishing a notoriety that had 
debarred him forever from the society of Blue Falls. In 
truth, the briskness with which he had departed was caused 
mainly by the fact that a rope had been swung over one 
of the limbs of a big sycamore tree and several of the citi
zens had come to his abode en masse to escort him to the 
lynching on account of a little cattle-stealing and off-hand 
shooting on his part. But Mr. Steve's personal aversion for 
the whole proceeding was so great that he decided to beat a 
hasty retreat. His native intuition had warned him of 
what was about to happen, and he had fled away into the 
desert before the citizens were aware of the fact. 

The sun was now setting on the long dreary expanse of 
sand and cactus and Mr. Steve was somewhat wearied from 
his sudden flight. To an ordinary man the outlook would 
have been discouraging, to say the least, but Mr. Steve only 
took another swallow out of his flask and jogged along, 
for he knew his destination. Somewhere out in that great 
barren plain that exposed the bleached bones of many lost 
wanderers to the glare of the mid-day sun, was a little hut 
built by some wayfarer, and it was for this hut that Mr. 
Steve was bound. 

Life was usually a peculiarly sweet affair to him, and he 
enjoyed immensely his ingenuity in abducting cattle and 
horses from their rightful owners. But to-day, there was a 
little feeling of uncertainty and mistrust that persisted in 
clouding his conscience and suppressing his usually bouyant 
spirits. To get to the truth of the matter, Mr. Steve was a 
bit superstitious; and when a hawk that was circling over
head suddenly fell lifeless to the ground, his fear was in-
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creased twofold; and when on turning his head he saw his 
own shadow on the ground by his side, he made a quick 
motion for his gun and then laughed at his fear, but it was 
a laugh without a ring. 

When he reached the hut it was dark, and he tied his horse 
to one of its corners, to be in readiness for any emergency. 
It was his intention to sleep in the hut and to depart early 
the next morning for new territory. He peered out on the 
darkening plain as if looking for the approach of some 
enemy, and turned to go in the door. Just as he entered, 
there was a rustling inside and suddenly, with a ghastly 
shrieking laugh a big owl fluttered out and disappeared into 
the darkness . 

The suddenness of the thing, and the very fact that it was 
an owl caused an uncontrollable fear to enter his heart, and 
when, after a hard struggle with his conscience, he finally 
dozed off to sleep, the black form of a gallows kept intrud
ing itself into his dreams, and once the impression was so 
vivid that he awoke with a loud startling cry. 

He arose early the next morning, and with his mind still 
troubled by his visions during the night, began to map out 
his plans for the future. When he went to the door and 
looked out he saw a man on horseback approaching at a 
rapid rate. His first impulse was to fly on his own horse, 
because he was distrustful of any signs of human life after 
last night's experience, but the rider was too close at hand 
for him to hope to escape, so there was nothing to do but 
brave it out. 

The stranger rode up to the door and alighted. On 
seeing Mr. Steve in the hut, he took the liberty of coming 
in and addressing him with a ''Good morning,'' which 
seemed to Mr. Steve to carry an ominous warning. The 
stranger looked all around the walls of the hut, and his eyes 
seemed to pierce into the minutest crevices, his knotty 
muscles and brown, scarred face disclosing that he hc1.,d 
been used to outdoor life. In the intensity of the situation 
Mr. Steve dropped, rather than sat down on a box by the 
rough table, and the stranger following suit, drew up one . 
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and sat facing him; and although his gaze kept wandering 
about over the room, it seemed to Mr. Steve that he ,vas 
always in its margin and that his least movement was closely 
observed by him. The silence was dreadful, and during 
what seemed to him an age, Mr. Steve was besieged by 
three impulses, to throw up his hands and beg for mercy 
of the stranger, to make a dash for liberty, or to shoot 
quickly and flee. While these impulses were conflicting in 
his mind, the stranger spoke and the spell was broken. 

''Have you been here all night?'' Mr. Steve answered 
in the affirmative. 

After a silence of a few moments, the st1"anger broke 
out again: 

''Do you stay out here much?'' 
The directness of the questions, and the piercing looks 

from the stranger caused Mr. Steve to cringe, but he man
aged to mumble out something to which there was not 
much effect. 

The stranger applied a few more questions, which seemed 
to Mr. Steve to be more or less abrupt, and then got up, 
stretched himself and gave a shrill whistle through his 
teeth and proceeded to walk around the room with his big 
gun protruding meaningly above the case at his side. Al
though he walked around the room two or three times, Mr. 
Steve never suffered him to get out of his line of vision, 
for his suspicions had been growing ever since the stranger 
had begun asking him such abrupt questions, which seemed 
to pertain too closely to his private affairs. The stranger 
did not seem to be perfectly at ease and kept glancing fur
tively at Mr. Steve. 

The situation was again becoming more strained every 
minute, when there appeared in the doorway the figure of a 
man wearing a blue shirt with a red bandanna about his 
neck and carrying a small grip. The stranger in the room 
was visibly startled, but Mr. Steve was too engrossed with 
the terrible suspicion that had entered his mind to notice 
the other's countenance. 

So this was why the stranger had whistled. He saw it 
all now, and was momentarily disgusted with himself for 
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not shooting him and fleeing when he gave the signal. But 
why didn't the man in the door cover him immediately? 
Possibly they meant to have some fun out of him, but they 
had better act sooner than they seemed to intend doing or 
he might block their little game. 

These thoughts passed through his mind, and yet he 
seemed powerless to act, and instead invited the new arrival 
to come in, which he did rather reluctantly. 

He took his seat on the edge of a small bench drawn up 
to the table and held the little grips between his knees. Now 
was the supreme moment. The three men sat around the 
table in perfect silence, each looking for the other to begin 
something. Mr. Steve's nerves were in a terrible state of 
tension, and the two strangers seemed a bit uncomfortable. 
He kept the closest watch on their slightest movement, and 
thought he saw them exchanging meaningful glances, but it 
might be his imagination. 

The suspense was becoming unbearable. Suddenly the 
man with the scarred face made a motion as if to rise, and 
his hand, seemingly unconsciously, dropped toward his gun
pocket, but no further. There was a sharp crack and a 
heavy thud, and Mr. Steve rising quickly drew his gun on 
the other man. Twice did Mr. Steve's gun crack, and once 
the stranger's, and there were two more thuds, a few sounds 
of wealc shuffling movements, and silence held the scene. 

And to-day the old ex-sheriff of Blue Falls never tires of 
telling how he traced the track of a stray horse back across 
the desert to the little hut, where he found lying in their 
own blood about the rough table the three most notorious 
criminals of that section. 

11 

I 
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Choosing a Course 
F. c. STATON. 

HE boys could not have been ignorant of the fact that 
there was a degree of commotion in the district, and 

this condition of the atmosphere no doubt had its effect. It 
was the second Monday in July and fI·om time out of mind 
school had started up at the old Rock Springs school-house 
on that day. Farmer A called out Farmer B , as he 
rode by, to get his candid opinion as to what ,vould take 
place over at the school-house that morning. Sam Ander
son called to Mr. Moose (fellow member of the board of 
trustees), as he rode by Wido,v Cain's corn-field, ,,,here the 
neighbors had gathered to lay by her crop, and the less 
concerned leaned on their hoes and plow-stocks and v.1inked 
knowingly at each other as Anderson stood knocking the 
d11st out of the corner of his saddle-blanket with the butt 
of his switch and listened earnestly to the enthusiastic 
words of Chairman Moose. 

''Sam, we played the biggest fools that ever a set of in
telligent fellers did when we elected that little Gum Creek 
fell er to teach that school. Why, they tell me he has had 
white swellin', and has actually had two inches of the bone 
sawed out of his leg, an' he hain't much bigger'n hump
backed Jim Jackson. I guess he's a good teacher, but "'hat 
we need is somebody 'at can knock 'em down and drag 'em 
out an' be done with it. We ain't had a teacher to stay 
mor'n a week in two years, and Henry Sawtell an' his gang 
'11 run him off before dinner.'' 

Old man Henley even stopped Henry to ask him what 
was going to be his ''mode of percedyer'' that morning, as 
he passed by rather late on account of a morning coon-hunt. 
This of course Henry took as a word of encouragement. 

''What do ye think of 'im, boys?'' asked the bulky lad of 
eighteen, pushing his broad-brimmed sundown from over 
his freckled face and thick mat of cou1·se red hair, and 
proudly crooking his brawny brown arm, disclosed by the 
high 1·011 of his red shirt-sleeves, as he surged into the de
lighted circle of con,rersants. 
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''Oh, he's simply a soft-head,'' was the unanimous re
sponse. 

Henry stood ''proudly eminent'' in his realm, making 
capital h's and s's in the sand with his big-toe, while his 
loyal followers heaped thick upon him the laurels of worthy 
feats accomplished in the past; when of a sudden a natty
dressed man, rather small of statue, with an easily notice
able limp in his walk, appeared in the door and with a crude 
rough iron clapper, began to thump heavily upon a large 
cow-bell screwed to the wall just outside the door. 

Forty chattering urchins were soon surging against 
each other in a disorderly effort to be the first inside the 
door. Several minutes later the boy in the red shirt, fol
lowed by half a dozen others, came surging into the room, 
knocking over two or three benches in a rampant dive for a 
long bench in the rear of the house, where he seated himself 
with his companions . 

After a short Scripture lesson and an earnest prayer, dis
turbed by several audible sniggers from the rear of the 
room, Mr. Neal drew a small morocco-bound book from the 
breast-pocket of his neatly done white vest and, without pre
liminaries, began in the usual way to take the names, and 
ascertain the grading of the students. 

''Your name, please?'' he said with a complacent smile, 
as he came to Henry. 

''Henry.'' 
''Your other name, please?'' 
''Saw-tail, folks call it. Sawtell, I think it is.'' 
''What do you wish to study, Henry?'' 
''Deviltry.'' 
''Good, and what else?'' taking note. 
''N uthin'. '' 
''Thank you,'' said the teacher, kindly, as he passed on. 
Henry winked wisely at the other boys, who were hunch-

ing each other with fiendish satisfaction, and at the same 
time casting complimentary glances at their knowing 
leader. 

• 
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This task over, recess was giv~en, with only the pointed 
explanation that recitations would begin immediately after 
recess. 

The play-time was not characterized by the usual romp 
and clatter. Even the least seemed to be conscious of the 
fact that there was something fermenting, and the small 
boys stood, mouths open and faces upturned, round the 
larger groups who stood about the different sections of the 
playground and talked in undertones. 

''I kalkilate we had jest as well have this thing over 
and be done with it before dinner, an' have a game of bull
pen this evenin', an' all go fishin' to-morrow,'' said Henry, 
when his anxious circle had reassembled. ''We'll give him 
a mild licking. We don't want to hurt the puny brat. Then 
somebody have a bucket of water, and I'll baptize him to 
confirm him in the faith, and school will be our'n.'' 

The clear tone of the cow-bell rang out, announcing 
books. There was not the usual rush at the door, but all 
walked in and quietly resumed their places. 

There was stillness as of death when Henry boldly re
sponded to the teacher's call to come around and recite his 
first lesson in deviltry. The tiniest shavers leaned forward 
in an attitude of expectancy as their rusty little feet dangled 
between the high benches and the floor. 

''Hold out your hand, please,'' said the teacher, as Henry 
drew near and came to a standstill. 

''Shan't do it,'' retorted the other defiantly. 
''You won't eh?'' responded the teacher, fire flashing from 

his bead-black eyes, as he drove his small fist between two 
big blue eyes, doubling one hundred and eighty pounds of 
lubberly flesh over a bench to the floor. 

''Just sit down, boys,'' he said firmly to the others ,vho 
were advancing from the rear of the house, as he coolly 
drew from his belt a heavy weight blue-barrel which his 
buttoned coat had hitherto kept concealed, ''I think I can 
manage him, thank you.'' 

The boys were quickly reseated and Henry's exp11 ession 
of angry resentment was converted into a ghastly stare of 
submission, as the secret of their ready acquiescence was 
revealed to him. 
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''Please hold out your hand,'' said the teacher, preserving 
his usual dignity and pleasantness. Henry r eluctantly com
plied, while the teacher produced from his pocket a nice 
sole-leather paddle. 

When he saw that the nice clear blisters stood well over 
the palm of Henry's hand, he said quietly, ''You may resume 
your seat.'' 

There was perfect order at Rock Springs school house for 
the day, and there was no intimation of further discord when 
work was resumed on the following day until, of a sudden, 
''Let me see you out here jest a minit,'' was heard spewing 
out of the middle of a beardy, bushy head, projected through 
a square hole, intended for a window, in the side of the 
house. 

''When this class is over,'' responded the teacher, and he 
proceeded as if nothing had happened. 

Within a few minutes the little short-legged gentleman 
was facing his guest on the outside. 

''They tell me you licked Henry yesterday,'' blustered the 
farmer, with no little demonstration of anger, ''and whip
ped him in the hand?'' 

''Yes, I did it nicely, too. Just come in and I'll show you, 
if you are from Missouri. His lesson doesn't come until 
just after recess, but if you haven't time to wait, I can give 
it to him right now.'' 

Mr. Sawtell drew his tobacco-stained lips between his 
short, round teeth, dropped his unkept head, bored his eyes 
into the ground, rammed his huge fists into the hip-pockets 
of his blue overalls, and walked slowly away without saying 
a word. 

''Henry Sawtell will please come around and take his 
second lesson in 'deviltry,''' said the teacher, recess being 
over and order secured. 

''I I want to study somethin' else,'' stammered the red
shirted boy, reluctantly complying with the teacher's gentle 
request to hold out his hand. 

''Good. And what do you want to study, Henry?'' 
''A anything you want me to,'' he stammered meekly. 
There has been school at Rock Springs every year since, 

conducted by a little teacher with a short leg. 

' 



132 TIIE MERCERIAN 

My Niece Polly 
W. C. SPARKMAN 

OLLY says that there is no earthly reason for my ex-
istence, except that she needs some one to look afte1· 

her. Perhaps Polly is right. But, though I ,'.t{ouldn't admit it 
to her, l'm afraid that I do less looking after than looking on. 
Polly is a good girl. I'm not going to say that she is beau
tiful. Women of her kind don't have to be beautiful, though 
they always are. I fear that there would be no excitement 
in my life, were it not for Polly. Why? Polly is a woman. 
Polly is eighteen. Reasons enough! Not that Polly ever 
commits any outbreaking crimes. All the anguish she 
causes me is purely mental. But I could go on talking about 
Polly forever. You see Polly is interesting. 

Last winter Polly wanted to go to Florida. I didn't. But 
it ended as usual. Polly sat down on my knee, put her arm 
around by neck, kissed my forehead, and said, ''You dear, 
crabbed old Uncle! We're not going to Palm Beach. But 
we'll find some quiet little Florida town, ,vhere there are 
no crowds, but '\vhere there are lakes, and orange groves, 
and trees, and flowers, and young men.'' Then she kissed 
me again. And what could a poor, weak man do? 

We found exactly the place we were looking for, a beau
tiful little town that the tourist invasion had barely touched. 
No \Yonder Florida people took life easy. Who wouldn't in 
such a place? The railroad station was in the center of the 
town. An eyesore? Not at all. It was as spick and span as 
a New England parlor. The block next the station formed 
a park. On the otheI' three sides of the park were the busi
ness houses. It seemed typical of Florida people to put their 
park in the hea1"t of the business district. The park was 
the most pleasant little spot I ever saw. The grass was 
green and the children were free to play on it. The curves 
of the shelled walks showed that they had been laid off by an 
artist. December though it v\1as, roses ,vere blooming in 
profuqion. The shrt1bbery formed a botanical collection: 
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acacia, orchids, cactus, ferns, hydrangeas, box cedars, sno,v
balls. It was surrounded by a hedge of privet and arbor 
vitae. To me the most beautiful thing was the lofty ever
green oaks festooned with the gray moss. In the center ,vas 
a bubbling fountain and a tall white Confederate monu
ment. 

Polly and I went wild over the lakes and orange groves. 
But this park soon became our favorite haunt. We would sit 
on the green benches under the trees and watch the 
''natives,'' as Polly called them. Yankee though I am, I 
admire these Southern people. Noble, proud, living largely 
in their glorious past, they are a superior race. Though 
they lack much of the aesthetic and artistic, they know life. 
Their philosophy is straightforward and rugged, deep and 
true. 

One afternoon, as we were sitting in the park, Polly 
dropped her handkerchief. A brisk b1~eeze was blo,ving, and 
the bit of lace went tumbling ac1~oss the grass. A yot1ng 
man picked it up and handed it to Polly. She thanked l1i111 
with one of her delicious smiles. The young man caught 
my fancy. I am not conventional, and I introduced myself, 
and then made him acquainted with Polly. His name ,vas 
Blake. He was a college graduate who was r esting from 
overwork. In a few days Blake and I became well acq11ainted. 
He was a pleasant young fellow, but seemed to be sligl1tly 
affect ed with melancholy. He and Polly ,vere soon insep
arable companions. I became alaI·med. I know Polly. She 
would be dangling· another scalp at her belt before many 
weeks passed. But I said nothing. 

One d~1y Blake jnvited us to go out to his father's oran~e 
grove. Poll>r was ,vild to plucl{ one orange l1e1·self. If 
you have never seen a grove laden ,vith golden fruit, I can't 
picture it to you. No wonder these people love deeply. 
They live so close to the Mother of Love, Nature. Blake 
took Polly's picture as she was standing on a ladder sur
rounded by the green boughs and yello,v fruit. I could see, 
the fire that was beginning to brigl1ten his eyes. I am a 
bachelor. The reason is that I never did 1·ealize that I 
loved a ,voman until it was too late. But I am keen to see 
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love in others. However, I kne\v that Blake had said noth
ing to Polly as yet. 

Polly and Blake began to get along without me more and 
more. During the afternoons that they \vere together, I 
would sit in the park alone, and worl'"Y over the tragedy 
that was brewing. Polly meant no harm, but she ,vas as 
incapable of love as a butterfly. One afternoon late in Feb
ruary, Blake came in and said that he wanted to show us 
something we had never seen before. Polly ,vas crazy ,vith 
curiosity. But it was nothing new, only his father's orange 
g1--ove. But what a change! I had tliought it ,vas beauti
ful laden with fruit. Now scarcely a leaf was to be seen. 
It was a solid mass of white blossoms. The sweetness ,vas 
almost suffocating. Blake cut a beautiful spray of bloc::
soms and handed it to Polly. Polly pinned it in her hair 
and laughingly said that it made her think of her weclding 
day. Blake's eyes lighted up and I knew that the tirne of tl1e 
catastrophe was near at hand. 

One moonlight night a week or two later, Polly and Blake 
went for a boat-ride on one of the lakes. They took me 
along because they wanted a chaperon. Very little was 
said, as all of us were enjoying the beauties of the night. 
Finally Polly asked Blake to sing. He consented, and 
startecl ''Suwanee River'' in a clear tenor voice. I had hearct 
the song dozens of ti 1nes, but never be!(;r·e had I realized 
the feeling that could be put into it. I saw the real depth 
of tl1is man's soul. Old man that I am, my eyelids were not 
dry as he carried me back to my boyhood. 

'' All this wor Id is sad and dreary 
Every~"here I roam; 
Oh, darkies, how my heart grows ,veary, 
Far from the old folks at home.'' 

Blake sang many other things, and ,vound up ,vith 
''Juanita.'' I could see him looking steadily at Polly as the 
words flowed from his lips. 

''Nita! Juanita! Ask thy soul if we should part, 
Nita! Jt1anita ! Lean thou on my heart.'' 
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The next day I gave Polly a lecture. I told her that 
any one with half an eye could see that Blake was in love 
with her, and that she had no right to break his heart. Polly 
laughed and said, ''You blessed old Uncle! You don't know 
a thing. I'll guarantee that he is boasting of how he has 
fooled me. We're both out for a lark.'' Polly is incorri
gible, and I gave it up. 

Toward the last of March we began to think of returning 
North. On the night before we were to leave Blake came 
to see Polly. I was sitting on the veranda and the parlor 
window was open. I am not an eavesdropper, but I couldn't 
avoid hearing what they said. Blake told Polly of his love, 
and of how much she meant to him. If I had been able, I 
would have snatched the poor fellow out of the room avvay 
from his fate. Polly laughed and said, ''You're foolish. I 
don't care a thing about you." 

I looked in. Blake's face was white, but the line of his 
mouth did not weaken. He finally said, ''I have heard of 
women of your kind, but you are the first I ever knew.'' 

Polly was stricken. ''Forgive me,'' she cried. 
''Good-bye,'' was the only reply she received. 
At the breakfast table the next morning, Polly was unusu

ally quiet. When Polly aoesn't chatter, I know that she 5s 
thinking. Finally she said, ''Uncle, I want to see Mr. Blake 
before we leave to-day.'' 

When we reached Blake's home, we were told that he was 
down at the lake. As we walked down the hill, we could 
hear some one whistling lustily. As we came nearer ,ve 
could see that it was Blake. He had drawn his boat out of 
the water and was painting it. I dropped behind as Polly 
approached him. 

''Good morning,'' said Polly. 
Flap, flap, went the brush four or five times. Then Blake 

turned and, with a smile, said, '''Good morning.'' 
''I came to ask your forgiveness for the way I have 

treated you. Please '' 

l 
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Blake smiled again and interrupted, ''Don't let that 
wo1"ry you. I have fully recovered, and I don't feel that my 
time has been lost. I have added another species to my col
lection of women.'' 

Blake turned again to his boat. It was a crushed and 
enlightened Polly that came away. 

Not long afterwards but then ''that's another story.'' 

Her Soft Brown Eyes 
J. J. SIZEMORE. 

Clea1" as the c1,.ystal fountain 
Tliat feeds tlie sparkling stream; 
Briglit as tlie sta1·s of heaven 
That mix tliei1-- silver gleam; 
Pure as the etlie?'·eal skies, 
H er soft b1"ow1i eyes, her sof·t b1"own eyes. 

• 
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MEM11 f~ltS O 1 TIJJD 1911 iERCTD1i I• OO'"PJ.., ..,I"' TE.,-... _.. . 

Members of tl1e 1911 M 1ercer Football Team 

( J>hoto on ,Opposite Page) 

Botton 1·0\v (left to 1·ight) Iioy Cool(, I1~lr1·:}1 Irwi11, J,oh1 
Westtno1·cJand. 

~ econd 1·0¥l Mell • 'mi th (manage1·), 
i<,] f ,t1·s ( c,aptain), Leon 1cI,..11igl1 t, Ji l"ank 
cJect), tl oe J enlcins. 

be 011ge1·, Jake 
,01·man (captai:r1-

1,J1i rel 1·0\v \i"\7i1bu1·11 i ox,vo11 tl1, J, trgh ills, 1;'1·ed I e11ey, 
Ile1~scl1el J1,01·1·este1·, Dt·. ~ troud ( coacl1). 

1
1

0J) 1·0\\' • ::tin Gra11acl 1e, J?obe1·t Ieinsho11, I omer 1·ice 
Cl1n1·les II t1guley, J.,roaclus Bradfo1·d. 

TliE ?\iIEN. 

llo)r ook, SOJ)11on1ore, l1as J)layed at q·ua11 terback an . end 
011 tl1c tc~1111 t,,10 yea1·s. Ile is .f1·om l oche te1\, r. Y. 

11 :11·1·J, I r\vin, i'resh111:111, is also f1·0111 1 ocl1e ter. I t1tcl.1 
f)]ft)'e<l at l1t1I1· b,1cl< this y it1· did the J)unting, a11 l<icked 
tJ1 e )"oa Is. 

,J 01111 \~7 est11101·elrt11cl, SOJ)J101no1·e, is f1·orn tla11ta. '11hi 
,,,,11s J1i. f11· t j 1en1· 011 tl1 t a111. Ife ca111e out lat i11 tl1e a
S<)J1 tc) l 1 J [) () ll t \\1h 11 j 11j lll' ie J ai cl O ]l1c111Y 111, 11 lo,v. J oh11ee 
J)]f.l)r cl at 11cJ.. 

11 ~ 111itl1, se11io1· lit 1·,11·)r a11d jt111io1· Ia,,r, 111a11a 1· fo1· 

191 I. ff 11 Jcl tl1 jc)b clc)\\111 so,,, 11, h 11a bee11 cl1os 11 

to 111a11:1gc. tl1e fj 11a11 • ' cl ·ii 11 11 "t rea1·. Jl J1aiJ f1·01n th 
Ii l tJ bt11·g· 0 f l )'l"Oll. 

J.\be <)11 ·'l1·, 11101· J,:1,,,. J\lJe g1·aclt1ai cl i11 11 lite1,a1·y 
cleJ)ill·t 111 11 l lei t J, '.\:1 1·. IT e i tl1e n1::111 ,vJ1 111<1cl 'l )1 'I " 
fc1111ot1 • . 11 l1n J)la. 1 I 011 t}1 t a111 tl11· )7 a1·~. I}·a1·t 
<11' J1i fir l )7 lf:tr 11 ,,,i1 <1l · 11t 1·; btr 11 l1a 111, d l1i~ bi 
r , fl. i1t l fl t1,11· 1. 'J",1], b · J)i ttir fo1·t)1 ti111 , a11 h 
\Viii •Jool< bi y' \ l')T l i111 l}Jj)O j J) rr :\, 

1<)1111 '1"110111:1 Zt 11~,r . 11io1· .. l1a 1 la)' d 011 tl1 , 1a1· ity 
tt1r r :-1r :1 ,1 l'l ul:tr. ]] 1 cf b111·1· 1 ]1i111 }f f1·0111 J)]a 1 -

i ll ' • llf'll 'l}f ort 11 b~\' Y ( ill rr 1'11 t ll rr;.:1111 i11 f1i f •, }1111a11 
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year. Jake has starred both at quarte1,. and halfback. He 
is the p1·ide of Lincolnton, Lincoln Count)1 , and as gritt}' 
as tl1ey make 'em, begosh. Jake ,,~as captain the seaso11 
just closed and as square in his dealings, both \vith his team 
mates and his opponents, as any man ,vho ever piloted a 
team to victory, or went down with it in defeat. 

Leon McKnight, junior, first year on team. Mac played 
at halfback and end. He is Senoia, Georgia's contribution 
to the team. 

Frank Norman, junior lav.1, sophomore last year, has 
played at fullback two years. Innis Brown overlooked the 
best fullback in Georgia when he failed to put him on his 
all-Georgia team; he ought to push somebody close for all
Southern next year. Frank will pilot the team as captain 
next year. His home is at Norman Park. 

Joe Jenkins, junior, made his ''M'' for the first time 
this year. Jenkins is one of the two parsons on the team; 
he is as tough as a ''lidard'' knot, a native of Blue Ridge, 
and an end when he plays football. 

Wilburn Foxworth, junior, has played at haflback two 
years. Foxy makes the forward passes. He is a product of 
Florida, and came to Mercer from Marianna by the way of 
Norman Park Institute. 

Hugh Mills, sophomore, made his first ''M'' this year at 
tackle. Injuries kept Mills out half the season. He is a 
mountaineer from Gore. 

Fred Kelley, junior law, sophomore last year. Susie is a 
tackle; he has played the position two years; he looks like 
he has a moustche, but that's a deceiving picture. If Susie 
goes back home to practice law he will display his shingle 
at La,vrenceville. 

Herschel Forrester, freshman, from Rising Fawn, played 
at tackle when Mills was out of the game, and end at other 
times. 

Doctor C. C. Stroud, alumnus of Tufts College, a resident 
of California, athletic director at Mercer last year and this. 
A gentleman of the highest type, a high-minded sportsman 
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who would not take the least advantage of any opponent 
under anJT ci1"cumstances, who teaches his men to play the 
game, play it hard, play it clean, enjoy victory, make no 
excuses for defeat. ''Doc'' is a coach who works, who mixes 
with his men, wins their love, respect, and esteem, a man 
,vith ,,1hom it is a genuine pleasure to associate; in short, 
he is the ideal coach. 

Sam Granade, junior, a citizen of Washington, Ga., or 
thereabouts. Sam made his ''M'' for the first time this year. 
He played at guard. 

Robert Heinshon, sophomo1--e, first year in college, made 
his ''M'' at guard. Heinie came to Mercer from Sylvester. 

Homer Grice, senior, has played three years at center. He 
is the other preacher in the case and responds to either 
Colossus or Parson. Innis Brown chose him for his cen
ter on his all-Georgia team this year. Reisman, and Streit, 
of Auburn, each selected him to play center on their sec
ond all-Southern teams. Colossus came to Mercer from 
Atlanta, but he grew up in the mountains of Cleburne 
County, Alabama. 

Charles Huguley, sophomore, is the only Macon boy on the 
team. He made his first ''M'' this year at guard. 

Broadus Bradford, sophomore, first year in college. Tall, 
slim, strong, Brad developed into a rattling good guard . 
He attained his six feet, five while a resident of Lowndes 
County, but when he decided to come to Mercer he was 
earning his salary in Jacksonville, Fla. 

Jameson Stribling, sophomore, a South Carolinian from 
Westminster, made the team for the first time this year, 
playing at end. Jamie was sick the latter half of the season 
and was unable to be present when the picture of the team 
was taken. Maybe his ''mug'' will appear in the midst of 
the worthies next year. 

, 
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FOOTBALL RECORD FOR THE SEASON. 

Mercer·---·----------------··-···--··· 25, Locust Grove .. .............. 0 
Mercer................................ 12, Gordon Institute................ 0 
Mercer ................................ 0, Auburn -----·-·-------·--·-·----·-··--· ~9 
Mercer ... -· --··_-------·--·------·--·- 0: Ci tad el ...... _ ...... ____ ........ ____ . ___ 5 
Mercer ................ _______ _________ 0, Ga. Tech__________ _ ···--·---····- 17 
Mercer___________ __ ___________ ____ __ __ 5, Univ. of Georgia................ 8 
Mercer................................ 0, Univ. of Mississippi ____ ______ 34 
Mercer .. ·-··-·--·-----····--------···- 6, Columbia College................ 6 
Mercer ................................ 20, Clemson College______ __ __ __ ___ ___ 6 
Mercer_____________ _____________ ___ ___ 5, Columbia College________________ 6 
Mercer·------------------·--······-··· 29, Howard College__________________ 0 

Mercer ----·-··---·---·-·---·---·--102, Opponents ·----··----··---------111 
, , 

RESUME. 

The season just closed was the best Mercer has ever had 
in football. The team made the best record it has ever 
made, and that in spite of tremendous handicaps in the way 
of numerous injuries and the sickness of several players. 
It played five of the strongest t eams in the South. It was 
much stronger on the defensive than last year, and had 
considerably more offensive power. Only thirty-two points 
were scored against it in the first half of all the games this 
year; the boys succumbed to the attacks of their heavier 

f opponents in the second half of the strenuous contests. The 
greatest criticism of the team lay in its being an in-an-out 
team. As The Georgian remarked, ''When it was good, it 
was very good; but when it was bad, it was horrid.'' The 
team averaged from 158 to 163 pounds to the man; it was 
composed of a gentlemanly set of fellows, who played the 
game the best they knew how. They played it on the square; 
they found their opponents in the main to be worthy foes, 
men who were gentlemanly, generous, fair-minded; they 
have no regrets for the season's effort; they face the future 
undismayed by their def eats, anxious for the next season to 
begin, hopeful that they may win still greater victories, and 
bring to Mercer added renown. 



0 
0 

~9 
5 

17 

34 
6 
6 
6 
0 
-
11 

ad 
er 
y 
. ,., 

• 

as 
id 
ts 
• 
lS 

e 
l 
• 
lt 

e 
IB 

e 
) . 
' ' 
.. 
:), 

y 
·e 

0 

d 

HOMER L. GRICE. 

College A subscriber to one of our great weekly mag-
Opinion azines recently stopped his subscription be-
cause, as he said, the editor was trying ''to influence public 
opinion.'' In an editorial reply the editor said that it was 
not so much the duty of an editor to influence public opin
ion as it was to make it. His reply was pregnant with 
thought and meaning, and we have been wondering recently 
how much an editor of a college magazine does to mould 
opinion in his own college, how often he tackles problems 
that need to be solved. An editor is usually a senior, a man 
chosen because of his supposed breadth of view, his loyalty to 
the highest and best in his college, one who can safely com
ment on college affairs in general, and those in his own 
college in particular . 

Believing that it is his duty to utter a note of warning 
on a vital question at Mercer, the editor wishes to comment 
on a recent significant trend in Mercer athletics, a trend 
that has within it the germs of destruction. He believes fur
ther that these early days of the new year, when all are in 
a good frame of mind and disposed to be philosophical, is 
the time to make these comments and utter the warning. 

Last year Mercer came within one game of winning the 
S. I. A. A. baseball championship; this fall she had the 
best football team in her history; the prospects are that we 
shall win the southern inter-collegiate basketball champion
ship this winter. Our boys have all been pulling together; 
our teams have had the solid backing of the student body; 
there have been cooperation and harmony. And this is as it 
should be. Athletics should exist for the whole college; 
every boy should feel that every team is his team, that every 
man is his representative on the field of action. 

I 



I 

I 

' ' 

t 

' 
I 

I 

l 2 

. u !1 , id 11 c i s , 1· ' 11 I i 11 11 n 
U \r 1· d a • J l"C r ; f 1 i 1 di a I 11 [l r 

J tic ,, ill .. 011 b i11 11 n11 J o 1011 

ion ha 011 itu J tt1ar1 r1 - 1111· f tl1 ud n 
o , , t]1i j~ 11 at" u111 11 , i 11 1· f r 11c f J·a r11i 

no11-fra I"Jli i 1101" }1a j an) l1i11 .,. do , 1 11 11 i 
01· 11011- ·i~ t 11c f sucl1 I" a11iza i 11 ; 1·a 11 

11 d a, o 1· p i 11 o ~1 t a d 11 1A t ha 11 a 1· J 

r 
11 

'11 

a11 1· l1nt 111u li1ni11a d 11 J1a a n "",.'-"'' 

1· a 111 ic ai· doo111 d a . e 11d s a 011 f cli11 11d 
i a 1· . T 11 11 l1 J i 11 . 

a11 an 1 on doubt 11at c 1·tai11 ra ·11i · i11 c II • • 

n1l1d i i ai1n l1iL l' a1· a1 u1· r. a }11 i f1 11or 

possi bl ? 11 11 J>r 11 1 a k ball a1n i l1as tl11· in m-
b r s ; 011 }1 r c nt fo ti all an1 i l1ad f u · 1n 1n r .. and 
· ,:ro o 11 rs ,, }10 ,, ould J1a, n1a 11, ir l bu for rl , 

ac id ~11 s; t}1e indica ions ju .. t no, 1 a1'" }1a i rill J1a , a 
J 1a t i .. 111en on J1 a 0}Ja!J a1n 11 .... t ~ 1'"i11 · i !1a 
a h] tic ca1J ainci ot1t of thr 0 ,, , ro 111a11a., 1·sJ1i1 . ou 
l1r : and .. on1e of th 1n 11 J1a,, 11 arnered i11 si11ce 

th :,' n1ad tl1 i r r p c i,r a111s or s cur d }1 i r cap in-
cie and 1nana rships : and all hi. \\'h n i 1n n1b r hi1 
is 1° s t]1an on -s ,, 11been }1 of tl1 nti1'" tud n o . 
Anotl1 1

4 

fra 1
4 ni . , j t1~aili11 along beJ1i11d ,,itl1 all i 1ni 11 

and 1nai1i athe1·ing in .. uch at}1l · s and honors a ma .. , 
1 .. 1i 11g al ut l1at l1e othe1· one J1a no tak n o,, r tha· i if i 
can. Th c tatemenu cannot lJ ainsaid · ar1d ]1 condi
tion are b ing prett:,' re11eralll' discuss d bo 11 i 11 and out 
of fraternit)' circles. 

The foJJo,\rj ng qu~~tions natt1ral]j, su ,, st th rn el,, to 
one ,,·110 ha~ · i rcer a l1Jeiics a }1ea1·t: Jf an n ir m 
be composed of men from one fra 1·ni · r ,,,ill it }1a\1 he 
enthusia tic support of all the oth r fraterni ies. Ii it e 
made up entirely of no11-fraterni , men, \\rill it ha, the 
enthusiastic .. upport of all tl1e fra erni men? I it be a 
solid fraternitJ' team, can it be expected that all tl1e non
frat.ernit1, men ,,,ill back jt up to a man? 

Certain I, there are some ,,1]10 ,,,j 11 condemn a di cu ion .. 

of thi ta te of affairs; thel '" iJI hold up heir hands in hor-

• 



• 
12a .. 

dy. 
l or 
nee 
an 
:, a 
er. 
nd 

1as 
1or 
'fil .. 

nd 
r]y 

at 
WO 

of 
tee 
lD· 
• ~p 
ly. 
ht 
be 
it 
li-
ut 

00 
m 
1e 

>e 

1e 
a 
l· 

n 
~ . 
• 

I 

EDITORIALS 143 

ror for fear there may be unseemly strife; they will cry out, 
''We must keep silent for the sake of athletics, which just 
now are in fine condition. If we say anything, interest in 
athletics this winter and next spring will be affected." There 
are no just grounds for such a fear; the Mercer men are 
going to overlook the present unwholesome condition with 
a belief that next year will see the situation remedied, and 
give both the basketball and the baseball team their enthu
siastic support. Grant, though, that these fears are well
grounded. Still, he is not a loyal citizen who will imperil 
the future good for the sake of the present. An evil grows 
by what it feeds on; delay only magnifies the danger; now 
is the time for action, the time to right a wrong. 

Therefore, the present trend should be checked and 
changed; these intriguing politics should cease; this whole
hog-or-none policy should be condemned; else within the 
next two or three years Mercer will go on the field of action 
foredoomed to defeat. Such colleges as Tennessee, Cumber
land, Mississippi, colleges much larger in numbers than 
Mercer, have had their colors stained in successive igno
minious defeats because of internal affairs that were not 
equitable. There will come again to Mercer a repetition 
of the past if conditions do not speedily change, else the 
signs of the times belie themselves. We believe that these 
are the words of no idle prophet; we know they are 
prompted by no partisan spirit; rather it is with fear and 
trembling that we utter them, because they may be mis
understood and misinterpreted; but a loyalty to the college 
and the future welfare of its athletics impel us to this ex-

• press1on. 
Because of this we call upon the other fraternities, those 

who are not engaged in thi·s selfish struggle for supremacy, 
those who are willing to let the college honors be distributed 
among the whole college community, the two hundred and 
fifty men who are not fraternity men, and the faculty to 
express in no uncertain voice their condemnation of about 
thirty-five men, lined up in two clans, who are attempting to 
rule or ruin, who, by their short-sighted policy, are placing 
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their own fraternities above the welfare of the college, and 
also ask that they, too, give this matter their most careful 
consideration, weigh the consequences \Vhich they have per
haps not foreseen in their eagerness to exalt themselves, 
join in with all the other students and \Vork for the com
mon good, for the exaltation of the college above that of a 
few men. 

• 



and 
'eful 
per .. 

BOOKS 

A. T. CLINE. 

New Angles of Last Spring the English-speaking world was The Woman 
Question given a new theory as to what should be the 
result of the woman movement and the supreme end to be 
kept in view in attempting to solve the woman problem. We 
were asked to assume an entirely different attitude towards 
woman and her province of labor as well as to the insti
tutions of home and marriage. Among those who champion 
this new conception, or rather attitude towards life, the two 
most noted are Ellen Key, a Swedish woman who is known 
as a lecturer on sociology, and Olive Schreiner, the well
known South African novelist. 

Ellen Key is to-day a stately gray-haired woman whose 
most marked characteristic, it is said, is the great love she 
possesses for humanity. To use one of her own terms, we 
might think of her as a noble type of a ''mother- at-large.'' 
She was born and educated in Sweden, but much of her 
life has been given to teaching in the University of Stock
holm, where she held the chair of History of Civilization 
for twenty years. Since that time as a lecturer on various 
social problems her supreme purpose has been to uplift 
humanity in general, and especially to bring joy and sun- . 
shine into the homes of the down-trodden middle and lower 
classes of her people. 

She has written a number of books dealing with social 
problems and conditions. Two volumes of her ''Lines of 
Life'' were translated into English and published last April 
under the title of '''Love and Marriage.'' Many problems 
in this book are more directly connected with European 
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civilization than with that of America. Yet it seems that 
she has made such an exhaustive study of the condition in 
he1 .. pa1·ticular field of investigation that a part, at least 
of what she says is matter of gr eat concern to us. In fact 
two of l1er more radical views inte1'"est us more directly than 
any other people. The wide r eading which this book has 
already r eceived in America has caused another of her 
books to be translated. This second book, ''Love and Eth
ics," is now being published and will be in the hands of her 
r eaders by the end of the year. This goes to sho¥.1 that ques
tions such as that of divorce as treated by her are subjects 
of much inter est to our people. 

The powerful and spiritual significance she attaches to 
the family as an institution has aroused no antagonism. The 
fact that she r egards love as a divine guide by which the 
future dP-stiny of civilization must be worked out appears to 
have met with little serious opposition. But her views con
cerning who are the proper persons to enter into the mar
riage r elation and under what conditions this r elation should 
cease to exist in fact her views of parentage have caused 

those who hold to the Puritanic idea that ''those whom God 
hath joined together'' should cleave together to the end, to be 
struck with astonishment and surprise and filled with right
eous indignation. 

Ellen Key thinks that woman has been forced to take 
upon herself the curse of Adam without being freed from the 
curse of Eve. She would make more rather than less of 
maternity and the family obligation and would call to her 
sisters to leave the busy marts of trade and seek to perform 
the more noble and God-given duty of making home a place 
where love could reign supreme. She argues that a lack of 
love between man and woman lies at the root of the present 
unrest among her sex. Though many of her views are radi
cal in the extreme when compared with the conventional 
views generally held concerning social, marital, and filial 
relations, still they are more sane and conservative than 
those of most writers who champion a change in the atti
tude we now take toward woman and marriage. The one 
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great end towards which she thinks the human race should 
strive is the improvement of the race both in a biological 
and spiritual way by securing a more perfect union through 
love between the parents of the child. A greater love be
tween the sexes she holds will lead to ''the enhancement of 
life,'' the thing for which she at all times earnestly pleads. 
While she thinks that love should be tbe one and almost only 
means of regulating the marital relation yet she condemns 
what is popularly known as ''free l0ve'' as being no love at 
all, and thinks that the conventional marriage laws are in
comparably better than the system advocated by those who 
go to the other extreme. 

Current Lite1r--ature has this to say of her startling views 
of love and marriage: ''The main argt1ment of ''Love and 
Marriage'' is a direct challenge to the Puritanism of the day. 
Ellen Key regards the sex instinct as good rather than a 
dangerous force. She considers the marriage institution in 
a state of flux, and seems to sum up in her book every phase 
of marital unrest now abroad. We are compelled to choose, 
she declares, between the idea of monogamus marriage as 
divinely ordained, and marria.,ge as an expression of the 
claims of human life. She herself accepts the latter alter
native. 'With ever growing seriousness,' she says, 'the new 
conception of morality is affirmed : that the race does not 
exist for the sake of monogamy but mogonamy for the sake 
of the race : that mankind is therefore master of monogamy 
to preserve or abolish it.' Ellen Key does not propose to 
abolish monogamy, but she favors changes in the marriage 
code so radical that, if they were endorsed by the conscience 
of mankind, they would change the whole face of society.'' 

To form an opinion of Ellen Key's works from this one 
particular phase which is only a secondary one in her esti
mation is very unjust to her. She would say the ''enhance
ment of life'' through love is the one message she desires to 
impress upon the mind of her readers, and if this end can 
be attained to a greater degree by a change in our marriage 
laws, she demands the change, if not she will then be con
tented with the old order of things. Miss Hanna Astrup 
Larsen, whose able and comprehensive criticism of Ellen 

• 

• 
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Key both as a woman and social reformer appears in the 
October number of the Forum, has a much more favorable 
opinion of her teachings. Her criticism seems to us to be 
much fairer than some which take notice of her views con
cerning only marriage and divorce. She says : ''Ellen 
Key's theories on love and marriage rest on her faith in 
the ability of mankind to evolve, ultimately the formal 
union in which the greater enchantment of life is possible. 
1\1:any will differ with some of her conclusions, they 
will think human nature needs a fixed and unalterable stan
dard. But we cannot withhold admiration from her splen
did optimism, and her elevated conception of the relation 
that is the basis of all life. She believes the higher type 
of love than the world has yet known is breaking through 
the double crust of asceticism and license to the light of a 
fuller day. In sexual love and parent love Ellen Key sees 
the finest possibility of realizing the perfect union between 
altruism and egoism since no other relation in the same 
sense makes the highest ecstacy of individual serve 
the strongest purpose from the race. She preaches 
the religion of joy instead of the religion of duty and be
lieves that the woman of the future will make home a well 
of living water where all members of the household may 
drink daily renewed strength and joy. With Ibsen, she 
thinks women are of value chiefly because they have not yet 
lost the f acuity of seeing straight to the heart of truth and 
sweeping aside objections with divine unreason. If they 
descend from the peaks of enthusiasm to plod with man 
in the market-place they will be only lessen men instead of 
full statured women. She is filled with compassion for the 
long gray line of drudges bending over their desks when 
their personality would find its truest expression if they 
were bending over the cradle.'' 

Olive Schreiner, in her book, ''Women and Labor,'' deals 
almost wholly with the economic side of the woman prob
lem. Her book could have been very properly called ''The 
Parasitic Female,'' for it is that portion of her sex toward 
which her whole message is directed. The author of 
''Woman and Labor'' is an eminent English novelist, who 
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has spent much of her life in South Africa. Most of her 
novels have to do with the lives and country of the Boers. 
But in her latest book she has chosen a different theme
the historical development and present condition of the 
aristocratic ''lady." She would have us believe that what 
has been called sex parasiticism has been brought about by 
an unjust division of labor between the sexes. She takes 
the position that '-'10man who does no labor either in her 
home or outside of it which would justify her claim to sup
port but lives by ''feeding upon unearned wealth'' is ''the 
most deadly microbe ,vhich can make its appearance on any 
social organism.'' Instead of taking note of middle and 
lower classes of women for \\1hom the noted Swedish 
autho1 .. has such love and concern, Olive Schreiner attacks 
the \\1oman of the upper classes as well as those of the mid
dle who do not produce something of economic value. ''Be
hold the '\\:roman of to-day, she toils not, neither does she 
spin," yet Solomon in all his glory was not ar1"ayed like 
some of her, is the problem as seen by this Britism ,~loman. 
She claims that the increased dependence of the female wac, 
one of the chief factors contributing to the downfall of 
ancient nations. 

l\1iss Anna Garlan Spencer, who has very adequately sum
med up the , 1iews of the author of''vVoman and Labor,''holds 
concerning the economic duties of her sex; ''Olive Schreiner 
gi,1es a deadly grading of womanhood from a worth-while 
to the socially injurious. At the head stands the woman 
who bears children and at the same time labors in produc
tive ways. Next comes the woman who bears children and 
personally superintends their care and her home, but de
pends upon the man or the men of her household for her 
pecuniary support. Third comes the woman who neither 
usefully labors nor bears children but depends upon her hus
band for the material basis of life and gives him only 'sex
equivalent.' At the bottom of the list, and not far from the 
third, Olive Schreiner puts the fourth class of her sex.'' 

This Boer novelist sees in dependence of the fem ale upon 
the male the core of the woman problem. The whole ques
tion of marriage and personal relations of men and women 
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seems to l1e1· to be one of a just division bet,,1een the sexes 
of the mate1·ial things of the ,,,orld. The solution of the 
problem she thinks lies in a more equitable division of labor 
between the two sexes. She demands that all fields of labor 
should lie in the province of her sex and in eloquent language 
dismisses the objection of the 01~ganic and tempe1~amental 
differences bet,veen he1· own and the opposite sex. This is 
the tragedy of woman according to Olive Schreiner·, and here 
is the panacea she demands : ''We do not ask that the 
wheels of time should revert themselves, or the stream of 
life flow backwards. We do not ask that the ancient spin
ning-,vheel be again resuscitated and placed in our hands, 
or that man should again betake himself entirely to his an
cient province of war and chase, leaving to us all domestic 
labors. We do not even demand that society shall imme
diately so 1"econstruct itself that every woman may again 
be a child-bearer or that the children she bea1·s shall again 
be put exclusively into our hands to train. This, "re know, 
cannot be. We demand that, in that strange ne,v ,vorld 
there has arisen alike upon the man and upon the woman, 
,vhere nothing is as it was, and all things are assuming ne,v 
shapes and relations, that in this new world we also shall 
have our share of honored and socially useful human toil, 
our full half of the labor of the children of woman. We 
demand nothing more than this and will take nothing less. 
This is our womans' rights.'' 

; 

• 



JOHN H. HUDSON. 

[Note. Because of the continued illness of Mr. Hudson, 
it has become necessary for the editor-in-chief to edit 
Exchanges this month.] 

~irl Journalists There are twelve female colleges in Georgia. 
1n College . . . . 
Realms Such 1nst1tut1ons may not be so numerous 1n 
other states, but there are enough of them to keep compe
tition from waning. All of them advertise, and all of them 
stress the excellency of their schools of art. Ask a college 
girl what she is studying, and if she can consistently say 
so, she will reply, ''I am taking art.'' All of which is both 
well and good. Art is a good thing, even in a college maga
zine. But the dear girls do not seem to realize it. It seems 
as though they try, with all their might, to avoid even the 
appearance of art in their magazines. Not one little illus
tration, or drawing, will they put at the head of a single 
department (can it be that such illustrations are out of 
style?) . One may search The Wesleyan, the Bessie Tift 
Journal, the Agnes Scott Aurora, the Randolph-Macon Tat
tler, the Winthrop College Jou1~nal, the Aco1"n, the Brenau 
Journal, and goodness knows how many more through and 
through and all that can be seen are ''poor Ii ttle, black lit
tle'' lines like 

I EXCHANGES I Sketches EDITORIALS ~mong ®urselbes 
Pray, and what are the girls ''taking'' art for if they can't 

draw a few sketcl1es to help improve the looks of their 
magazines? A word to the wise is sufficient; may it also 
be to the girls. Next month we shall grab all these mag
azines with ''heaps'' of curiosity, for we shall be ''dying'' 

r 
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to see how many of them will profit by the proddings of a 
''mere man.'' 

A. B. C. 
Et Cetera 

X . Y. Z. 

vVhy have a hammer and not use it? Why 
edit Exchanges and not knock? That's 
\\

1hat they all do. But what does the knock
ing amount to, after all? The magazines do not heed it; 
none of them ,vill profit from the free advice given them 
by their b1·othe1· and sister edi to1·s, f 01" editors are so set 
in their v\1ays they persist in getting out their magazines in 
the same same old way ''though the heavens fall.'' Be that 
as it may, is it any harm to ask, wl1ere is the ,visdom or 
merit in signing articles ,vith initials me1 .. ely, or worse still, 
,vith lette1·s of the invisible alphabet? 

If an a1 .. ticle is worthy of praise the fellow students of 
the autho1" should know to whom praise is due; if it is 
mediocre, then the culprit should be kno,vn that he may re
ceive the r ecompense of a culprit. Surely, it is a false con
ception of modesty one has, if modesty it be that p1·ompts an 
author to hide his or her identity behind an initial. It 
is tantalizing, too, to outsiders to read stories, 01· essays, or 
poems, v\1ritten by ''W'' and ''L'' and ''C''; almost as much 
as it is to r ead in a story that ''Mr. F li,red in a little 
town by the name of X on the river M .'' 

Still, initials are better than nothing. The origin of 
unsigned articles is often tainted with suspicion. If one 
happens to be r eal good, many ,vill think a member of the 
faculty, or an alumnus, ,,1rote it; else ,vhy should not the 
student have owned his progeny? To vary the situation so 
as to get a glimpse from another vie,vpoint: in the Novem
ber issue of the Unive1·sity of No1 .. th Ca1 .. olina Magazine is 
an a1·ticle entitled Tlie Thi1"d E state in Man's Emancipation. 
Follo,ving the title is an asterisk. At the bottom of the 
page one reads, ''Winning oration in the Wiley P. Mangum 
contest at the 1911 commencement.'' The name of the win
ner does not appear. It is doubtful if even all the univer
sity students know until this good day who delivered this 
excellent oration and secured a medal to be handed down to 
posterity. Has not the yo11ng fellow a right to cry out, ''O 
fame, where is thy reward?'' 

• 
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Let us hope there may be a speedy reform along this 
line where it is so badly needed. Let our young authors shed 
their robes of magazine modesty and throw away their 
''A. B. C. X. Y. Z.'' masks. 

University of The editor-in-chief of the Unive1·sity of 
North Carolina N or·tli Ca1~olina Magazine likes to play foot
Magazine ball; for he says so himself in the November 
issue of his magazine in a nine line editorial, the only edito
rial, too. Maybe football explains it; anyway, the magazine 
is below college standards. In the first place, the typograph
ical ,vo1"k is both poor and cheap. In An Untold Tale, a story 
of higl1-school calibre, nine typographical errors occur. The 
sl101~t stories ar·e of little worth; the poems, average. The De-
1)elopment of W 01"dsivo1·tli' s Poetic Spir·it is, most likely, an 
English theme paper. The professor probably gave 
''R. A. F." a pass on it, just a pass. The spacing for the 
Wo1"dsvvorthian quotation is ''something new under the sun'' 
in spacing. If ''R. A. F.'' originated it, that should be no 
excuse for the printer; he ought to be docked a day's pay 
f 01,. setting it up. The departments are practically nil. The 
'',vinning oration,'' mentioned in the previous editorial, and 
an article, The Conj eder·ate Navy, are fine. The first shows 
serious thinking and a logical arrangement; while the sec
ond gives a graphic description of the difficulties that beset 
tl1e Confederacy in its attempt to establish a navy and of 
the many victories and prizes of the various vessels, and 
their subsequent capture or destruction. Now that the foot
b2 ll season is over, we shall expect better things of the 

• magazine . 

Tlie M e1~cer·ian desires to express its appreciation of tl1e 
following additional exchanges: The Co-Ed, The Soiither·n 
Stuclent, The A il?"ora, The Aco1--n, Tlie Geo1--getonian, The 
Piedr; to1it E cho, The Randolpli-111acon Montlily, The Hall
]1,1 ood11 H e1·CTJ 1d, Tlie Tattle1·, Tlie Emo1·y and H en1·y E1·a? 
Tlie B o11s' Hiqli Scliool Tattler·, Tlie Concept, The Univer·sity 
of No1·th Ca1·olina Moritli ly, Tlie Isaquena, The Blue and 
B1·onze, Tlie B essie Tift J oit1"nal, Tlie Wesleyan, The Win
tli1·op College J ou1"nal, Tlie Camp Fi1·e. 
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E. CLEM POWERS. 

[Note. The editor-in-chief requested Mr. L. D. Newton 
to edit On the Campus this month, the editor, Mr. Powers, 
being absent from school.] 

The student body extends a warm sympathy to Messrs. 
Clem and Leon Powers in the death of their father, Mr. 
E . C. Powers, Sr., at Dover during December. The Messrs. 
Powers are popular member s of the junior law class, and 
their absence from college on account of their father's death 
is greatly deplored by their many friends. 

President Jameson was present at the meeting of the 
Educational Association, which met at Houston, Texas, dur
ing the month of December. Dr. J ameson r eported a most 
excellent trip and a marvelous advance along all lines of 
progressiveness in the Lone Star country. 

The Ciceronians will be r epresented in the annual spring 
term debate with the Phi Deltas by Messrs. J . W. Barnett, 
of Temple, Ga. and T. H. Davis, of Braselton. 

The election of Prof. E. P. Moseley, a Mercer graduate, 
to the position of superintendent of public schools of the 
city of Dawson will be learned with pleasure by the students 
at Mercer and his numerous friends over the state. 



- -

' 
- .. 

• 

• 

T'.1 

... 
• 

ON rf I-IE C_.\.l\IPUS 155 

Dr. Forrester has been giving a series of lectures to the 
l\'.Iinisterial Association on the ''Pastor,'' which have proved 
,·ery interesting and profitable to the members of the Asso
ciation. 

Little: ''Did you ever have a mental picture in your 
mind?'' 

One of the jolliest sets of Mercer men ever assembled at 
1Iercer ,,Tas the recent four hundred that ate the Thanks
gi,1ing turkey, which Mrs. Sellers and Prof. Sellers pre
pared ,,~ith so much care and thoughtfulness for the pleas
ure of the i\1ercerians. 

J. F1~ank Norman, of Norman Park, member of the 
j unio11 la,v class, has been elected captain of the 1912 foot
ball team. l\:Ir. Norman succeeds a line of well known Mer
cer men in assuming the robes of this important position. 

The debaters for the Phi Deltas for the annual spring 
term debate are Zach Collins of Waleska, and D. A. Howard, 
of v\' rens. 

Dr. Harrison: Does anybody know whether Mr. Rod
denberry is ill?'' 

Fox,,1orth : ''No sir, but he is sick?'' 

The Greater l\1ercer Club has been soliciting new mem
bers for the past month with a marked success. The club 
,, .. as organized to,,·ards the close of last year and conse
quently very few men joined. Realizing the absolute necessity 
of the cooperation of the entire student body to make the 
club a success, the president, Mr. Chapman, called a meet
ing and had the object of the club stated and some appeals 
,vere made by the students for the student body to take an 
interest in the club. As a result of the meeting more than 
a hundred names were taken. Since that time the roll has 
been growing at a gratifying rate and the officers and mem
bers hope to make the number reach three hundred in a few 
weeks. L. D. Newton was elected vice-president at the last 
regular meeting. 
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rj ]1 ~ ic 1·011i:.-111s }1a,, 1 c d l!J. L. 1 a. ki11 of "\Ta)dosta, 
a11cl I'. 1:!J . . t :.l'·, of laco11, a }1 i1· J" 1)1" • 11 at i, . i11 tl1 
la,, clas. cl el)ate, ,,,J1i cJ1 Or>. to t}1 i =>1·0 11ia11, t J1i ) r>a1·. 

Tile a uld1·01i is }) i11 dit0 d l"'lpidl)T a11d \\ ill f) 1· tl d ~r 

to go to J1e J) re s i11 a f ,,1 ,,, el<. . 1 di 011 Ji11 i111d l1i. 
a .. "is ta11 · a •. ur us t}1at t11 :11111ual ,,,jJ] IJ 011 of tl1 IJ . 
i11 tl1 l1istor·J, of 1erc r . l' a1· 1Jook . '] 11 1· ,,1il1 a1>il al· 
a SJll e11did Ji11 e of ct1t s t11i. )1ea1·. I] tl1 c las. JlictuJ·es and 
ot11 1· grotlJJ pictur ,, ill be 111ade i11 t l1e . t udio tl1 1·e ll)1 

n1:.1](i11 .,. cl 111 L1cJ1 be t e1· clJJJ)ea1·a11c . 

TJ1 fa]J te1·m debate ,,1as 011e of tl1 e J)J''Omi11e11 t ,1ents of 
tl1e fi1·s t t e1·m of the J)1·es nt )1ea1·. 'PJ1 :1 d 1Ja ,,1a s 11 Jd 
Dece1nber t11e 9th. Tl1e . t1bject di scus. cl ,,,a : J '..l oJ,,ed, 
'1

1

]1at the nitecl tates 11ot11d s t1l)sidize ou1· m 1·c }1a11 t 1na-
1·ine engaged in t1·affic ,,1itl1 t}1i .. ,111cl f o1· ig11 cot111 t 1·i s. 
Tl1e SJ)eake1·s ,x: e1·e Tuless1·s. ,~, . T. 111alJe~, of TJeatJ1e1·s, i]l e, 
a11d E. Clem Po,,1e1· , of Do,1eJ·, ,\1}10 1·e1)1·e. e11t d tJ1e ice-
1·011ians in s uppor·ting the affir·n1ati,7e sicle of t}1 e a1·g u111er1t, 
and l\1Iessrs. R. l\11. Donehoo, of Atlanta, and J. I. l{ 11)', of 
La ,,11·ence,1i lle, ,,1110 ,,1e1·e tJ1e 1·ep1·e en tati ,1es of the PJ1i 
Deltas, on tl1e negati,,e side of the fence. TJ1 deci io11 ,,,as 
gi,1en unanimouslj1 to the negati,,e s ide. 

The pI·ogI·am 1·ead : 

P 1·el u de ______ ... __ _ ·----- ----___ -- ------ __________ ....... ____ .. __ .. _________ .. ___ 01·c}1 es ti· a 
Pra)rer. 

Pi an o So lo .. ·----.-------------------...... _____ .·-------- 1:i ss If a ze] I-Ia 1ni] ton 
FiI·s t a ffi1·1na ti \1 e ________ _____ ____ ____ _______ ,~,. T. 1na lley L eat}1 e1·,,j lle 
Fi1·st 1 Tegative ________ ____________________________ R. i. Don ehoo, A t1a11ta 
"\1 ocaJ Solo ______________________ ______________________ l\f i s F1·a11ces FuJg}1 u1n 
SPcond A ffiI·mati \1e __________________________________ E. . Po,,

1
e1·s, Do, e1--

econd N ega ti ,1e .............. ____ __________ J. I. Ke] 1eJ1 , La \i\7l"e11ce,1i]le 
,rio1i11 Solo_______ ___________ ________ ____________________________ f is. E,,a Dasl1e1 .. 

Rebuttals. 
Music .. ___ ........ _ .... __ .. ____ .. _ .. _____ ___ . _. __ ---. __ . ______ .... ___ .. ______ .... 01·ch estr a 

Decision of the Judges. 
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Dr. Jameson had the pleasure of pronouncing Col. J. B. 
Copeland the lawful husband of Miss Wynelle Varnedoe on 
December the 7th at Valdosta, the home of both the bride 
and groom. M1". Copeland is a graduate of Mercer in the 
literary and la1A1 departments, in both of which he made a 
splendid record. Since going into the practice of law at 
Valdosta, he has made quite a success. Mr. Copeland's many 
friends at Mercer will join Tlie Mercei·ian in wishing for 
him a life of usefulness and pleasantness. 

The illness of Mr. J. H. Hudson, which has been the cause 
of his long absence from college, is deeply regretted by the 
student body. 

The invitations to the reception at Bessie Tift on the 11th 
of December read : 

The Faculty of Bessie Tift College 
requests the pleasure of your company 

Monday evening, December the eleventh 
to meet 

The Senior Class 
Upshaw Hall. 

Among the Mercerians who ''met the seniors'' were: Pro
fessor Carver, Messrs Connor, Gaines, Baskin, Newton, 
Peterson, Dukes, Cowart. 

The lawyers will be represented in the debate with the 
Ciceronians in March by Messrs. Raymonde Stapleton and 
H. Langdale. 

If there were three cooters lying on the bank in the sun
shine, would any one of them be Baskin (E. L.) ? 

Mrs. Clark, of this city, who was a sister of Professor 
Holmes of the chair of Latin, died at the sanitarium at San
dersville during the month of December. P r ofessor Holmes 
has the hearty sympathy of the student body in this sor row. 
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The Glee Club will be ready for the annual tour by the 
last of the month. The directors are very well pleased with 
the progress of the club, and it looks like a bright season 
awaits the chirpers. 

Burkalter (singing) : ''Boys, how is that for a song?'' 
Mims: ''That's 0. K., it reminds me of 'Feighling's' solu

tion.'' 

At a meeting of the Athletic Association just before the 
holidays, the following officers were elected for the ensuing 
year: President, L. D. Newton; vice-President, P. L. John
ston; secretary and treasurer, J. B. Cobb; membe1--s of the 
athletic council, A. T. Cline, Chm., W. A. Galt and ,v. C. 
Sparkman. 

Bell (talking to his lady friend) : ''We have a new club 
at Mercer now." 

She: ''What is it?'' 
Bell: ''The fool's club.'' 
She: ''You are a member, aren't you?'' 

Little Zellars: ''What is monogamy?'' 
Jake: ''It is having more than one wife.'' 

I Mr. E. C. Powers, who was called away from college on 
/ account of his father's death, returned to make his speech 
f in the fall term debate. 

I 
Among the speakers at the Young Men's Christian Asso

ciation during the past month were: Dr. Bailey, Professor 
Steed and Professor Forster. The attendance and general 
interest in the Y. M. C. A. work has been unusually good this 
year. The Mission Study courses under the charge of Pro
fessors Cousins and Turner are proving profitable as well 
as pleasant to the men in the different classes. The Bible 
study work under the charge of President Grice, J . C. 
Grimes, P. E. Lester and C. S. Henderson is being stressed 
more this year than it ever has. 

I 
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A reception always comes in well when it is in reach of 
Mercer boys. The Tattnall Square B. Y. P. U. realizing 
this, tende1--ed the members of the union and the Mercer 
students a reception a few weeks since. The affair was 
tho1 .. oughly enjoyed by the Mercerians. Among the numbers 
on the p1 .. ogram ,vas a reading by Mr. E. M. Chapman, of the 
senior class. 

"\Vasherwoman: ''l'se got to have more fur washing your 
sl1irts." 

Ri,Te1--s: ''What's the trouble now?'' 
Washerwoman: ''Well, I don't have nothing extra fur 

,, .. ashing an ordinary man's shirts, but when you give me 
circus tents, I draws the line.'' 

The Florida Club is one of the annual organizations at 
l\.1ercer. The club is composed of the following men this 
year: W. S. Rodgers, N. V. Hawthorne, Jenner, Gallagher, 
T. H. Smith, J. A. Kelly, J. W. Foxworth, LaFayette Gol
den, Carey Sparkman, H. Langdale, H. D. Warnock and 
0. 0. Young. 

The many friends of Earle Calhoun, who graduated here 
last year, will be pleased to hear of his recent election to 
the chairmanship of the Democratic Club at Columbia. 

Flanders : ''Does your mother raise poultry?'' 
West: ''Why she planted some last spring, but the 

chickens scratched it all up.'' 

Another of the recently formed clubs is the Carroll 
County Club. It is composed of the following men: J . H. 
Hudson, N. J. Warren, K. Walker, E.G. Tuggle, A. J . Ander
son, C. F. Baskin, J. W. Barnett, H. A. Hixon and Guy Wells . 

Donehoo : ''Well, fellows, I will go over for the examina
tion in psychology, but I have about forgotten everything I 
ever knew about it except the law of congiguity.'' 
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Professo1" CaI·ve1·'s lecture before the Ale1nbic Clt1b on his 
trip west tl1is summer ,,,as tho1 .. oughl)7 enjoyed by tl1e stu
dents. He used a lante1·n fo1 .. illust1 .. ating tl1e various scenes. 

Fa1"1ne1-- ( at 1·eception) : ''Yot1 a1·e a gi1·I afte1 .. mi11e O\\'n 
hear·t.'' 

Sl1e: ''I am not afte1 .. your· hea1·t." 

Freshman: ''vVhat are yot1 going to do after exami
nations?'' 

Sophomore: ''P1--epa1·e for supplementals." 

One of the members of the la,v department has origi
nated a new mode of cou1 .. tin'. \Ve ha,re heard of the old 
method of carrying your "best girl's" handkerchiefs home, 
and of variotts other tokens of remembrance, but the gen
tleman in question couldn't see enough virtue in any of 
these articles. We heard of the affair in the following 
manner: 

A few days ago P1 .. of. I-Iolmes ,,1as in tl1e college office 
atte11ding to some buc;iness, when the phone bell rang. He 
ans,vered it and tl1e conver sation ran like this: 

She : ''Is that 318 ?'' 
Prof. Holmes : ''Yes.'' 
She: ''Well, that is Mercer, isn't it?'' 
''Yes, this is Merce1 ... " 

"Could you tell me where I could find Mr. ? He ic; a 
lawyer." 

"Why, I do not know lV[r. , but I ,vill post a bulletin, 
and he will call you in a few minutes." 

''Well thank you very much.'' 

Professor Holmes returned to his work, but just a little 
amused at the lady's enthusiasm in trying to locate tl1~ 
student. The phone bell rang the second time and he 
answered as before. 

She : ''Is this Mercer?'' 
Professor Holmes: ''Yes.'' 

"Well, I would like very much to speak to Mr. , of the 
law department.'' 

• • 
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''Well, I do not know him, but I will be glad to do any
thing I can for you.'' (Professor Holmes evidently supposed 
that it \Vas some dear fellow fixing to let his landlady wait 
till JanuarJ" to receive her money.) 

''W-e-1-1, u-r, who is this?'' 
'''Vh~y·, this is Professor Holmes, of the chair of Latin." 
''v"\' -e-1-1, u-r, do you reckon Jrou fully understand my sit-

uation?'' 
'''Vell, I don't know whether I do or not, till you tell me.'' 
''VV-e-1-1, Mr. came bt1t do you reckon you will under

stand?'' 
''Oh, )~es, mam, I don't think there is any doubt, now.'' 
''Very " 1ell, l\1r. came a1--ound last but now, Mr. 

Holmes, I ,,rant to be sure that you understand.'' 
''Oh, I think I understand perfectly.'' 
''"\"\Tell, I \\1as going to say, Mr. came around to see me 

last night no\v you think you will understand me per
fectly?'' 

''Perfectly.'' 
''V\1 ell, he came to see me last night.'' 
''vVhy, I don't see anything wrong with that." 
'''Vhy, when he started to go now Mr. Holmes, you feel 

right sure that you understand what I am going to say':''' 
''Oh, certainly." 
''W-e-1-1, when he left he carried my but now I \\1ant 

you to be sure you understand he u-r carried my you 
say you think you understand me?'' 

''Yes, mam, there's no doubt about my understanding 
you.'' 

''Well, he carried my keys home with him, and I would 
appreciate it very much if you will see him and tell him 
to return them at once. U-r, bood-bye.'' 

The Phi Delta speakers in the champion debate during the 
commencement are: Homer L. Grice, of Atlanta, and 
Arthur T. Cline, of Waleska. 

The Gibson-Mercer men in college have organized a club. 
It is composed of the following men: J. H. Webb, J. D. 

I 
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Matthe\vson, E. F. Campbell, C. G. Stephens, W. P. Dill, 
J. C. Holbrook, H. S. Rice, A. J. Fleming, J. W. Hogan, 
Howard Rice, B. H. Clark. The office1·s are: President, 
B. H. Clark; Vice-President, Ho,vard Rice; Secretary and 
Treasurer, J. W. Hogan. 

The Ciceronians will be represented in the champion 
debate with the Phi Deltas by Mr. Charles G. Clement, of 
Morgantown, and H. D. Johnson, of l\1acon. 

If Long were to find a mud-puddle would Warren Walle1~ ?'' 

P. E. Lester has been elected to take the place of Newton 
Warren in the debate with the law class. 

The Orange and Black will be piloted through the 1912 
season by L. D. Newton, as editor-in-chief. On account of 
pressure of work, W. B. Murray has resigned from the posi
tion of editor and Mr. Newton, who has been one of the 
strong members of the reportorial staff, has been elected to 
the place. 

The Orange and Black has taken its place among the 
livest and most needed elements of Mercer life, and is an 
unqualified success from every point of view. The 1912 out
look holds out the promise of an ever-increasing achieve
ment in the line of original and interesting local matter. 

• 

.. 



I 

1 

J 

i 

l 

-

J. J. PILCHER. 

"You have a bright son, lv1r. Bumbo !" declared the dean. "A very 
bright son. If he only started studying once he would keep ahead of 
his classes and win honors !" 

"You don't sa)r," gasped f ather, v.rho was tr1·ing to square things 
after a stormy session. "I don't understand-you just said-" 

"Well, I mean it. If he only started studying; if he only started.'' 
The f ather began to get a bit proud af ter all. 
"'Yes, Mr. Bumbo, )·our son would m ake a hit if he started, for he 

would be too confounded lazy to stop.-College World. 

"Life is full of trials," mused the pessimist. 
"I don't care," said the optimist, "so long as I am acquitted." 

One day Mark Twain was being shaved by a very talkative barber, 
and was forced to listen to many of his anecdotes. 

The barber had to strop his razor, and ,vhen he was ready, brush 
in hand, to commence again, he asked: "Shall I go over it again?" 

"No, thanks," drawled Mark. "It's hardly necessary. I think I 
can remember every word."- E verybody's. 

Lover (humbly): She is a fool to want me. 
Friend: Why, old man, you're perfect mates.-Smart Set. 

"Are you sure he is a good doctor?'' 
''Well, he is recommended by the president of the insurance com

pany that has a fifty-thousand-dollar policy on my life.''-The Smart 
Set. 

I 
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Tl:IE ST DE T'S TJ JiTJ 1 IIE. 

1 a t nig}1t as I tumb)P-d and ·Loss d 011 m)1 b d, 
1 <lren111 d such a terribl dream,-
Th· t 1 puJI d up the blank t o co,rcr nl)' head, 

nd l uttered a horril>Jc screum, 
1:,or the1·e in tl1e shin1n1cring light of tl1e moon, 
In hideous fr)atur s arra)' d, 

D 11ced t}1e glimm :.ri11g ghosts of the sickening J1os • 
of tJ1e biJJs that l ought t.o ha,,c paid. 

Oh-The Suit-That-Don't-Fit-J~ill, 
The 1{indl~.r-Ren1it-BilJ, 
The IliJJ from I.1. 1" apian and Joe, 
The ,,re re-Getting-. ore-I3iJI, 
The lJ ni-\1-Store-BiJJ, 

The Bi 11 t'hat )·ou S,vcar ) ou don't O\\'C, 

The Shoe-Bill; the Ne\v-JJiJJ, 
Stand mocking me there in a ro,v. 

"1
1

hc climbed one bJ1 one on the edge of m)' bed, 
A 11d pointed their fingers a11d curs d. 
'TiJ the blood \Vas just pounding its ,,,a~.r to nl)' head, 
.t\ nd I t 11ought that my temp1es "U1ould burst, 
Their cries so tormented mJ' agonized brain, 
That I flopped on mJr stomach and pra)'ed, 
Thni: the}1 'd lea,,e me alone, ,,·ith their J1orrible moon,
Tl1ose Bills that I ought to ha,'e Paid. 

Oh-The 1\Ia~ -Bill, the S1eigh-BiJJ, 
The If-You-Don 't-Pa)r-Bill 
\\' e'll-Take-U p-the- iatter-b:v-La"', 
If 1?ours-of-Said-Date-Bil1, 
The Gulick-Estate-Bill. 
The Bill-That-1,.ou-Ne,1er-E,1en-Sa~,; 
The Last-Summer-Clothes-Bill, 
The Lord-On1J'-Knows-Bil1, 

Stood grinning and shrieking "Ha! Ha!'' 

• -Tlie Pri1icetori Tiger . 

DISTRACTING. 

"What dro,
1

e the j'Oung ladJ1 exchang-e editor crazJ, ?'' 
"Reading of bargains in cities a thousand miles away."-

-Toledo Blade. 
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A CORN ER ON CORN. 

Said Farmer J ones t o F armer Brown : " What can I do to get rid 
of these infernal crows? T hey pull up my corn as f ast as I c"11 
plant it?" 

"I tell ;you what J'OU do," suggested Farmer Brown. "Get about a 
bushel of choice corn and soak it well in cheap whiskey. Put it 
where the crows can get it. They will become intoxicated, and \\·on't 
trouble you any more." 

They met a few days later. 
"How did t he plan work?" asked Farmer Brown. 
A look of intense disgust overspread the countenance of F"'rmer 

Jones. "Didn't work worth a cent," he explained. "I did as yot1 st1g
gested, and when I reached the field next morning, I fot1nd ,vhere 0 11e 
old crow had captured all the medicated corn, and was exchanging one 
medicated grain fo r two grains I had planted in the field.-Co lege 
liy orld. 

"Wot cheer matter, Alf? Yer lookin' sick. Wot is it? 
''Work, Nuffink but work, work, from mornin ' till night ." 
'' 'Ow long 'ave yer been at it?" 
'' Start to-morrow. "-Everybody's. 

LAW STUDENTS 

We off er you our services. 
We are the lar gest General Law Book 
House in the South. 
We have many thousands of volumes in 

stock, and can supply your wants as stu
dents and after graduation . 

Call on us. 

THE HARRISON COMPANY 
Publishers and Law Book Sellers. 

SO E. Hunter St. Atlanta, Ga. 
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THANKFUL. 

Miss Joy stood before her Sunday-school class one bright spring 
morning and said : "No,v, I want each of you little folks to tell 
me what you have to be thankful for this morning." Little Mabel was 
thankful because God had given her blue eyes. Dorothy was thank
ful for her wavy hair. Little Willie, freckle-faced and red-haired, 
sat at the end of t he seat. When his turn came, he said : "Teacher, 
I don't know what to be thankful for, God purty nigh ruint me." 

A RUINED LIFE. 

''And that's my ideal," said Old Bach, 
"Impossible in flesh to match. 

-Everybody's 

They ruined my life tbat's what it means
Those 'ad' girls in the magazines."-Ex. 

Many a man puts up a good bluff and then falls off the edge of it. 

Some people run in debt and skip out. 
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Cupid on the Campus frequently becomes a philosophical chap, and, 
through the undergraduate megaphone, speculates: 

I'm in love with a maiden named Phyllis; 
I'm in love with a girl named Yvonne; 
But Phyllis is daffy about William, 
And the other is daft over John . 

I don't like Marie, 
Yet she likes me ! 

And again: 
Three years ago, 'twas Loris; 
Two years ago, 'twas Belle; 
Last year it was Olive; 
And this year it is h- 1. 

I'm broke! 
-College World. 

"What do you charge for y-our rooms?" 
"Five dollars up." 
"But I'm a student--" 
"Then it's five dollars dowri."-Cornell Widow. 

Economy may be the road to wealth, but you can't travel it in an 
automobile. 

Evil communications come about the first of the month. 

Campbell T. King James T. Oliphant 

KING & OLIPHANT 
PHARMACISTS 

Agency for HUYLER'S 

LESTER-CLARK SHOE COMP ANY 
THE BUSY STORE 

MANY DIFFERENT STYLES IN BLUCHER, 
BUTTON OR TIES 

555 CHERRY STREET MACON, GEORGIA 



168 THE MERCERIAN 

CRUEL THING. 

" He told her t hat he would gladly die for her." 
"The same old bluff. Did it catch her?" 
" No. She told him she would gladly let him."-H ouston Post. 

H ave you seen her husband?" 
"Oh, yes. He somehow has t he appearance of having been selected 

at random."-Ex. 

The man who stands too long on h is dign ity· is apt to lose his 
f ooting. 

The stor y goes t hat a cer tain college president in Indiana, a clergy
man, ,vas addr essing his students at t he beginning of t he college 
} ear. H e obser ved to t hem t hat it was a "matter of congratulation to 
all the friends of t he college t hat t he year had opened with t he 
largest F r eshman class in its history." Then, wit hout a pause, saJ'S 
Lippincott's Magazine, t he good man turned to t he lesson for t he 
day, t he Third P salm, and began to r ead in a loud voice : "Lord, 
how ar e they increased t hat trouble me !" 

THE BENSON CLOTHING CO. 

respectfully solicits the patronage of 
Merce111 Students 

Men's High-Grade Clothes, 
Fu1·nishings and Hatso 

317-319-321 Third Street 
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A Page of History 
W. C. SPARKMAN 

N the north bank of the Manatee River, in Florida, is 
an old mansion, which has stood for years as mute 

evidence of the glorious days of ''ye olden time.'' It is the 
Gamble masion, and before the war was the scene of many 
brilliant affairs; for the Gamble brothers were great enter
tainers. Its ta·ll, white pillars are still erect, but the fall
ing stucco and floorless veranda testify to its more than 
ninety years of existence. The occupants of this mansion 
were proprietors of a sugar plantation of more than three 
thousand acres. It was laid waste during the Civil War, 
but the tall smokestack and other ruins still remain, almost 
hidden by the vines and trees. My interest in this relic of 
ante-bell um days was increased by the following historical 
incident, which was related to me by Capt. H. A. McLeod, 
an old Confederate veteran: 

''In this beautiful home, early in May of '65, I was privi
leged to spend some time as a guest. The war was over. 
The hopes of the South were shattered forever, and their 
beloved cause was lost. For four long and bloody years the 
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spirit of "'ar possessed the country, enslaved the sons of 
freedom, and compelled them, by the cruel lash of blind pas
sion, to sl1ed each other's blood. But they were brothers. 
The men " 1ho wore the gray and the men who wore the 
blue, shared a common ancestry, and through their veins 
ran the same rich, red blood of courage and povver, and 
when they met on the field of battle their native soil became 
enriched bJr blood from half a million hearts. Finally from 
tl1e gory earth sprang the flower of peace, and its fra
grance dro1.re the smell of battle from the land. 

''Both victo1'" and vanquished returned to the peace and 
quiet of their homes. But they carried with them the scars 
of conflict and the incurable wounds of war. 

''The leaders of the Confederacy, not knovving but that 
the spirit of trit11nph might be an unreasoning spirit of 
n1erciless revenge, strove to escape its clutcl1es . 

''To the Gamble mansion, one day, came a man, whom we 
soon found to be Judah P. Benjamin, former Secretary of 
State of the Confederacy. He, of course, was fleeing from 
Federal wrath, and seeking to get out of the country. As I 
k11ew the Florida coast pretty well, l1e arranged with myself 
and a Captain Tresca, to take him to the Bahama Islands, 
that he might get on English soil. Accordingly, we secured 
a small boat (only 16 feet long) and sailed down the Manatee 
as though we ,vere going shore fishing, while Parson Glazier, 
a Methodist preacher, brought Mr. Benjamin overland in a 
horse-cart, to a point on Sarasota Bay, where the city of 
Sarasota now stands. 

''Taking Mr. Benjamin aboard, we proceeded unmolested 
down the gulf until, as we neared Charlotte Harbor, a Yan
kee gunboat hove in sight. She saw us about as ~oon as ,ve 
saw her and lowered a boat at once, with which to pursue 
us. We put into Gaspar.ilia Pass, and as there was no wind, 
,,re lo\'\Tered the mast as soon as we got behind the island, 
pulled our boat under the mango bushes until completely hid
den, lay down in it and waited. 

''The pursuing boat came on, searching diligently, and 
once ca1ne so near that we could hear them talking; but 
we kept quiet, so quiet, indeed, that above the voices of our 
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enemies, and the taunting song of the mosquitoes, against 
,~.rhose attacks, \Ve ,vere quite helpless, rose the hollo,v sound 
of our beating hearts. Ho,ve,Ter, failing to discover us, the 
boat soon passed on and we crawled out on the bank and 
feasted on crackers, not daring to build a fire until nearly ten 
o'clock at night, "'Then ''{e built a fire, made coffee, fried 
baco11, and cooked t,,,o l'"ed fish, which we had succeeded in 
catching . 

''We sta)Ted on the island all that night, the 11ext day and 
the next night, and then ,,1 ent on to Cape Romano, ,vhere 
,,·e got t,,,.o fine bunches of bananas, of wl1ich fruit Mr. Ben
jamin ,vas ,Tery fond. 

''Continuing ou1-- ,vaJ1
, ,,Te stopped at many different keys 

to get food, and vtere t1'eated nicelJ" by everyone; but on 
arriving at Indian KeJ", I sa,v that a re,vard of $50,000 
,,Tas offered for Mr. Benjamin's arrest. I advised him to 
lose no time in leaving there, and securing a larger boat, 
,,Te hurried a,,·aJ" at once. Tl1e boat was open and had a 
leg o'mutton sail, but ,vas sea,vorthy, and after four days of 
awful weathe1 .. and rough sea, ,,,e struck the Bahama banks. 
There it ,,Tas worse than ever. Squalls and waterspot1ts and 
tropical sto1'ms came near finishing us. The water came 
down in sheets. I took a tin pan and baled desperately and 
Mr. Benjamin used his hat; and, tu1 .. ning to me, said with a 
smile, 'McLeod, this is not like being Secretary of State.' 
'No,' I replied, but I'd rather be here than facing the enemy's 
bullets on the battlefield.' 

''Twice we tried to cross the banks and ,vere blown back. 
Then I saw two gunboats and told Mr. Benjamin his saf
est course was to put into the port of Binney and put him
self under English protection, and charter a schooner to take 
him to Nassau, "'·hich he did at once. 

''We took on a pilot, and in four days reached Nassau; but 
Mr. Benjamin's schooner struck a rock and \\1ent down, and 
he, with others, after floating around for two days in a 
small boat, was picked up b)r the English lighthouse brig 
and taken back to Binney, where he chartered another 
schooner for Nassau, which port he reached just in time 
to catch the royal mail steame1-- for Liverpool." 
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The Last Stand 
W. B. Mt,RRAY. 

I-IE day dre\,,. to a close and the soft mists of evening 
that glided silently forth from the shadows of the 

deep-ribbed hills, softly touched the tops of the trees and 
enveloped their fringe in a soft, translucent haze. The air 
was sweet in the valley, and the noise of the cit}" did not dis
tu1'"b the silence of its ancestral groves. For one engrossed 
in the turmoil of grinding commer cial Jif e the discovery of 
such a spot \'\1as indeed a boon, for business cares had sub
merged my aesthetic sense to such a degree that I felt it 
urgent to indulge in a series of afternoon rambles as a 
treatment condt1cive to both my physical and aesthetical 
welfare. The ease and swiftness with which things move 
in this twenty-first century bears a charm which makes it 
hard for a man once in the service to ever break away again. 
But the bright spring days had proved themselves to pos
sess an attraction even greater than the hurry and bustle 
of the city ; so it ,vas that I found myself in this lovely valley 
at the close of day. I had wander ed farther than usual to-day, 
and was now in a territory beyond my usual border s, but I 
knew that I could see the reflection of the city's lights as 
soon as darkness fell. 

As I wandered down a rocky path by the side of a little 
brook, the old-time arduous love of nature came over my 
~vhole being, and my heart choked with mingled thoughts and 
feelings clamoring to be voiced; but strive as I might, the 
power was not there. The music of the spher es was lost in 
the whirring of the ticker, and the Renaissance was yet in 
the future. 

I walked slowly and watched the shadows and tints play
ing among the rocks and leaves on the opposite side of the 
valley, saw them rise liigher and higher, and finally disap
pear as the sun dropped below the edge of the land. The 
moon was now riding above the earthen border and already 
her mellow light \Vas falling in the dark patches of the val-
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ley. I stopped and looked up dreamily for some minutes 
until the whirring of the propellers and the sounds of laugh
ter from a passing aeroplane brought me to my senses. I 
watched its red tail-lights until it grew dim in the moon
light, and then several more flitted swiftly by in all direc
tions. The hum of motors from up the valley informed 1ne 
that I was near a highway, so I gave a farewell look at the 
nature about me and started away in the direction of the 
sound. 

I had proceeded only a little way when I saw a faint glim
mer through the leaves and on approaching saw an old man, 
a very old man, with flowing beard seated by a tall statue
like structure, seemingly of brick, under which there burned 
a naked fire. A grayish mist curled upward from a hole in 
the top, and a mound-like bank extended from the back with 
a slab at the foot. At a little distance off a stream of light 
from the window snowed where the cabin stood, surrounded 
by trees and flower-beds. The old man sat on a stone b~r the 
fire and neither moved nor spoke, only staring into the flame 
as if it held some secret for which his soul was thirsty. The 
strangeness of the scene moved me to fanciful thoughts, and 
I stopped, wonderingly gazing at the patriarchal figure in 
the light of the fire, and the strange statue from which the 
vapor rose to the sky. I stood for some moments in almost 
reverential awe, not wishing to disturb the quietness of the 
scene, but my wonder grew fast, and going to him I spoke. 
He slowly turned and looked me full in the face, giving an 
''Oh,'' that sounded like a sigh of relief. I asked him why he 
sat and so intently gazed into the fla1ne, which threw gro
tesque shadows on the trunks of the trees and the rocks. 

''Ah, mortal, you would know why these shoulders, borne 
down by the weight of many years, keep nightly vigil over 
relics of bygone days? Then be seated.'' He pointed to a 
rock just outside the light of the fire, and rolling it nearer, 
I seated myself in readiness to hear the story of the old 
man's life. 

''The years weigh heavily upon me, my son, and before I 
am called to cross the Great Divide I would tell you the story 
of a servant of man that has gone before me. I see that you 
are one of the few friends of nature who a11 e left, and I kno~r 



I 
• 
I 

I 
I 
I 
I 

• 
I 

I 

{ 

' ' 

I 

' I 
I 
I 
I 
J 

l 
t 
f 

I 
• 
• 

I 

I 
r 
! 

174 THE MERCERIAN 

that you a1~e troubled to see the loss of love for her beauties 
on the part of mankind, and that you will sympathize with 
me in my sorro,v for the departure of a faithful servant of 
other days. Faithfully, faithfully it served and day after 
day it carried man higher and higher into his civilization 
and placed him as master over the forces of nature. Until 
its coming he was the lowest savage, without hope and 
without power. When it appeared, all things were made 
possible, and as by its aid physical limitations disappeared, 
so did mental limitations; and generation after generation 
has brought him up to the present day. In its presence the 
wisest stood in awe and they reverenced its mysterious 
work as that of a god's. The priests in the ancient temples 
used it as an agent in their sacrifices and the incense from 
a thousand altars rose to the sky; and the reward of their 
veneration was power. But now the servant is forgotten of 
man, its place usurped by a force which it brought into 
existence. Perhaps you would desire to know of what I 
speak. 

''My son, I am a disciple of smoke. The years have brought 
great things since my youth, and the old servant was set 
aside before the days of your remembrance. All now is 
new, swift and noiseless; the sound of the servant's voice 
is hushed and its breath is felt no more over the land of the 
living. But its po-wer was great in the past and the mighty 
men of the centuries were born of its spirit: now they have 
for gotten, and no more their thoughts turn to the past, but 
ever on the future they build their hopes. 

''I heard the last roars of the cannons and saw the flashes 
by night and the last clouds of smoke that drifted away 
before the spirit of universal peace. I saw the last haze 
that streamed behind the great ships of the ocean and the 
engine whose path is the rails of steel. I saw the last smoke 
that rolled from the factories and mills of the earth and on 
winter evenings I watched the last blue haze that hung 
above the chimneys of the abode of man. Slowly it diffused 
itself in the air as if it knew that it was its own funeral 
pyre, and brooded long in the sunset's glow. I have sat 
before the hearth and watched the waning of the coals, and 
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in the shadows of the flame I saw in my fancy the face of 
my bride. I searched the land over and brought her home, 
great in my hopes for the future. Many evenings when 
the wind whistled cold, we sat before the glowing coals 
and talked of love and lore. No happiness was greater 
than ours, and sweet were the days in the early years. But 
from the spirit of the smoke wraiths she came, and the spirit 
claimed its own. I returned one night to find her body 
charred on the hearth, and all her beauty woven with the 
blue of the sky. I brought her here and buried her, and at 
the head of her grave I placed this chimney. Through it 
her spirit left, and through it it returns in the glow of the 
fire. I left her here and ,,,andered in many lands, but now 
old age bears heavily upon me and I live only to watch by 
night for the face that comes and goes in the shadow. In 
the swiftness of things, others have forgotten the servant, 
but not I, and this altar I have built in the memory of it 
and my love. Great has been the change, my son, and great 
will it be until the annals shall contain only faint remem
brances of the creative force. The spring wanes into sum
mer, and my spirit wanes into dissolution; soon it shall 
float with its mate in regions beyond. It comes in the flame, 
and now it is here to soothe my heart for another night.'' 

The old man was again gazing into the embers that glowed 
red, and silently I left him to his fanciful reveries of youth. 
The moon was high in the heavens now, and out from under 
the old man's spell I could hear and see the joy-riders of the 
twenty-first century as they glided above in crafts that 
fanned the breezes or sct1dded swiftly by in blue darts. Not 
desiring to \Valk the five miles home, I took my telephone 
from my pocket and called Jean to bring my car. In three 
minutes he was there, and in five more I was at my club 
musing over the old man's strange tale of smoke. 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

The rattle and crash of a passing fire-engine with its 
blatant clamor startled me to my senses and caused my 
''jimmy'' to fall to the floor. I picked it up and refilled it, 
thankful that it was all a pipe-dream and that the dawn of 
the twenty-first century \Vas yet some eighty years away. 
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Impressions Under a Magnolia 
T. HOYT DAVIS. 

T seven o'clock, Billy stepped out the front door and 
,valked down the street to the corner "''here he waited 

a few minutes for a car. His white linen suit and white 
shoes gave him a handsome appearance, as he stood under 
tl1e bright arc light watching the beetles and candle-flies 
swarm around tl1e light in confusion. Fifteen minutes later 
he rang the door-bell at Mabel's, and she herself, in a white 
evening dress, answered it. 

The curtain at the opera house would not rise for an 
hour, so they decided to stroll out through the park. The 
rising moon dispersed the twilight and a few stars began to 
peep out. A soft breeze rustled the green leaves and inten
sified the sweet scent of the park flowers. The spray from 
a splashing fountain fell like mist on the grass where the 
bronze statue of a crouching lion stood sentinel. Mabel 
and Billy, unconscious of everything but each other, strolled 
down the walks, expressing their sentiments in terms of 
stars and flowers and moonlight. Billy unconsciously 
brushed against a rose that overhung the walk and the 
sweet-scented petals of the shattered flower fell across their 
pathway. 

They wandered around through the park and finally came 
up to a rustic seat under a full-blossomed magnolia. They 
l1ad the park almost to themselves at this hour, and as it was 
half an hour before the curtain would rise, it would be a 
crime against sentiment to pass this place ,vithout a few 
minutes' pause. So Billy sat down and after a little persua
sion Mabel sat down also. Here all the chivalric ideals 
of the days of Sir Percival we1~e crystallized and expressed 
by soulful glances and deep sighs. A mocking-bird in the 
magnolia saw but did not understand. 

''Look here, we're going to miss the sho~,. Yonder comes 
our car,'' said Mabel at last, rising; and Billy reluctantly 
1--ising also exclaimed rather protestingly, ''Gee! it's awful 
hot to-night!'' 
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They entered tl1e ca1~, Mabel in the lead and Billy follow
ing. The conductor, standing on the rear platform took a 
sudden fit of laughing and it seemed as if he would burst 
the buttons off his vest. Several of the passengers in the 
rear of the car were also affected in the same manner. 
Mabel blushed and Billy's ears burned. They looked at 
each other and wondered what ,vas the matter. 

They alighted from the car within a block of the opera 
house and started aown the street. A little newsboy saw 
them and cackled right out. He could not let a good joke 
like that go by without due appreciation. So he called to 
several of his companions, and they lined up behind Mabel 
and Billy and followed at a discreet distance, but not too 
far for the giggling to be heard. The people on the street 
began to take notice and nudge each other. 

When the couple arrived at the opera house they found 
that the show had been in progress fifteen minutes. Their 
tickets called for fifth ro"'', center, orchestra floor. Down 
the aisle they went, following an usher, Billy bringing up 
the rear. A chuckle started in the back of the audience 
and swept toward the front. A few long necks were craned . 
ove1~ the railing of the balcony and their ov\rners indulged 
in a little suppressed laughter. Billy put his hand in his 
hip-pocket to see if his handkerchief was l1anging out, but 
that was not the source of the joke. 

As the curtain was falling on the last act, they decided to 
dart out and be the first ones away, so they started, Mabel 
in front and Billy fallowing. A great crowd rushed out after 
them and several chauffeurs leaned far out and bent their 
necks and looked at the couple as they went up the street. 
By this time Mabel and Billy were almost blank with amaze
ment, and very little conversation passed between them . 

Finally they got a"'ray from the crowd and were turning 
the corner at East Point drug store. ''Let's go in and get 
some refreshments," said Billy, and Mabel passed in, Billy 
following. Immediately the soda clerk began to laugh. Billy 
ordered drinks. The clerk placed the glasses on the table 
and hurried away, suppressing a broad grin. The confused 
couple sat looking blankly at each other. Billy could stand it 
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no longer, so he arose and emptied two Saratoga milks in the 
clerk's face, and they walked out, Mabel in front and Billy 
f ollo,ving. 

Ten minutes later they \\rere standing just inside the 
front door of Mabel's home. The inexpressible messages 
were exchanged again by a long deep look into each other's 
eyes; then a soft good-bye and Mabel turned to go. Billy 
closed the door and started down the steps. The hall light 
shone through tl1e glass in the front door, and one could see 
quite plainly a person on the walk. Mabel paused and 
turned to take a last look a Billy. She uttered an exclama
tion of surprise and turned pale. She looked a second time 
to see if she w~.s mistaken. Then the line between the ridi
culous and the pathetic faded away and she broke out into 
an almost hysterical laugh. ''Poor Billy!'' thought she. ''I 
understand now,'' but he was too far down the street by 
this time for her to make him understand. 

Billy reached his room and in emphatic language deliv
ered his opinion of the queer actions of the people, as he 
pulled off his coat and threw it on a chair. The trousers 
went likewise, and as they fell on the chair he was astounded 
to see across them several narrow green stripes with about 
an inch of white line showing between. He picked up the 
coat and found five green stripes across the back. ''Well, 
I'll be darned!'' muttered Billy. ''But where did it come 
from?'' 

The next afternoon Billy was strolling through the park 
and came up to the rustic seat under the magnolia. On the 

• 
end of the bench hung a little sign, ''Fresh Paint.'' He 
gazed at it a moment and then said to himself, ''I wonder 
how Mabel escaped.'' And then he smiled sheepishly . 
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Edith Wharton 
A. T. CLINE. 
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HE most complimentarjt 1"emark that can be made 
about an:}' modern novelist is to say that he or she 

feels no call to found a ne,v school of morals. It seems 
that there is something fundamentally antagonistic be
t,,~een the methods of the fiction of to-day, with its 
feminine unrest and clamor for new standards of morality 
on the one hand, and a saner sentiment of deep reverence 
for family ties, the sanctities of the ages, and traditional 
precedents, our greatest inheritances from the past, on the 
other. While the practice of George Eliot should not be 
justified in any way, yet she never failed to urge the 
utmost faithfulness to conventional standards nor ceased to 
revere the laws she had transgressed. Instead of attempt
ing to defend her own course, she proclaimed in later life 
,,rith increased emphasis her allegiance to the laws she 
appears to have violated . 

The tables have been turned since the days of this great 
no,Telist, and now we find our moral ideals being attacked 
througq the books of writers whose own lives are above 
reproach. Some of the most widely read and highly 
praised books of to-day are hardly within the pale of re-

.spectability. But even though this literary debauch seems 
unfortunately to be increasing, still there are many notable 
exceptions to this general rule; and prominent among the 
most "~orthy of these deserves to be placed the name of 
Mrs. Edith Wharton. Her clear insight into the deeper 
things of life, and a rare artistic perfection, have not 
failed to win for her genius an enviable recognition. Her 
books do not deserve to be, nor indeed ever have been, 
classed with ''the books of to-day.'' 

Although Mrs. Wharton has written some half-dozen 
novels, two or three of which have been accorded a place 
along with the sanest and best fiction which has been 
written during the last decade, still, she owes the greater 
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part of her literaty fame to her consummate mastery of the 
short-story. Since the appearance of her first volume of 
stories, ''The Greater Inclination'' in 1899, she has written 
about half a hundred of these. Their uniform excellence 
and almost flawless perfection have always pleased a cer
tain class of the general public. Her works are not of the 
kind to meet with large sales and immediate wide reading; 
yet, as Mr. Arnold Bennett would say, no one who is able 
to tell the difference between a good book and a piece of 
beefsteak can fail to appreciate and enjoy the stories of 
this finished, clever and very subtle literary artist. 

Mrs. Wharton is a woman of broad culture and rare 
mental acuteness, thoroughly cosmopolitan in her sym
pathies, though firm in her belief in the inability of 
a social caste to break down its traditional barriers, and in 
and of itself rise to a higher plane. Her writings are the 
product of a mind rich with a carefully garnered knowledge 
of literature, art and culture. Few, if any women, have 
shown a more keen and piercing insight into the lives, cus
toms, and social conditions of the men and women with 
whom they come in contact. 

Nothing could be truer than the statement that Mrs. 
Wharton learned to write before she wrote. Her first vol
ume is made up of a collection of short stories that would 
contribute to the fame of any modern author. Since then 
her books have shown a broadening and deepening in her 
knowledge and sympathies; yet these changes are those of 
degree rather than kind. So uniform have been the general 
qualities of her books that they defy any attempt at clas
sification according to a scheme corresponding to the devel
opment of the author's ability. The three most notable 
characteristics of her style, perhaps, are polish of phrase, 
sparkling epithet, and a detached, impersonal manne1~. In 
the beginning of her career she took especial delight in dis
playing her verbal cleverness, and her works are inter
spersed with many carefully polished phrases and telling 
epigrams. Among those we find ourselves dwelling over 

I 

are such as these: ''Genius is of small use to a woman 
who does not know how to do her hair,'' and ''In the dis-
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solution of sentimental partnerships it is seldom that both 
associates are able to withdraw their funds at the same 
time.'' Sometimes she shows such a fondness for the use 
of epigrams that one is led to feel that she is attempting to 
show off her cleverness; and when used merely to prove an 
author's ability this becomes an unpardonable blemish. 

Few novelists have proved themselves successful in deal
ing with as widely different themes as Mrs. Wharton has 
made use of. The different settings that are most marked 
in her stories are the decadent civilization with its dilapi
dated castles and impoverished nobility, found under the 
blue, balmy skies of southern Italy; the gay upper society 
and splendid mansions of New York City; and some 
provincial New England village, with its secluded, self
satisfied population. But no matter in what land or clime 
the scene is laid, her stories are very closely akin, and the 
elements which enter into their makeup are largely the 
same. Her subtle and sometimes seemingly exaggerated 
sense of the sequence of some trivial infringement upon 
the unwritten laws of social conduct which to her are as 
inelastic as the law of the Medes and Persians furnishes 
many interesting opportunities for a display of her pecul
iar powers. Her chief delight seems to be to trace the potent 
influence of the inflexible and remorseless law of cause and 
effect. Before ,ve have read many of Mrs. Wharton's stories 
we are confronted with the old and yet unsettled problem of 
why we experience sensations not altogether displeasing 
while contemplating the sorrows and misfortunes of others. 
Her stories ''deal with the victims of fate, men and women 
who are caught in the meshes of circumstance and struggle 
with a hopeless impotence as so many fishes in a drag-net." 
She has a way of making us see straight into the very souls 
of her characters, turning their hearts inside out fully ex
posing them with all their cowaraice and sordidness. 

There seems to be much difference of opinion as to what 
trait of character or trick in the art of the author is respon
sible for this remorseless way she has of dealing with her 
characters. Is it a painful attempt of hers to write of life 
as she has seen it? and is she open to the charge of cynic-
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ism? There certainly seems to be found running through 
the works of Mrs. Wharton a strain that some critics have 
admiringly called a ''well-bred cynicism.'' One critic goes 
so far as to say, ''It merely represents an intellectual atti
tude, the result of wide experience and careful observa
tion. Indeed this cynicism is only that which life is pretty 
sure to teach us all and which inheres in the very conditions 
of a civilized existence.'' Few college students will be willing 
to accept this interpretation of Mrs. Wharton's philosophy 
of life. It is true that there seems to be an attitude of cynic
ism in some of her works, but is there not a feeling that this 
attitude is more a pose than a reality? Isn't it always com
pounded too nicely with its proper antidote a healthy sense 
of humor to appear altogether real? An examination of 
her story ''The Other Two,'' which has been most frequently 
pointed out as a story of cynicism, seems to show that at 
least she is far from being a cynic. 

Waythorn is the husband of a woman " 'ho is gentle and 
affectionate, but who has been twice divorced. She has a 
daughter, an offspring of the first marriage, and in the 
course of time the child's illness brings its father, Mr. Has
kett, into Waythorn's home. At first Alice's husband shud
ders at the thought of living under the same roof with his 
wife's former companion. But before the novelty of the sit
uation has had time to wear off an important business trans
action makes it necessary to call in the second husband . 
After a period of stupefied inaction and musing upon the 
uniqueness of this extraordinary state of affairs, Waythorn 
finds himself gradually becoming reconciled to his peculiar 
situation and, strange to say, curiously at ease with the two 
former consorts of his wife. His wife or rather the wif~e -
is as soft and gentle as ever, and is not embarrassed in the 
least by the singularity of her position, for we find her sit
ting beside her husband in a pale rose dress, smiling with 
a graceful familiarity, and pouring tea for the trio. 

''Waythorn had fancied that a woman can shed her past 
life like a man. But now he saw that Alice was bound to hers 
both by the cirumstances which forced her into continued 
relation with it and by the traces it had left on her nature. 
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With grim irony Waythorn compared himself to the mem
bers of a syndicate. He held so many shares in his wife's 
personality and his predecessors were his partners in the 
business. If there had been any element of passion in the 
transaction he would have felt less deteriorated by it. The 
fact that Alice took her change of husbands like a cl1ange 
of weather reduced the situation to mediocrity. She was 
as easy as an old shoe a shoe that too many feet have 
worn. Her elasticity was the result of a tension in too many 
directions. Alice Haskett Alice Varich Alice Waythorn, 
she had been each in turn, and had left hanging to each 
name a little of her privacy, a little of her personality, a lit
tle of the inmost self where the unknown god abides.'' 

''The House of Mirth'' and ''Valley of Decision,'' are 
notable examples of her longer works that take for their 
tragic motive the struggle and failure of a character whose 
life fate seems to have doomed. But very few of her short
stories fail to embody this tragic theme. In the majority of 
her works the whole action of the story is the outcome of 
some transgression of the law of social righteousness. In 
many instances the social sin 1nay be a comparatively insig
nificant one, but it neve1~ fails to bring untold suffering and 
often complete defeat to the transgressor. In all her works 
the line between right and wrong is clearly drawn, and no 
distinction is made between a partial and a complete viola
tion in the punishment which inevitably follows. In ''The 
Coward,'' a man in the excitement of a destructive earth
quake, momentarily deserts a helpless friend who is killed 
during his absence. Yet a life of sacrifice and t1ntold suffer
ing for thirty-five years is not sufficient to atone for this one 
neglected duty, and his conscience still tells him he is a 
''coward." She uses her characters, every environment, their 
family, and even their moral ideals to weave a network of 
circumstances about them so strong that every attempt of 
the individual to free himself results in his becoming more 
and more entangled in the meshes of the net which was pre
destined to crush his life. None of Mrs. Wharton's char
acters are sufficiently strong to break the bonds which cus
tom and their own peculiar circumstances have wound about 
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them. The most tragic element in most of her stories, like 
that in de Maupassant's, is the fact that the very innocence 
and goodness in her characters are made to contribute t o 
their destruction. Her genius found its climax in the t reat
ment of this theme in her latest and possibly most artisti 
cally per fect long short-story, ''Ethan Fro me.'' 

It is difficult to r ecount the incidents of t his stor y in 
such a way as to give a just appreciation of the masterfu l 
,vay Mrs. Wharton has vvoven together a description of t he 
setting, the action, and the personal traits of the common
place character involved. The differ ent incidents of the 
story examined apart from their proper connection might 
seem ridiculous or nauseating, but t aken in their proper re
lation they form a story of almost perfect t1nity and \Ve 
feel in the end that not an unnecessary stroke or a word too 
much is given. We are taken in the very beginning of the 
book into the midst of a New England winter scene and 
shown the crippled form of Ethan Frome as he appear s se,,
eral years after the tragedy. Then little by little the details 
of the fateful event are gathered up until it is complete as 
told to us. 

''Married to a hideous hypochondriac older than himself , 
Ethan Frome labors day after day to drag the bare neces
sities of life from his arid, rocky patch of New England 
land, while his wife tries patent-medicines and quack doc
tors for the relief of her supposed infirmities. Their whole 
life is steeped in a thick vapor of utter despair through 
which the young and vigorot1s Ethan attempts now and then 
to penetrate.'' The only ray of hope and gladness that comes 
into his life is brought by a pretty young niece who, being 
herself without a home, comes to help her aunt with the 
household work. The repugnant wife suspects that her hus
band and niece are growing fond of each other and deter
mines to send the girl away. Ethan has to submit and con
sents to drive the girl to the station. 

''It was while driving her over to the station that Ethan 
consents to the girl's wish that once more he will take her 
coasting do,vn a long hill. It is a long, steep, breathless 
rush \Vith a gia11t tree towering near the foot, to be dexter-
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ously avoided at the last moment. How much easier 
instead of letting he1~ go away to face unknown struggles, 
,,,bile he remained behind eating out his heart ,vith loneli
ness how much easier merely to forget to steer! One shock 
of impact and the end would come. And to this the girl 
consents.'' But just he1~e fate plays one of its grimmest 
tricks; instead of death she receives only a broken spine, 
and he a warped and twisted frame. In this condition they 
are carried back home to eke out the remainder of their days 
in the very presence of the wife who stands for fate 
in the stor y. While she in spite of her imaginary ailments, 
must care for the invalid whom she, on account of jealousy, 
had meant to send a ,,Ta)r. 
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The Her111it's Goodbye 

G. G. WARD. 

To sliiin alike the g1·ave old man, 

And tlie glad-voiced little p1·attling cJiild, 
The hermit dwelt on a patliless slope 
Of wooded moitntain lone and wild. 

T lie tall acacias 1'·ound his liut, 
That fr·om a dim and dateless past 

Had glowed eacli spring with blossoms white, 
Now brig litly bloorried for him their last . 

''Soon o' e1· me ivi1ids u1ilieard shall 1noan, 
A1id gently bowing pines shall sigli. 
Witliout a tea1· froni thankless ma1i-
A mid such 1''equiems ,let me lie. 

''Fa1·ewell, 0 ivondrous azu1·e depths, 
O com?'·ades, shelte1"ing rock and t1·ee ! 
Ear·tli-wa1·ming sun, to thee farewell, 
And lieigJits so 1~ugged, wild and free!'' 
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The Waif 
ROGER REEVES. 

UBBIE often wondered where he came from, and 
how he got his name. Whenever he asked he was 

answered by a strange look and a shake of the head. 
The first thing he remembered was a trinket-shop run 

by an old woman who cuffed and scolded him, beat him when 
he did not sell all of his papers, and often, to keep in prac
tice, beat him when he did. 

After such occasions Cubbie would creep to bed without 
supper, and from sheer exhaustion and hunger and weep
ing, would fall asleep. On the next day he would greet his 
customers with a cheerful face and merry whistle that 
would lead one to think that he never knew the things that 
make the heart hunger. But the cheerful little face was 
sometimes rewarded. The puffy man, who wore glasses on 
the end of his nose, and looked neither to right nor left, 
would toss him anything from a dime to a quarter without 
seeming to notice. The lady who usually came hurrying 
with a lunch-basket on her arm, would take time to stop, 
and after a little search would find for him a nickel. She 
would perhaps return his smile of good cheer, and then 
hurry on. To both he would give his ''tanks,'' and go on his 
way whistling, perhaps one note higher. Sometimes he 
would meet Ned, the other newsy, who would point a 
finger sniggeringly at his ragged trousers. At this Cubbie 
would stop, and his little dirty fist would clench as he 
answered, ''Aw, cheese it, you lobster.'' 

When the papers were all sold, Cubbie would count his 
change, and with the tips, if there should be any, would 
purchase some chocolate drops or a picture-book, anything 
he thought would please Mary, the little cripple girl who 
lived across the hall. Sometimes the old woman would 
know that there should be some extra, and then his little 
lies would be to no avail. After receiving a most unmerci
ful whipping, he would slip away to his dingy room, and 
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there fall upon the straw bed, bury his little face in his 
arms, and weep as if his heart would break. Then Mary 
,,;.rould hobble to his room and kneeling, would place her 
cheek against his, and in this way express her childish 
sympathy. Between sniffles, he ,vould relate his woe. Then 
she would pull his little face up and kiss the dirty rings 
around his eyes, and the tear-streaks on his cheek until he, 
la1.1ghing throug·h his tears, would say, ''Shucks ! it don't 
hoit." 

They would then get the picture-book, and with their faces 
near each other, their childish trouble would give place to 
the fairies of ,i\i~onderland. Thus they would revel until dis
covered by the old vvoman, vvho would p1 .. omptly burn the 
book and find something for Cubbie to do. 

Despite the price of physical suffering that Cubbie had 
to pay, he was always scheming and devising some plan by 
which he could give Mary pleasure. She gave him in re
turn that for which his little soul hungered, the most lov
ing sympathy. 

On the day before Christmas, the lady that always hur
ried, had something else besides the nickel for Cubbie. She 
gave him a little square card, with the explanation that if 
he would come to a certain place to-morrow he would get 
real turkey, jam and cake for his Christmas dinner. Cubbie 
gave his customary ''tanks," with perhaps an extra tone of 
appreciation. Being so elated over the prospects, he for got 
his remaining papers. 

''Just tink ! toikey, real toikey, and jam with cake and 
cream.'' At this moment he ran into Ned, the other newsy, 
who brought him to earth by punching him a little harder 
than was necessary. 

''Aw, what yer take yerself fer, de banker gent?'' 
At any other time Cubbie would have returned the punch, 

but just then he was preoccupied. 
''Say, Ned, has yer seen ther lady wid 'er grand rags?'' 

Ned understandingly answered, 
''Nawp, what's on?'' 
''Cheese it, den, and get yer a ticket to de grand feast 

to-morrow. See?'' And here he displayed his treasure . 
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Without further ado Ned ''ducked,'' as he would have 
termed it. 

Cubbie's ecstacy was soon spoiled by a problem that con
fronted him. Should he tell the old woman? And if so, 
what would happen? 

From past experience l1e knew she would devise some 
scheme to rob him of his pleasure. Considering this, he was 
not long deciding that such a course would be folly. The 
thing that worried him most was whether he should tell 
Mary. He reasoned with himself that if he should tell her, 
he would be enjoying something that they could not share. 
Not that she ,vould envy him his pleasure, but that she 
would feel forsaken. Then again, he reasoned that as she 
was a girl, '' 'Tain't zack'ly her place,'' as he phrased it. 

Upon reaching home, this disturbance of mind was added 
to by the realization of the fact that he had not disposed of 
all his papers. As usual, he received a severe whipping, and 
was sent to bed ,¥ithout his supper, where he lay and cried 
until his little head ached as well as his back. It was thus 
that little Mary, with her usual ,¥atch-care, knowing of his 
plight, slipped to his room ~rith her own supper that sl1e 
had stolen out for him. 

''Don't try, Tt1bbie, Ise dot youse some supper." 
Usually Mary could console Cubbie when nothing else 

would, but this time he began crying afresh; not from the 
physical pain he was suffering, but from remorse of con
science, mingled with that gladness tl1at an understanding 
sympathy will give to a child. Mary, realizing that his grief 
was beyond her to console, buried her face beside his and did 
that which is so characteristically beautiful of her sex
cried with him. Finally their grief abated, and MarJr, 
unnoticed, slipped from the room. 

The great r·ound moon rose and peeped through his win
dow, as if it wished Cubbie pleasant dreams and a merry 
Christmas. He lay wondering: ''Will Mary get a Christ
mas dinner?'' Then, after an interval, he sighed and mut
tered to himself, ''Course she will.'' Then he fell asleep. 

That night Cubbie dreamed of a large hall lit up with 
beautiful candles, in the center of which was a large table 
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bountifully laden with turkey, jam, cream and all the goodies 
that make up a feast. 

The next morning he ate his breakfast hurriedly, and with 
his bag of papers he began his round. To-day he worked 
very diligently. His cheerful face and merry whistle seemed 
to have been forgotten. His face wore a look of determi
nation that would have been more fitting to an older person. 
Like a little ant he hurried from one place to another. 
''Morning News? Yes, sir, Morning News, tanks,'' and on 
he went. In a short time he had sold out, when he returned 
home and gave the old woman a dollar extra, over which she 
,vas so much pleased that the customary cuffs and scolds 
were forgotten, and Cubbie slipped out unnoticed. His next 
thought was Mary, whom he quickly found. Then very skill
fully he invented for her a little lie of a great Christmas 
dinner he had just left. He placed his hands behind him and 
said, ''Guess what Ise got fer you.'' But before she had 
the time to guess, he was showing her the ticket and search
ing for her mitts. For fear the noise of her crutches would 
give them away, he lifted her up bodily and carried her to 
the street. As Mary had never been out but a few times 
before, she found many things that she would have liked 
very much to linger over. The bells of all the churches were 
ringing. From some of the buildings could be heard the 
voices of children singing, and in one they had a peep at a 
real Christmas tree, one just like that in the picture-book. 
Several times Cubbie, who was accustomed to seeing such 
things, had to hurry Mary or else they would have missed 
the feast. The streets were thronged with taxis and horses 
gaily decl{ed. The noise of giant crackers could be heard 
on every side. 

Just as they were crossing Thirty-first street, some one 
sent up a beautiful sky-rocket, at which Mary just had to 
stop and look. From the south of Thirty-first street there 
came a large taxi, facing another turning from Broadway. 
The distance to each was about the same, when Cubbie first 
saw them. He knew they woufd pass each other at about 
the place he was standing. His first thought was to jump 
between them, which he could easily have done; he had done 
the same thing many times before. But as he prepared to 
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jump he saw Mary. She was standing not five feet in front 
of the oncoming car. Like a flash he sprang towa1~d her with . 
all the strength he had. 

At first Mary was too dazed to know what had happened, 
but soon found she was not hurt. It was not so with Cubbie; 
his mangled little form was found lying near the curbstone. 
As they raised him, there was a small red stain upon his lips. 
His little face was deathly white, but as Mary beseechingly 
called his name, there came slowly back a little color of life. 
Once his eyes fluttered, then there came a faint sign of his 
old cheerful smile, as he muttered almost inaudibly, ''Course 
she will.'' Then with a tightening of his little lips, he fell 
back limp and lifeless. 

The next day, the lady that always hurried, did not have 
time to notice, and the broker who wore glasses on the end 
of his nose stopped, thought he had forgotten ~on1ething, 
then decided he was mistaken, and walked on. But there 
was a little cripple who detected a note missing from the 
song the city made. 
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HOMER L. GRICE. 

I 

l World It is not possible to estimate ho,,1 much good 
Peace will come from the series of lectures which 
have just been delivered in many of the literary college~ of 
our country by Professor Phillip Van Ness l\1:yers, tJ?~ emi
nent historian, under the supervision of the United s~ates 
Bureau of Education. That these lectures on the etl1ics 
of wa1· and peace and intra-national and international 
ethics, are timely, there can be no doubt. Neither can it 
be doubted that they have met with an enthusiastic and 
thoughtful hearing on the part of college students. It is 
likely, of course, that many who heard the lectures gladly 
have already for gotten the professor's stirring message, a 
message which was to them only a pleasing entertainment. 
On the other hand, the suggestiveness of the historical data 
and the deductions drawn from them, have no doubt put 
many serious students to thinking on the questions invol,1ed, 
with the result that they will go more fully into the sub
ject for themselves and become also advocates of universal 
peace. 

Among the college students of to-day are most of the 
congressmen and senators, judges and ambassadors, cabi
net ministers and presidents of to-morro,,1 • Among them 
are our future editors and lecturers, eminent prof esso1·s 
and effective preacr. -s. Among them are the men who will 
most profoundly shape the destin''~ not only of our r epub
lic, but also of the world in the ~,ears to come. Commis
sioner Claxton has realized this, and if his efforts through 
Professor Myers convert only one ''man of destiny'' to the 
inauguration of a world peace, his labors ,, .. ill not have been 
• • 1n vain. 

There "''as one deduction particularly in the lecture Pro
fesso1· Myers delivered at 1Vlercer that e,1'ery one needs to 
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grasp and think th1 .. ough fox· l1imself. It was in substance 
this: 

The countless wars of the past and the war spirit domi
nant to-day among the great nations of the world have 
reacted on the lives of all the people and affected their social, 
political, and business ethics. That is why we see men car
rying on their political campaigns and business operations 
after· the manner of war. War causes men to kill, to de
ceive, to destroy property, to violate nearly all the com
mandments of the decalogue. Men call business and the 
resultj.pg competition a form of war; therefore they ruth
lessly rorce their competitors to the wall whenever they can, 
by fair means or foul. That is why so many business men 
say and also believe that they can not carry their Chris
tianity into their business realms : it doesn't mix with 
war. The san1e is true also to a large extent in the politi
cal world. Men do in politics and business many unfair 
and un-Christian things which they would never think of 
doing elsewhere. Confront them with their wrong doing 
and they justify themselves, in their own estimation at least, 
bJ" saying that politics is war, and that business is war. 

_A,.. tremendous opportunity lies before the people of the 
present generation. The Hague tribunal may be sadly lack
ing in concrete power; but the thing that the Hague tribunal 
stands for is a mighty principle. The arbitration treaties 
that President Taft is trying to have ratified may fail of 
ratification; and we may war "ritli England again, or cross 
swords with France. But even if these efforts fail, the 
count1'"y-wide discussion that has resulted will serve as a 
povlerful factor for the strengthening of the peace idea. It 
i~ discussion that ,ve need, an exposui; of the false ethics 
that underlie the waging of wars, the carrying on of a con
stant propaganda; the realization must follow. 

The lectures of Professor Myers are timely; the efforts 
of Commissioner Claxton along this line are in the highest 
degree patriotic. May there come as a result a serious con
sideration on the part of all college students of the princi
ples involved. May this movement, in connection with the 
other great peace movements of our time, resuJt, at no dis-
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tant day, in the ove1~thr0\\1 of standing armie and terrible. 
death-dealing navies, and the diverting of the billions that 
yeaI·ly go into preparation~ for \\1ar into expenclitures for 
libraries, and colleges, and schools, and highv.1a:}1S, and play
grounds, and model tenement , and the p1~opagation of the 
message that v.1ill effect the ulti1nate brotherhood of man. 

White Fields and Long ago the Master spoke of fields ,vhite 
the College unto the har,,est. He made an urgent call for 
Y. M. C. A. 1 b I . d b H. d . t a orers. nsp1re )r 1s om1nan person-
ality, men began to heed His c1~y. From His day to ours, no 
matter how many people ,,o}unteered their services, the fields 
continued white. They are white to-da)1 ; white they ,,,ill be 
to-morrow. Grov.1ing ot1t of the sins of society, ten thousand 
problems present themsel,res to the consideration of think
ing men. Some of these problems are almost as old as the 
race; others have risen in recent times; and no doubt, out 
of the mal-adjustments of the morrow still others will 
become serious. Let man go where he will, he can not 
get out of hearing of calls for help, help in the way of serv
ice, help as a laborer in the vvhitened harvest fields. 

Since, then, there is work to do, ,vork that calls for sac
rifice, for strenuous effort, for sustained enthusiasm, it is 
fortunate for college students that there are social service 
organizations to direct them to these weighty problems and 
enlist them for service; for these students, full of the 
spirit of reform, idealistic. in their attitude toward the 
future, responsive to the appeals for volunteers in an effort 
to uplift the race, in spite of their enthusiasm, need to have 
their efforts guided into those channels ,vhere largest results 
may be obtained in order that there may be the least pos
sible wasted energy . 

It is in this connection that Tlie Me1·ce, .. ian desires to com
mend to its readers the great work being done by the Stude1it 
Department of the International Committee of the Young 
Men's Christian Association. As broad in its field of opera
tions as all the colleges that exist throughout the world, it 
is constantly bringing to the attention of the millions of 
young men ~tudents the great social problems that have to 
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do with large masses of society. To foster this work, it 
sends trained secretaries to all the colleges to acquaint the 
students with what they have an opportunity to do and help 
them organize for a systematic study of these problems .. 

Whether it be to enlist volunteers for the foreign mission 
fields, or to institute research work in city slums, or to get 
students to establish night-schools and gymnasium classes 
for poor children in factory and tenement districts, or to 
organize study classes on negro life, unassimilated immi
grants, child-labor, race degeneracy, or any number of other 
things, its work is both timely and effective. Through its 
Christian leadership hundreds of thousands of the most 
virile college students are each decade acquainting them
selves with vital questions; with the result that they are 
going forth to render material assistance in the many 
movements of the day organized for the uplift of society 
and the betterment of man. Truly, this work of the Y. M. 
C. A. is fraught witli tremendous possibilities. Without any 
flare of trumpets it is quietly preparing the way for the 
accomplishment of many great things on some to-morrow. 
The Christian ideals it is instilling into these thousands of 
students are not without significance; for many of these 
ideals will eventuate in realities. The Savior of Men is richly 
blessing the work among the world's college students, f r om 
whom, in increasing numbers, will come the laborers who 
are to work in the whitened fields and help usher in ''the 
parliament of man, the federation of the world,'' when the 
,vill of the Father shall be done on earth as it is in Heaven. 
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A. T. CLINE. 

The Long \Vhen you fi1~st heard of ''The Long Roll,'' 
Roll you doubtless put your wits to work to dis-
cover if by some means you might not arrive at a satisfac
tory explanation of the very title of the book. If you knew 
nothing at all of the theme which Miss Johnston had chosen 
for this great literary effort, in musing over the question 
you could very easily have thought of it in connection with 
the ''roll'' of a certain writer whose methods Anthony 
Trollope has humorously narrated. He tells of an author 
who wrote indiscriminately on any subject which the thought 
or inspiration of the moment suggested. His writings were 
not classified according to subject matter, but were \vritten 
on one continuous sheet in the order in which his thoughts 
came. This sheet was then rolled up on a roller which was 
attached to the wall at a convenient distance above his desk. 
If an editor desired to purchase a story of a few thousand 
words, a portion of the ''long roll'' containing the I'equired 
number of words was unwound from the roller and the 
sheet, like ribbon from a bolt, was clipped off. 

Perhaps you had a very high estimate of Miss Johr1-
ston's ability as an author, and knew how great a love 
she bears for the South as a whole, and for Virginia, l1er 
native state, in particular, and you very readily inferred 
from the name of the novel that it was so named because 
it was an unwinding from the ''roll'' of the author's mem
ory, a beautiful and soul-inspiring message concerning her 
own country. Material for many great novels is written by 
observation and experience on the minds of many of the 
South's noble women who passed through the dark days of 
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the sixties, and Southern people have never failed to show 
due appreciation for any author whose genius proved capa
pable of unwinding the treasured stores which memory has 
preserved. If you knew that the book had Gen. T. J. Jackson 
as its hero, and was meant to give a just appreciation of 
this great man, together with an account of the many long 
forced marches and bloody battles in which the ''Army of 
Virginia'' took part during the first three years of the awful 
war between the states, you no doubt under stood the author's 
purpose in giving this name to her book. 

If one could for get that this is a book by a Southern 
woman, having the struggle of the South as its central 
theme, it vvould be more difficult to say which of these three 
possible explanations of the name ''Long Roll'' receives 
most corroboration from the book itself. We certainly feel 
that the author's method of trying to alternate the chap
ters dealing with the war with those of a love-story, is an 
unpardonable blunder. The jumbling together of these two 
stories for the purpose of obtaining the heightening effects 
of suspense is most certainly a bungling piece of literary 
art, and results in leaving an impression upon the mind of 
the reader not very unlike that to be derived from the 
works of the author who used the ''roller device.'' The love
story, considered apart from the r est of the book, is a very 
beautiful one and charmingly told. But we do not think 
any author is ever excusable who hinders the whole prog
ress of two magnificent armies on the very verge of a deadly 
encounter, by injecting several pages of a love-story, be 
the story ever so good. Who would not feel disappointed 
in a book when the writer, after having led his reader up 
to the point of keenest interest as to the outcome of a great 
battle, brings the progress of the story to a halt by telling at 
,veary length of the positions and equipment of the oppos
ing armies? The lack of sympathetic and warm-blooded 
life in her descriptions of both marches and battles makes us 
feel that the battles waged by the South's b1 .. avest men and 
directed by hei-· noblest he1 .. oes were much less 1 .. eal and 
heroic than we have been accustomed to think. 
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While we admire the spirit ,,1hich prompted the author to 
write ''Tl1e Long Roll,'' and have not the slightest doubt 
that the conception of it was both noble and heroic, yet 
frankness compels us to say that considered solely as a work 
of literary art, the many noble sentiments of patriot
ism, sympathy and admiration for our Southern heroes, 
which without doubt exist in the very soul of Miss Johnston, 
have not received adequate and fitting expressions. So 
much for the purely literary value of the book. 

To say that ''The Long Roll'' is not great literature does 
not carry with it the statement that its author does not 
deserve much praise for the many high sentiments which 
the book embodies. Those of us who have never seriously 
considered how great a part of the distress and suffering 
which the war brought was borne by the South's noble 
women have a great message to receive from the book. The 
narration and description of the heroic sacrifices of these 
women in order that through their efforts some soldie1· at 
the front might have a new blanket or a comfortable uni
form, togethe1-- ,vith the bravery displayed by them i11 at
tending the wounded in the field hospitals, show that Miss 
Johnston strongly felt what she has said. We can fully 
indorse her attitude of high and almost sacred veneration 
for the unselfish spirit displayed by the patriotic, noble
souled Southern women. The people of the South have not 
been slo,v in expressing their hearty appreciation and 
acknowledging a debt of g1 .. atitude to Miss Johnston for her 
excellent tribute to the ,vives, mothers and sisters of the 
Southern soldiers. 

The arguments she puts into the speeches of her char-
acters, both in favor of and against the war, show her to 
be a fair and able student of American history. It would 
be hard to find a fairer and truer summing up of all the 
conditions which led up to the war, or a clearer statement 
of the attitude which our Southern people took in this 
connection. For this part of her book we have only \Vords 
of appreciation. The love affair between Richard Cleave 
and Judith Cary is one of deep and beautiful sentiment, and 
is told in charming language. Told by itself it " 'ould add 
fame to the reputation of any modern story-teller. 
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The one thing in ,,,hich the book falls short of our 
expectations is in the portrayal of the life of Gen. ''Stone
wall'' Jackson. While Miss Johnston seems to have at .. 
tempted to set forth the life of this great general in a way 
which would be perfectly true to the facts of his life, still 
she has been more successful in i1nparting a knowledge 
of his imperfections than in giving proper dimensions to his 
greatness. The insignificant whims and mannerisms of 
the hero about whom the people of the South will listen to 
nothing but words of praise and admiration, have been ex
aggerated at the expense of his virtues. If, as it has been 
said, Abbot's ''Life of Napoleon," did much towards causing 
the world to receive its hero with greater admiration, by 
sympathetically dra"'1ing a veil over Napoleon's faults and 
setting forth his virtues in words of unrestrained worship, 
it can be said, with little fear of contradiction, that ''The 
Long Roll,'' which in some ,vays bears a striking resem
blance to Mr. Abbot's ,vork, if considered too seriously is 
capable of lowering the estimate now placed upon the life 
and character of Jackson. The author has failed to make 
a proper discrimination betvveen personal eccentricities and 
the sterner qualities that contribute greatness to men. Miss 
Johnston comes dangerously near carrJring her treatment 
of General Jackson's religio11s attitude to the point of sac
rilege. We think this should be said in justice to the mem.; 
ory of one of the noblest men the South has yet produced, 
yet Miss Johnston should not be censured too severely for 
this painful attempt to give to this great hero his just 
deserts, for we cannot but believe that the story attempts to 
set forth the character of a truly great man. She feared 
the tendency to make him a demi-god and this, together with 
her inability to bring out in str ong lines the real greatness 
of the man, is responsible for this distortion . 

' 
Notes ''Dan11,1 's Own Story," "'1ritten by Don l\1ar-

quis, formerly on the editorial staff of the 
Atlanta Journal, is a delightful story of boy life and the 
adventures of wandering youth. It will be highly appre
ciated by the people of Georgia, both because its author 
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v,as a citizen of this state for many years, and also from 
the fact that the scene of its most interesting chapters is 
laid in Atlanta. It is a book teeming with humor and buoy
ant with spontaneity and a keen insight into life. Critics 
have been favorably impressed with this the first work of 
its author. 

Mr. Theodore Dreiser's ''Sister Carrie," published some 
ten years ago, is said by modern English novelists to have 
been the best novel sent over the water in twenty years. 
IIis last work, ''Jennie Gerhart,'' is said to be one of stark 
r eality. It is the unbiased history of an unselfish girl in a 
world of essentially selfish people ; and places before us the 
drab r ecord of two mishandled lives. While the book has 
chosen to avoid conventions, its morals are by no means 
topsy-turvy. It is the tale of the defeat of a woman, who 
asks only to give, and a picture of the loveliness of that 
doomed nature. The book is in no way open to the charge 
of sentimentality and the truth behind the facts make par
donable many crudities of performance. 

''The Money Moon,'' by Jeffery Farnol, author of ''The 
Broad Highway,'' one of the most highly read and appr e
ciated books of last year, is a tale of romantic adventure. 
The author's latest book bids fair to prove as popular with 
a wide circle of readers as his former works. 

Sam Jones once said that he liked flowers and religion, 
but that he despised botany and theology. While most of 
us enjoy a good laugh immensely, yet this doesn't mean 
that constant merriment would accompany the reading of 
Mr. Bergson's philosophical inquiry into the meaning of the 
comic. Humor ceases to produce laughter when examined 
with a view to determining its basal elements. Few cur
rent books have received as much attention from literary 
critics as Mr. Henri Bergson's ''Laughter.'' Many have 
chosen to make an exhaustive study of the book and give a 
full interpretation of its message. ...t\.s a rule ''Laughter'' 
has met with favorable comment. 
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Along with the agitation for ''woman suffrage,'' ''women 
civil officers,'' ''women lawyers,'' and a renewed interest 
among women generally, there is being developed a class 
of women, without the odium of sensation attached to them, 
who bid fair to surpass in numbers, at least, the opposite 
sex, as w1,.iters of fiction. While the larger part of the read
ing public has for some time been composed of women, yet 
it is only during the last few years that they have come to 
write such a large part of our fiction. The January numbe1 .. 
of the ''Bookman,'' gives a list of twenty-seven authors who 
wrote one of the ''six best sellers'' during the past year. 
Twelve of this number are women. The most prominent 
among these are Mrs. Barclay, Miss Abbott and Miss Mary 
Johnston. ''The Rosary," by Mrs. Barclay, was possibly the 
most popular book of the year, while her other book, ''The 
Mistress of Shenstone," also met with an unusually large 
sale. Miss Abbott's ''Molly Make Believe,'' held its place 
among the favored six during the first six months of the 
year. The public seized upon Miss Johnston's ''The Long 
Roll'' upon its first appearance and during the month of 
August it was by far the most read book of the month. It 
also occupied the first place during September, but it only 
came in for a sixth place during October. ''The Iron 
Woman,'' by Margaret Deland, should also be mentioned in 
this connection, although it was not published till nearly the 
close of the year, and therefore can not be compared with 
the others on this basis. 
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( N ote.- On account of the continued illness of l.vI r. Hudson, i\1 r. 
John B. Cobb, '14, l1as edited "Exchanges" this month.- Editor-in
Chief.) 

The Wake One of the most ,1oluminous of all our ex
Forest Student chang·es this month is the lll ake Fo1·e,'3t Stu-
de1it. Of cou1·se size in itself is of little importance, but 
when the magazine is filled ,vith as good reading matter as 
the ''Student'' is, then it certainly does count. The leading 
article consists of a series of letters written by Mr. L. R. 
Mills, now professo1-- at Wake Forest, ,vhile he "'Tas i11 the 
Confederate Army. He addressed them to his brother, of 
course without any idea of their ever being made public. 
In this way they furnish a deep and true insight into the 
camp life of the sixties. The stories of this issue a1~e all 
well developed and likel)r to prove attractive to all readers. 
The essays, too, are indeed worthy of note. ''Sto1"iettes'' is 
the name of a very t1nique department. Tl1e three ~hort 
stories appearing under that head are all good, but most • 
especially we would commend the ''Skull Hunter." In its 
weird effects it puts the reader in mind of some of Poe's 
stories. The poetry of the ''Student'' is about on a par ,vith 
the prose. ''The Southland'' is the expression of the loyal 
sentiments of a true son of the South. ''The Late German 
Examination," written "'rith apologies to Poe, \\1ill doubtless 
find many readers fully in sympathy with its last lines; 

''Stamping, staring, storming, stuttering, 
One sole thought they all were uttering

'We'll take German nevermore.''' 

All things taken into consideration, the ''Student'' seems 
to us to be one of the best magazines 1·eceived by this 
department. 
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The Another of the best college publications which 
Georgian has fallen into our hands is the Geot·gian. It 
contains several stories and essays, all of them short and 
to the point. Of the three stories, two, ''When Dogs Desert'' 
and ''Kinks and Pink Powder,'' deal with the humorous side 
of negro life, and the third, ''The G. M. & I.," with a success
ful deal in the stock market. They are all interestingly 
written. None of them, however, make any pretension to 
being literary. The two essays are both well executed and 
worthy of praise. The poems of the Georgian, especially 
''The Forest," and ''The Sea," both by editor-in-chief, seem 
to us to be above the standard of the prose. In these the 
author displays an understanding of nature considerably 
above the ordinary. We wish to suggest to the editors that 
an occasional photograph or drawing to break the monotony 
of the printed page 1night add considerably to the appear
ance and the popularity of the magazine. 

The Furman Our chief criticism of the Echo is that its 
Echo literary editors are not careful enough 
about the stories which they use. Some of the articles 
would find a place in almost any college magazine, but others 
would hardly be suitable for a high-school paper. The 
editors have certainly secured the support of the under
classmen, but it seems to us that some of their articles have 
greatly lowered the literary standard of the Echo. The first 
story, ''HOV\' Nathan Became a Patriot," is rather interest
ing, but despite the fact that it is somewhat long drawn out, 
the author never gives sufficient grouncf for Nathan's com
plete change of conscience. ''The Temptation'' has beyond a 
doubt an excellent plot. We believe, however, that it, too, 
would be improved if it were condensed. ''Through High
School'' might have been interesting if it had been the true 
biography of a great man, but as it is, it hardly contains 
enough plot to warrant its publication. In short, every
thing happens just as the reader expected. The author of 
''The Boat, the Umbrella, and the Girl,'' carries his readers 
to a high point of interest and then introduces a very suc
cessful anti-climax. ''A Scientific Expedition'' also attempts 
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an anti-climax, but this story has lost its interest before 
it reaches that point. "The Lily" would be far better suited 
for the children's page of some paper than for a college 
magazine. Since all the other articles in the Echo are well 
written, its chief weakness seems to lie in its stories . 

• 

The We were indeed glad to receive the initial 
Levana number of the Levana, the organ of the Geor-
gia State Normal School. In this one issue it has achieved 
two things which many of its older contemporaries may 
justly covet; it has secured an artistic cover, and it has 
made its pages attractive by the insertion of a few appro
priate cuts. The literary department, while not as good as 
some we have seen, wil1, we believe, steadily improve as 
the editors become more experienced. We congratulate the 
State Normal on its periodical, and we sincerely wish for it 
a long and prosperous Jif e. 

The Mississippi "A Christmas Creed," which forms the front-
ColJege · · f th D b M · · · · C ll Magazine 1sp1ece o e ecem er ississippi o ege 
Magazine, is one of the most attractive pages which we 
have ever seen in a publication of this character. This mag
azine contains an unusual feature in the photographs and 
biographies of two of the leading students now attending 
college there. Only one story can be found in this issue, and 
that, as its heading shows, was a class theme. The other 
articles, while very good, are not such as to interest the 
majority of the students. 
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E. CLEM POWERS. 

It would be amiss if tl1is department neglected to per
petuate in magazine annals the splendid record made by our 
basketball team this season. On the trip through Georgia 
and Florida, it left the enemy scattered and confused on 
every field, and returned to accomplish even more stupen
dous feats on its own battleground. No doubt Roddenberry, 
Gaines, Cook, Doyle, Westmoreland and Irwin, form one of 
the snappiest and most thoroughly trained teams in tl1e 
South. Dr. Stroud is to be congratulated for so successfully 
shaping up such splendid material. 

We are anticipating equally as fine a showing in baseball. 
Some of tl1e old men are gone ( and they will be sadly 
missed), but new men have dropped in ~1ho will no doubt 
successfully fill up the gap. On the whole the prospects are 
alluring. 

Jordan: 
Mitchell: 

''Mitchell, you kno,v I have about 40 ties.'' 
'' About $4 worth, eh?'' 

Andrews says Swain's three greatest faults are: 1st 
chewing tobacco; 2d, chewing it like a billy goat; and 3d, 
consummately conglomerating his fabulous prevarication. 
which last is a gentle way of expressing its equivalent. 

At a meeting of the non-fraternity organization on Mon
day night, January 15th, two splendid addresses were deliv
ered by Messrs. Chas. H. Garrett, and W. A. Galt, each 
enunciating in characteristic style, the principles of the side 
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for which he stood. The talks were instructive and enthu
siastic and typical of a conservative rivalry which neith~r 
side could have cause to regret. 

A1,.rangements ,vere made for having group pictures made 
of the members for publication in the Cauldron. It was 
unanimously agreed that the organization should meet regu
larly the fi1--st Tuesday night in each month. 

Some nights ago, some of the boys coming in rather late 
were startled by the strains of some very weird music aris
ing from the depths of Tattnall Square. They didn't stop to 
investigate, and the matter would no doubt be still a mys
tery but that next day Prof. Godfrey brought in a hat very 
carelessly left on the square by one of the mystified ramblers. 
Pinkey Johnston smelled a mouse, as all good newspaper 
men will do, and set about to deduce some information. He 
learned that it was the weekly meeting night of the faculty 
glee club. Their musical instrument is an ancient bag-pipe, 
V\rhich they each play in turn. Their repertoire consists of 
''She's a Daisy, She's a Dandy,'' ''I Won't Go Home Till 
Mornin," ''Fuzzy Wuzzy,'' and others equally awe-in-

• • sp1r1ng. 
The creation of such an institution will no doubt be wel

comed by the students, especially those whose nocturnal 
wanderings do not carry them in the neighborhood of Tatt
nall Square. 

Prof. Turner can get his hat from the College office. 

Photographer (to the Seniors) : ''Now, look pleased, and 
when I finish you can look natural again.'' 

Porter : ''Touchton, I'm getting to where I don't pay 
very much attention to automobiles, now." 

Now that national politics are on the boom, why not get 
a little of the boomerang infused into the student body. 
The prospects seem to be that this campaign will be one in 
which the college may be called upon to play an important 
part. Let's not be slow about falling into line with other 
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institutions. All those who belive in Wilson, form a Wilson 
club, and those for Underwood, an Underwood club, and 
those who espouse the cause of ''Teddy'' forget it, and tho~e 
who relish nothing in particular, form a Taft club; and .. ~o 
on to the end of the list. In short, lets catch the spirit and 
help our candidate to win. 

Dr. Forrester: ''Mr. Alford, what bird did Noah turn 
out of the Ark?'' 

Alford: ''A jaybird.'' 

It will be a pleasure to the boys to know that Mr. N. F. 
Williamson, of the class of '11, has been elected Secretary 
and Treasurer of the Chicamauga Mfg. Co., of Rome. This 
is a position that reflects credit upon Mr. Williamson, and 
he will no doubt reciprocate the honor. 

The subject of a leap year impromptu debate in the Cice
ronian Society was : ''Resolved, That woman should pro
pose.'' Much argument was produced pro and con. The 
most important point was that brought out by Mr. Futch. 
He said, in effect: ''Personal experience is a great con
vincer. I was once on the verge of a proposal. My soul 
was afire. I had reached the psychological moment, and 
was about to advance the fatal question, when I swallowed 
my tobacco. Gentlemen, I am still a bachelor and am likely 
to remain so for many years to come. I think that inasmuch 
as women are more particular in their use of tobacco than 
men, they should be given a chance.'' Mr. Fussel replied, 
''That if, on the other hand, the lady had been proposing, Mr . 
Futch would, in the excitement, have swallowed the same 
tobacco, and the predicament would have been ridiculously 
as embarrassing.'' 

In the face of such argument, the judges didn't have the 
nerve to affirm the decision. 

Mr. Park: ''Mr. Whitman, what is a partnership?'' 
Whitman: ''It's a hard question.'' 

.. 
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Among the old boys around on the campus recently were 
Adams, Sims and Bartlett. 

Read the Bingville Bugle. 

One of the really intellectual treats afforded the Mercer 
community was the lecture Friday, February 2d, by the 
eminent historian and scholar, Dr. Philip Van Ness Myers, 
on intra-national and international ethics. The attractive 
personality of Dr. Myers gave a greatly increased interest 
to a lecture filled with deep knowledge and broad under
standing of the great formative movements of the world, 
and the entire discourse was thoroughly interesting and 
impressive to the large audience present. The High 
School boys and girls were in attendance, and all students 
felt a personal interest in the speaker through their close 
acquaintance with his histories. 

The subjects chosen for the coming debates are: For 
the Law Class Ciceronian: ''Resolved, That women 
should be allowed to practice la"' in Georgia." The lawyers 
have chosen the negative side. 

That for the Spring Term Debate is : ''Resolved, That 
labor unions as they now exist are beneficial to society.'' 
The Ciceronians have the affirmative side. 

For the Champion Debate, the question is : ''Resolved, 
That there should be a graduated income tax in the United 
States." The Phi Deltas have the negative side. 

Touchton : ''Swayne, what made you fall down the 
steps?'' 

Swayne : ''Well, I was er comin' down anyhow.'' 

It is with great pleasure that we learn that challenges 
have been received from both Wake Forest and University 
of Florida for intercollegiate debates. These challenges 
will no doubt be accepted at once and dates arranged in 
the near future for the encounters. We have some splen-
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die] n1,it 1·jaJ l1 t.r n, \\1 ::11Jd would n, dou}Jt rnak a · ·edita lJJ 
ah,owing. 1'}1e aentim nt of tl1 s tudent body is ma.gni
fic ·n tJy s c<Jn <Jing the p1~oj ect. 

Waller: ''I 1-. GicJJ y , <;ctn th .,)1 rro·w <Jlive in ..,a]i f , )l'"Jlia ?'' 
J 1·. ( i(II )': ''Why, ,til) 1 thing \\'iJJ ,.ro,\1 the·r . '"I'h )' 

v n rajse tt1n s in th c cl1 t1rch s. '" 

'<Jrtcr ( in Clisby's) : ''}Ia ,,e )'OU got anytl1i ng to sell ?'' 

rJ'}1 \ f>hi J \lbt <Jci :l t,)r chose fcJ t" its imI>riC>m ptu debate:r .. : 
< ri c , 'lir1e, I on hoo, . J1. ancl tJ. J. ]{ 11 °)1 • '1 he)' ,vill be 
opposccl by Chapman, Davis, B,1slcin, ~ m,1lle)' anc1 Co .. ", of 
tl1e 'icero11 ians. rrl1e occasion \\1i 11 }J t:1 som tim th lat · r 
JJart of I• cbruary. The subject has not y t b 1cn cl1osen. 

At present the spirit of ociology ~ind JJrohibi·tion seems 
to be rt1nning rampa11t nbout t.he campu . Uncl r ·}1e influ-

11c-<:) 01· Mr. 'olvin, a fJrohibition L ,1.gu ,,,a .. forn1 cl. . A. 
Ilo,\'ard is Pres iclcnt; N. V. IIa,vthornc, Vice-P1·eside11t; 
,J. Westmoreland, Scc1·eta1~)~. and Fjd\\1 in Bell Trea urcr. 
Just \vhat th y wi11 prol1ibit ha, not )"et be n cl finitely 
decicJ d, but it i suppo d th )' will do,,1 11 rlll tl1 booze 
t l1ey can. 

On Fridny night. J anu~r)' 26t.h J udg I~mor.,, 81) er lec-
t ur "'d to th m mbcrs of tl1 ... J..,a ,,, hool on ''The Beginning 
of Ar11 \rica11 La\\'." T~1 I ctt1r \\'as a ma t rpi e . 

A. W. -'t1ffburro,v: ''\Vhnt t1a they got t,vo I ,,atoras in 
t 11 i bt1i Jding for?'' 

1". \\7
• I ,t1frbt1r1·0\\': ''On go s tip ancl th il otl1er con1es 

tlo,,,n.' 

It i if\ pl ast1r to tl1 bo)'S to kno\\1 tl1at . -r. """eorge 
.. perks. 1in nl11n111t1~ 101· Mt:1 rc r. i proJ)rj tor of tl1 niv r-
sit)1 )fl' . llt 11as :1J\\' ,l)1 l) ,11 Jlopt1lar ,1t11ong tt1 tt1d n ... 
a11ci ,,,iJI 11() lit)tibt n1nk t)t1it , oj· }1i .... lllld rtaki1r1 . 
, e ,v i~}1 l1i n1 "lt 11. 
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\ 7. L. I o,ve1· : ''\ ' 11 n I o out tl1 °1· 
go ,,,j ·}1 m , o if l .t rock d I ' ]J }1a, 

ho,v fast I am 1'u11nin .' 

1 ,,,a11 ~ 111 bo o 
• 

Olll \'\ 8J f . ]ii fl 

Throu h th ff or·ts of T 1·ofes. 01· a r, r , 1 1·of so1" T1·u ... 
IJlood ,,,as i11cluc d to . to1> o,, 1· 11 1· 011 11i, · 1·i1 to I ,1ai1a 

and ,i,1e a ~ hake J) ar· an 1· ci ta] in t11 c}1a J)el. 1 1·of so1· 
T1"ueb1ood i an eJocutioni t of 11atjonal 1·eputation a11d ,,1 

\vere indeed foJ·tunate in l1a,1 i11 r l1i111. It i ,, >J")' s ]cloin !1at 
s uch t1·eats come ou1 .. ,,·ajr a ·nd this int rpretat· on of ''lTan1-
Jet' p1·0,1ed 1no t int~re ting a11cl indicat cJ ad p a11d 1101-
ar Jy kno,,1Iedge. 

A pleasant jncident in con11ection with the ,,jsit of I r o
f essor Trueblood to 1 rce1· ,,,as the informal 1· ception t 11-
dered him by Professor arver. The rec ption ,,,as hclcl in 
the Y. M. C. A. buildin after the recital, ancl tl1e guests 
included the faculties of _i er cer and W Je)1an and the me1n
bers of the Glee Club and Orchestra. DeJigl1tfu] r efr esh
ments " 'ere served and the cor·dia]it~r and general goocl cl1eer 
made the occasion a most enjoyable one. 

In the lesson on the formation of the Americen coJ011ies, 
in Junior History, a paper had to be written on ''Tl1e Fol1nd
ing of Georgia." One of the papers ran som ething like tl1is: 

''Early in July, 1732, dulJ' sealed and sign ed, appearecl 
before his grim and grizzly greatness, King George II, King 
of England, Scotland, Ireland and else"'1here, Genera] Jame 
Oglethorpe, appealing in all earnestness to his gracious 
majesi}' for dominion beJrond the tumbling tide, v.1hereunto 
he might lead his disgruntled salt-burglars , sightseers and 
Schlitz-haters (for it was knov.rn that neither beer nor booze 
would be circulated) . 

''Having secured permission, they bade fare,,1e]l to the old. 
cast anchor and departed for the ne,,1 • On Sunday morning, 
Februar)r 12th, 1733, as the bro,vn-tinted inhabitants " 1ere 
returning from church, the bra, e and brevter-less band 
steamed slo,vlJ" up the Savannah Ri,er to y·amacraw Bluff, 
where the)r were met bj~ Tomevhichi (the then ma;"or of 
Savannah) and the town council in automobiles. They ,vere 
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rapidly driven to the DeSoto, where they were feasted on 
lizard-liver and Graham biscuits. The mayor gave a toast 
to the hero of Oyster Bay, but said that there was a school
teacher who should come out of the South and East who 
would over throw him. 

''After the repast, the newcomers and natives drew up a 
treaty in which the tourists were granted not only enough 
territory whereon to build a statute to their distinguished 
leader, but also a vacant lot on Liberty street, where they 
might plant their colony. And so began Georgia, about the 
time Washington walked across the Delaware, barefooted on 
the ice.'' 

This department would like to have each month, two or 
three ''short and very effecting essays'' on most any subject. 
Where have all our soul-stirring poets gone? Get busy, boys, 
and help us make a little fun. 
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Also in the matter of a kiss, t\\'O heads ar better than on . 

IT LOOKED TH T "r A Y. 

One morning a man walked into his club smilin., and said: "B-b
boys, I'm afraid I t-t-took m-more ,vine last n-n-nigh · han a church 
member should t-t-take." 

''Whv so?" asked one of his friends . • 

"Well, you s-s-see, this m-m-morning, \'\'hen I c-came to b-b-l,reak
fast mv wife s-s-said to me: 'Vlillian1 ,vhat ~.ra.. the m-m-matter ~ 

with you last night? You stood beside the b-b-bed for soine time 
1-1-looking at me, and finall:)T said: "Well, I s-s-swear l'OU t,vo girls 
look enough alike to-to-to be sisters." '"-Ladies' Horne Journal . 

''I beg your pardon, madam, but )'Our face looks so fami1iar." 
''That is not surprising, I a~sure )1ou," she replied. "I am the 

heroine of forty short-stories, five best sellers and eight serials rl1n
ning now. I pose for irr. FJagibst)', the il1ustrator."-Li/ e. 

It is better to ha,re Io,,ed and bossed. than ne\'er to have Jo\·ed at all. 

].if rs. Crawford= 
still afraid of the 

1t1rs. Crabsbaw: 
in love.-Judge. 

SHE WILL CHANGE THEN. 

''Although my daughter is such a big girl, she is 
dark." 

''Don't worry about that, my dear, Ehe1]I soon be 
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MISSOURI HUMOR. 

When Christine Nilsson made her concert tour in the United States 
in 1884, Signor Brignoie sang with her. He caused much merriment 
when he came forward in a Missouri town to apologize for Nilsson's 
indisposition . 

''Madam Nilsson ees a leetle horse," he said. 
Noticing a ripple of laughter among the audience, he repeated the 

statement that Nilsson "was a leetle horse, a leetle horse, a leetle 
colt." 

Whereupon a facetious occupant of the house brought down the 
audience by remarking: 

"Well, then, why don't you trot her out?"- Tit-Bits. 

A waist of time thirty-six inches. 

TWO APPROACHES. 

Willis: "Whae has become of your son, George?" 
Gillis: "Graduated from Grammar School and went to work." 

"Where is Percy?" Willis: 
Gillis: "Graduated from college and had to be dragged to work. 

-Puck. 

LAW STUDENTS 

We off er you our services. 
We are the largest General Law Book 
House in the South. 
We have many thousands of volumes in 

stock, and can supply your wants as stu
dents and after graduation. 

Call on us. 

THE HARRISON COMP ANY 
Publishers and Law Book Sellers. 

50 E. Hunter St. Atlanta, Ga. 
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THE TIME I'VE LOST IN CHEWING. 

The time I've lost in chewing, 
In cutting and in chewing 
The steak that daily lies 
On the plate before my eyes, 
Has been my jaws' undoing. 
'Tho' the cafe oft has sought me, 
In its halls no one has caught me; 

My only food 
Was steak unchewed. 

And sorrow's all it brought me. 
-J. C. Browne, Jr., in Furman Echo. 

LITTLE HARD OF HEARING. 

• 

A gentleman who was becoming rather deaf was crossing over a 
railroad bridge just as a train underneath uttered a deafening whistle; 

''First robin I have heard this spring," murmured the old gentle
man.-Everybody's. 

Tom: "Say, did you ever kiss a girl in a quiet spot? 
Bill: "Yes, but the spot was only quiet while I was kissing it." 

TELEPHONE 575 TELEPHONE 576 

CHAS. A. HILBUN 
Optometrist 

and Manufacturing Optician 
316 SECOND STREET MACON, GEORGIA 

-Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 

• 

Never Be 
Insist On 

In Doubt 
HavinK 

~"i.'e 
rt~'t\J 

INDIA AND CEYLON 
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TOUCH. 

Touch is the greatest of the five senses. It is the mainstay of 
emergency, the unfailing resource of the perpetually impecunious. 
Many a man would be unable to live as easily as he has been accus
tomed to-if he could not ''make a touch.'' 

A touchdown wins the football game, and a touch-up complexion 
is often the first step in winning a man. 

His hand touching hers- before marriage !-causes an electric thrill 
to pass through the twain; and his hand touching the bottom of his 
purse after marriage causes a short-circuit and a burned-out fuse. 

Every portion of the mind and body are susceptible to touch. 
When touched in the heart, we rush into matrimony ; if "touched 

in the head,'' we are rushed to a lunatic asylum. 
When our feelings are touched we weep, when our corns are touched 

we swear. 
A touch on the arm by the police, means we are under duress; a 

touch on t he cheek by Felice our better half-means that we are 
under caress. In both cases we submit and pay our fines. 

Touched on the lips, we look resigned-if it is our wife; and happy 
if it is some other fellow's wife. 

With most of us life is touch and go, and we have to go pretty fast 
to miss a touch of sorrow.- Smart Set. 

Many a girl thinks she has broken her heart, when she has only 
sprained her imagination. 

Campbell T. King James T. Oliphant 

KING & OLIPHANT 
PHARMACISTS 

Agency for HUYLER'S 

LESTER-CLARK SHOE COMP ANY 
THE BUSY STORE 

MANY DIFFERENT STYLES IN BLUCHER, 
BUTTON OR TIES 

555 CHERRY STREET MACON, GEORGIA 



• 

) 

• 

( 

, 
1 

' 
2 

'] 

I 

216 THE MERCERIAN 

CONFUSED ANATOMY. 

The elephant neve• fails to excite wonder in the person who beholds 
him for the first time. A writer in the Christian Register quotes the 
remark of a small boy, who was visiting a menagerie. 

"Oh, papa!" he exclaimed, as they passed before the elephant, "look 
at the big cow with her horns in her mouth, eating hay with her tail." 

TOO MUCH FOR HIM. 

"Allow me," said the fresh young man in the Pullman dining-car, as 
he passed the sugar-bowl to the shy young girl, ''sweets to the sweet, 
you know.'' 

''Allow me," said the girl, as she handed him a plate of crackers; 
'' crackers to the cracked, you know." 

Little Willie, mean as hell, 
Pushed his sister in the well; 
Mother said, in drawing water, 

"'Tis so hard to raise a daughter." 
- Texas Coyote. 

"Sir, did I understand you to call me a liar?" 
"No, sir. I believe in the conservation of energy."- Li/e. 

THE BENSON CLOTHING CO. 

respectfully solicits the patronage of 
Mercer Students 

Men's High-Grade Clothes, 
Furnishings and Hats. 

317-319-321 Third Street 

' 
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HANDING HIM A LEMON. 

''Do you keep dates?'' asked the kindly old gentleman, as he saunt
ered up to the girl at the grocery counter in the department store. 

''Always,'' she replied, "but I don't remember ever making any with 
an old geezer like you.-Stanf ord Chaparral. 

DIFFERENT POINTS OF VIEW. 

Lives of football men remind us, 
We can back and knock a slug, 

And departing leave behind us, 
Footprints on another's mug. 

Went to see the football game, 
Thought that I could play the same; 
So in haste I joined the eleven: 
I am writing this from heaven.-Exchange. 

Established 1877 Incorporated 1905 

S. S. PARMELEE COMPANY 

VEHICLES, HARNESS, AUTOMOBILES, MOTOR
CYCLES, BICYCLES AND ACCESSORIES. 

Cor. Second and Poplar Sts. Macon, Ga. 

UNIVERSITY PLACE 
GEO. SP ARKS, '09, Manager. 

Up-to-Date. The Latest 

SODA WATER and CIGARS, 
COLLEGE SEAL STATIONERY, 
NOVELTIES and ATHLETIC GOODS. 

739 College Street . 
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THE ATLANTA DENTAL COLLEGE 

•-----------THE~--~-----• 
Atlanta Dental College 

A School 

Of Dentistry 

By Dentists 

For Dentists 

. -
F itATO'RES: Large N ew College Building, 

Complete New Library, New Practical Porcelai11 
pepartment, H eavy Operatory Clinic, 1ixc1us-
1vely White Patients, Monthly Examinations 
and Daily Recitations, Central Location, Ex
perienced Teachers and Demonstrators. 

\Vrite for souvenir catalogue and further uar
ticulars to 

at the corner of 
Edgewood A v e. 
and Ivy St., occu
pies a newly erect
ed building put up 
expressly for this 
school four years 
ago. 

The building is 
modern in con
struction and ap
pointment and 
has a large floor 
space and the 
largest equipment 
of any school de
voted to teaching 
dentistry in the 
state. The college 

WILLIAM CRENSHAW, b. D. s. Dean is located close in 
Box 942 Atlanta, Ga. a n d surrounded 

with good homes for students, and convenient to oper
a tory practice. 

The Atlanta Dental College is the only school in 
the state that does not admit negroes in its operatory 
and does not require its students to work for them. 

The Atlanta Dental College is the only school in 
the state that has graduates in the U. S. artny dental 
corps only two from the south and both from this 
school. 

The Atlanta Dental College is the only school of 
dentistry in the state that has an annual attendance 
of over 200 practically doubling other southern 
competitors. 

WHY IS IT? 
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Lines 
J. J. SIZEMORE. 

The tiny sand-grain by t lie beach 
A sentinel doth stand, 

To ward the 'lashing water's reach 
From off the pleasant land. 

The daisy by the mossy stone, 
The violet in the dell, 

Hath each a story all its own 
The saddened heart to tell. 

No. 5 
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The Poem of Life 
FRANK TAYLOR LONG. 

WITHOUT LOVE. 

Who travels alone with his eyes on the heights, 
Tho' he laughs in the daytime, oft weeps through the nights, 
For courage goes down with the set of the sun, 
When the toil of the journey is all borne by one . 
He speeds but to grief, tho' full gaily he ride, 
Who travels alone without Love at his side. 

Who travels alone without lover or friend, 
But hurries from nothing to naught at the end. 
Though great be his winnings and high be his goal, 
He is bankrupt in wisdom and beggared in soul, 
Life's one gift of value to him is denied, 
Who travels alone without Love at his side. 

It is easy enougl1 in this wo1·ld to make haste, 
If we live for that purpose, but think of the waste! 
For life is a poem to leisurely read, 
And the joy of the journey lies not in its speed. 
Oh, vain his achievement and petty his pride, 
Who travels alone without Love at his side. 

-Rudyard Kipling. 

OSSIBLY in but few eras of the world's history has the 
..........._ cry of the poet against the overmastering spirit of 

commercialism and the stern pressure and strife of business 
duties been more needed than it is to-day, when men blindly 
struggle to attain financial success and seem to feel no sat
isfaction except in pressing farther and farther along the 
road to monetary gain, where the iron cross of self-cruci
fixion awaits them at the end. 

For the men of to-day, Kipling has sounded a clarion note 
in his lyric, ''Without Love.'' It is likely true that none of 
the more pretentious verse of this poet, whether it be ''Re
cessional'' with its martial strophes, wonderful cadences 
and sublime patriotism, or ''A Fool There Was'' with its 
taunting cynicism, will have more lasting and helpful influ-
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THE POEM OF LIFE 221 

ence than this modest lyric. ''Recessional'' was blazoned 
forth to the world in the daily press when Kipling ·had com
pleted it, and one could hardly escape becoming acquainted 
with this magnificent expression of England's spirit of 
jubilee. ''A Fool There Was'' has been brought before the 
public in graphic manner by Robert Hilliard in the play 
which bears the same title. But it remains for those to 
whom the quiet, subtle appeal of its simple, compelling 
t ruths are like guiding stars, to seek out and to cling to the 
sat isfying truth of life that is expressed in the following 
Jines: 

''For Life is a poem to leisurely r ead, 
And the joy of the journey lies not in its speed." 

From its wild desire to accumulate and to spend money 
on through the gamut of emotions to its inordinate fondness 
for rag-time music, the American public is afflicted with 
speed mania. The sole purpose seems to be to compress 
the greatest possible number of sensations and experiences, 
mainly unworthy ones, 1nto the brief span of life that is 
allotted to the individual. There is never leisure to take 
a seat by the roadway and to medidate upon the journey 
that is past. Rare is the man to-day who voices the wish: 

' 'Mine be a cot beside the hill; 
A beehive's hum shall soothe my ear; 

A willowy brook that turns the mill 
With many a fall, shall linger near.'' 

Sympathy dwindles to a narrow beam in the white glare 
of business life, with its compelling insistence and harden
ing contact. The business man has little time to be sym
pathetic. Sympatliy keeps him from business; it hurts his 
ability to make a broader margin of profit on an inviting 
commercial transaction. The apartment house or palatial 
r esidence in which the modern business man lives, costs 
more than the ''cot beside the hill'', costs more in dollars 
and more in human sympathy. It costs more in everything 
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that should go to make the ft1llness of manhood and woman
hood, because its ve1·y being is the result of rush and hurry. 
It requires time, tremendous time and thoughtfulness, to 
make a man, ,,,ith the blueness of the skies and the softnes 
of the winds to mould him, akin ,vith nature itself. Why 
should one marvel at the products that are turned from the 
mould of modern business life? 

The man ,,,ho hurries loses sight of the fact that each life 
is a poem that is to be made or marred by the individual. 
It may have its splendid, soul-stirring harmonies and re
sounding rhythms, or it may grate roughly on itself and on 
others like sweet bells jangled out of tune and haI·sh. It is 
the rush and hurry, and to no mean extent the worry, of 
modern life that sows such broad acres of spiritual starva
tion. The n1an on the street has Ii ttle time to listen to the 
,, .. onderful melodies that life ought to bring, or to \\1eave into 
life the melody of his o,vn soul, slight though the music be, 
,vhen day rushes past into night and night into day with 
scarcely a thought of the truth that life is nothing unless it 
enriches one in sympathy and love. For the man who 
achieves only financial and business succes , 

''Though great be his winnings and high be his goal, 
He is bankrupt in wisdom and beggared in soul.'' 

How often does the vision of the barefoot boy in the 
grassy fields float over the pigeon-holes of a roller-top desk, 
while the man ,\·ho, with iron nerve and irresistible deter
mination, directs ,vith great success the fortunes of a modern 
corporation, pauses for a moment in the stern rush of the 
daily routine to gaze into space as he flecks the ash from his 
cigar! The lot of the city dreamer in the iron turret of a 
sky-scraper is pathetic. It is the old desire to pause a lit
tle in the mad rush of things, to feel that with all the money 
and pleasures one has he may still have a few minutes in 
which he may ''loaf and invite his soul.'' 

Even the cattle of the fields, whom Walt Whitman has 
described so pleasingly a3 lying contentedly in the sunlight 
and thinking great thoughts, have surpassed us in wisdom 
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in one point at least, us whose tired, nerve-racked bodies 
revolt against rest when it is most needed. Our under
standing of the plan of life is so warped that we have for
gotten the first great principle of keeping in tune with the 
Infinite and in sympathizing with the man next door, which 
sums up the great law of life and of love. This is the truth 
that Kipling sought as a text for his preachment, ''With
out Love," and a delightful and refreshing sermon it is, if 
one would call it a sermon. 
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An Excerpt From ''The Seven Sons'' 
W. B. MURRY. 

HE train ,vas late, and the night was cold. The shoe 
drummer did not take particular pains to throttle a 

ponderous yawn which occupied precisely a minute and a 
half in being enacted . 

''Hey, ho, hum, that was a punk show to-night, eh?'' 
''Chuss so.'' The big German's voice had been washed 

deep down by multitudinous gallons of beer. 
The little man in the corner merely coughed and moved 

uneasily. 
After a few moments of silence the shoe drummer broke 

out again. ''Wonder what's the matter with that train. 
It'll be the devil to have to wait at this dinky hotel four 
hours, eh?'' 

''Chuss so.'' 
The little man in the corner was asleep. 
For a while the only sounds to be heard were the fitful 

gusts of wind that s,vept up the street, and the soft purring 
of the little stove. Then the door was quickly opened, and 
a young fellow, muffled in an overcoat and carrying a grip, 
stepped in, and giving a violent shiver, walked to,vard the 
stove. 

''Hello, Charlie! Thought you were in Kentuck.'' 
''Why, hello Ruddy. 1'To, I'm right here yet, just came in 

a fe,v minutes ago.'' 
''Cold outside?'' 
''Yes, awful.'' ' · 
The young f ello,v drew a chair up to the stove and sat 

down, resting his head on its back and gazing at the ceiling. 
He seemed to be lost in abstraction, and to have no desire to 
talk. The shoe drummer held off for a few minutes, but he 
couldn't stand the silence longer. 

''Well, Charlie, what's the matter? Boss laid you off, or 
has she gone bacl{ on yot1 ?'' 

''Neither. I "·~.s j'lst thinking." 
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''Well, for the love of Mike, let's have it quick. It might 
get away.'' 

''Ruddy, did you ever hear about the little tot who fell 
into the pool and was drowned while looking at its reflec
tion in the water?'' 

''I don't remember; have any of your folks fallen into a 
pool lately while looking at their r eflection in the ,vater ?'' 

''No, but it sets me to thinking; it affords an opportunity 
for thought to run on and on from the beginning of all 
things to the final destiny of man. No positive conclusion 
can be reached, but the very vagueness of the thing bears 
a fanciful charm that makes me love to close my eyes and 
wonder, just wonder. I '' 

''Charlie, you would make a good 'sob sister'.'' The Ger
man grunted, and the little man in the corner, who was 
now awake, clea1--ed his throat softly. 

''I have been out selling tobacco for a couple of months 
now,'' the speaker ,vent on, ''and yesterday I stopped off at 
Yates to catch a couple of orders and had to attend a 
funeral because everybody else was going and I didn't feel 
like being so lonesome. The deceased was an old man who 
had met his death the day before in a peculiar manner. The 
crowd was large and the ceremony impressive. The old 
parson talked of the beautiful life beyond, and lingered 
long on the lines from the ·'Psalm of Life' 'Dust thou 
art, to dust returnest, was not spoken of the soul.' His 
e11logy broug·ht tears into the eyes of many in the throng, 
and the parted lips of other s bespoke a lump that swelled 
in their throats. After the last clod had been thrown t1pon 
the old man's resting place and the flowers of the mourners 
l1ad been placed upon the mound, I returned to the stor e and 
solicited my order. After all the business was transacted, 
I crawled upon the counter and asked the storekeeper to tell 
me the circumstances of the old man's death, and this i .. 
what he told me:'' 

'' 'Old Uncle Peabody ( that's what ,ve all called hi1n) 
was a sort of a strange man. He has been living here, as 
far as I can r ecollect, for about forty years; moved in f1'om 
some other state, and I'ented a little farm and the place 

I 
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,vhere he lives in to,,·n, about forty yea1 .. s ago. He raised 
up a family of four girls and three boys, and \vith their 
help bought and paid for both places. They married off in 
a few years and left the old man and his wife alone at the 
home place, and having already saved up a little they got 
along pretty well. The old man \\1as just as neighborly as 
you please, and hin1 and my father used to have long talks 
together about old times. Pretty soon the old man was a 
grandfather, and \\1hen the news came to him it seemed to 
strike him sorter peculiarly. He was the happiest man you 
ever saw, and wouldn't talk about anything else for a month 
but his grandson. I was a little fell ow then, but I remember 
how the old man acted, and how the gossips in the com
m unity had something to keep their tongues busy with 
whisperings whether the old man was in his right mind or 
not. I remember how my father wouldn't take any stock in 
their talk because him and old Uncle Peabody were insep
arable. But it must have touched a hidden spring some
where in the old man's make-up, something that I don't 
know just how to explain. Anyhow, some kind of a notion 
entered his head about the third generation, as he called it. 
He said that he wanted to live to see his grandson 
grow into a man, that he wanted to see that he was brought 
up right, and when he was a man, reflect credit on his old 
granddaddy. The older the man grew, the stronger grew 
his idea about the third generation, and I remember hear
ing him talk about how he was going to bring him up, and 
all; and sometimes I would see him sitting on his porch 
with his head in his hands like he was thinking hard, and 
then he would raise his head a little and smile, and I just 
supposed that he must be thinking about the joys that were 
in store for him at the coining of thi> third generation. 

'' 'He had seven or eight grandchildren now, but he didn't 
pay much attention to them, and made them feel a little 
hurt sometimes because he was so indifferent. But he 
didn't care much for anybody, because the rearing of the 
third generation had all his thoughts. He just sat around 
the house through all kinds of ,,1eather and made plans for 
the bringing up of his pet. This had been going on ever 
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since his first grandchild had been born, and he showed 
a great deal of couI·age in sticking to it through all the 
years. 

'' 'Well, nearly a year ago, the great news came from one 
of his grandsons in the southern part of the state, and the 
old man went crazy then, sure enough. At last his hope 
was realized, and he rushed off to see his great-grandson
the third generation. He stayed with them until about a 
month ago, and then he brought the baby and its mother 
back up here ,vith him. All day long he would sit on the 
porch and hold it and look at it and talk to it, the proudest 
old man you ever saw. When any of the neighbors would 
go over, they always heard enough about the old man's 
plan for raising the third generation, and they would have 
another subject for gossip. 

'' 'Well, everything went along all right until yesterday. 
The baby was hearty, and the old man seemed to be holding 
on to life pretty well, too. Then the old man was killed, 
and I guess that will be a subject for gossip for a long time 
around here. The old man had been sitting out on the 
porch ,vith the baby all the morning, but when its mother 
,vent in to get dinner, he went in to shave. He let the 
baby crawl around on the :floor while he sat by a little 
table and shaved, and when he was through he picked the 
baby up in his lap and in a few minutes had dozed off to 
sleep. He had left the razor open on the table, and the 
bright, shiny blade attracted the baby, and it picked ·it up 
and began hitting on everything with it, as babies will. The 
child crawled up on the old man's neck and one lick was 
enough to cut the jugula1-- vein. The old man was naturally 
,,,.eak, and I guess he must have died ,vithout ever knowing 
exactly what had happened. When its mother came in, the 
baby ,~~as lying on the old man's breast asleep, with the 
blood clotted in its hair and all over the old man's shirt, 
v\

1ith the bloody, open razor in its hand. 'the old man's head 
,vas resting on the baby's and his arms were around it, 
holding to the third generation in deatl1 as he had in life. 
That's " 1hy there ,vas such a c1--owd at the funeral, just 
pure ct1riosity.' 

• 
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228 THE MERCERIAN 

''It was a beautiful funeral, if the crowd was morbid, and 
the circumstances of the old man's death have started 
within me the old, old mystery of Eternity, and the great, 
vague, deep beyond. There's a heap in the incident, Ruddy, 
when you think about it all, and my thoughts have been 
taking flights all day, but it's just as big and mysterious 
as ever.'' 

The tobacco drummer arose, and taking his grips, went 
up the flight of steps to his room, and all was silent for a 
moment. 

Then the shoe drummer broke in, ''That man ought to 
be selling coffins, eh?'' 

''Chuss so.'' The German was nearly asleep. 
The little man softly ventured, ''An excellent example of 

pearls cast before swine.'' 
''What?'' roared the shoe drummer. · 
The little man only twisted uneasily and coughed. 
Then the only sounds to be heard were the fitful gusts of 

wind that swept up the street, and the purring of the little 
stove. 

• 
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l 

The Echo 
W. C. SPARKMAN. 

Twas a calm, moonlit evening. We were seated on the 
veranda of a Florida hotel. One could see at a glance 

that the group was composed of tourists. The retired 
business men smoked their cigars with an air of self-sat
isfaction. The stout matrons maintained their portliness 
in spite of the fact that they were gossiping. The anaemic 
young lady under the light now and then glanced at the 
magazine in her lap. The hectic cough of the consumptive 
leaning against the railing seemed to disturb no one. In the 
parlor could be heard the chatter of a bevy of girls. 

Suddenly the stillness of the tropical night was broken by 
a sound which sent a thrill of horror through every heart. 
It rose, quivered, died away, rose again to a pitch that set 
the echoes ringing among the trees. It was indescribable. 
It combined the cry of an infant, the scream of a woman in 
terror, the moan of a man lost in the woods, the wail of a 
soul in torment. This sound seemed to come from the sec
ond floor of the hotel. We rushed up the stairs and in a 
front room found a woman lying on the floor in an uncon
scious condition. She was dressed in black, and would have 
been beautiful had it not been for the pained, drawn expres
sion on her face. In a few moments we restored her; and 
it was pathetic to see the appealing, questioning look on her 
face give place to the returning consciousness of the dread
ful shock that she had just suffered. But when we began to 
question her, she reft1sed absolutely to tell of anything that 
had happened. 

The excitement was intense, and the groups in the cor
ridors discussed nothing else the rest of the evening. We 
found from the register that the mysterious woman was a 
Mrs. Calvert from a Northern city, but this did not help to 
solve the problem. 

''What made that unearthly sound?'' some one asked. 
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230 THE MERCERIAN 

''It sounded to me like the scream of a panther on the 
trail of blood,'' ,vas the reply. 

· ''Nonsense," said the manager of the hotel. ''There is 
scarcely a panther left in tl1e state." 

The next evening the same group ,vas gathered on the 
veranda. In the pleasu1·es of the day tl1e incident of the 
preceding night had been almost forgotten. Suddenly the 
same sound was heard again. The effect was as horrible 
as it had been the fi1"st time. We rushed to the same room, 
and found the woman in black lying on the floor, but this 
time there was no hope of restoration. 

There \\ras a solemn hush as ,ve gathered in the cor1·i
dor. We determined to solve the mystery, and asked the 
manager if he knew anything that would enlighten us. He 
,,Tas very reluctant about talking, but finally consented to 
tell us all he knew. This was his story: 

''When this hotel \\Tas erected ten years ago, the develop
ment of the state ,vas just beginning. This part of the 
country was practically a wilderness. During the first win
ter, a young couple came here to spend their honeymoon. 
They were happy and sociable, and soon became very popu
lar. One night they went to their room early. About half 
an hour later the scream of a panther was heard above the 
veranda. On rushing to the room of the young couple, we 
found a panther crouching over the prostrate form of the 
bridegroom. A bullet from a revolver put an end to the 
beast's existence, but the throat of the young man was 
gashed wide open, and he never regained consciousness. The 
wife became almost insane and was carried North by friends. 
That bridal couple registered as l\1r. and 1\1:rs. Calvert. 
The dead ~ .. oman above is the same l\1rs. Calvert.'' 

''vVhat ?'' 
''You kno,v as much about it as I do.'' 
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A New Foe With a Double Face 
A. T. CLI NE. 

231 

OME fe,v weeks ago L ife gave a list of what purported 
to be unsolvable problems. Among this list was, ''How 

can an eighteenth century government control a twentieth 
century trust?'' Of course the author of this epigram
matic question was more interested in presenting a nevv 
statement of a growing problem, than in an answer to it. 
Nevertheless, a glance at the present status of the Ameri
can corpo1 .. ation will convince most thinking people that the 
trust problem has not been solved. In fact, this is the 
greatest economic and political problem that confronts our 
people at the present time. 

With regard to the inefficiency and unsuitableness of our 
government, it should be said in justice to the founders of 
the laws that they, not being endowed with prophetic vision, 
had no way of anticipating the complications that have 
arisen in connection ,vi th oI·ganized wealth. If the spirit 
of Thomas Jefferson could be brought back from the clime 
in which it now abides and questioned about this peculiar 
phase of law-making, he would doubtless tell us that cor
porations as a dominating element were too new to be very 
~

1ell known to him. He would p1 .. obably explain that both 
the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution of the 
United States ,,,ere ,vritten to defend and protect tl1e lives 
and liberties of men who really trod the earth as flesh and 
blood beings. He would contend further that the princi
ples and form of government set forth in these documents 
were the greatest ever penned b)7 mortal man for the control 
of a collection of sovereign states united under one central 
government for mutual aid and protection. But imagine 
his consternation ,vhen confronted witfi the problem of 
providing ,vise and equitable la,vs for the government of 
artificial individuals, ,vithout soul or body, created out of 
nothing bj1 the state, ,,,ith nothing to fear as to the loss of 
life OI' eternity, yet pos e sing the direction of the most 
active intellect of tl1e ln11d. 
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What would the spirit of this great statesman have to 
offer when he realized that his beloved country was now the 
dwelling place of giant corporations as well as of ordinary 
men? Could he any longer protest, ''We hold these truths 
to be self-evident, that all men and corporations are created 
equal; that they are endowed by their creator with certain 
inalienable rights, that among them are life, liberty and the 
pursuit of business.'' Alas! the only thing that this illustrious 
spirit could invent in these circumstances to preserve the 
fame it so rightly won while it dwelt in the flesh here upon 
earth would be to plead pressing engagements in the parlia
ment of immortals, or say with Hamlet's ghost: 

''Methinks I scent the morning air; 
Brief let me be.'' 

On the other hand, were we to take to task the leading 
spirits of the great trusts, corporations, and monopolies, 
which either luckily or unluckily we might interview with
out calling their ghosts from the Stygian shores, they would 
very likely resort to a quotation from Holy Writ, as did the 
fallen Archangel on one occasion. Indeed they might pro
test with a striking semblance of truth that it is impos
sible for a corporation to serve two masters. This point 
would in many cases be well taken and rightly applied, for 
there can be no question that the governments of the indi
vidual states and that of the nation have, while too jealously 
defending their own rights and powers from any infringe
ment by the other, often made it all but impossible for the 
large interstate corporations to conduct their business in 
accordance with both sets of laws. There are many in
stances where the matter of the corporate control has 
reached the dilemma of the state courts demanding ''thou 
shalt'' and the Federal courts insisting with equal vigor 
''thou shalt not,'' or vice versa . 

Some months ago a local agent of a Massachusetts rail
road was arrested, tried and sentenced by a local judge 
because he would not accept freight rates enacted by the 
State Legislature, although the enforcement of the state 
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law had been legally enjoined by a Federal judge. The 
problem of regulating freight and passenger rates reached 
such an acute stage in Alabama in 1908 that the legislature 
of that state decreed that no railroad sliould be allowed to 
do business within the state which sought protection from 
the laws of the state by bringing suit in a Federal court. 
Instances of this kind could be multiplied indefinitely, all 
of which go to show that the maxim that no man can serve 
two masters might be amplified by the statement that two 
masters cannot rule one servant without contention. That 
strife should have been the natural outcome of the mixed 
Federal and state regulation of corporations doing busi
ness in more than one state is as regrettable as it was inev
itable. 

While it is very true that it has often proved impossible 
fo1~ a corporation to successfully conduct a business where 
each of two contending powers possesses partial jurisdiction 
over it at the same time, yet it has more frequently hap
pened that the combinations have been able to make the 
very best use of any conflict in national and state laws. In 
many cases they have been able to carry on their affairs in 
an illegal manner without being molested by either gov
ernment. Indeed, the greatest evil that has arisen from 
this dual system of control is the condition that the trusts 
have been able to bring about by pitting the Federal and 
local courts against each other. The corporations have in 
no degree served two masters, but rather have loved the one 
in order to gain protection from the other, or else have held 
to the one because they were being prosecuted by the other. 
This conflict of laws, coupled with the fact that in most 
cases the business done by the corporations was of such a 
nature as to give to neither power jurisdiction over all its 
acts, is responsible for the flagrant lawlessn.ess of some of 
those which have been allowed to go unpunished. In fact, 
much of the legislation not only proposed but actually 
enacted against trusts is scarcely more intelligent than a 
mediaeval bull against a comet; and has not been very much 
more effective. 

Another condition that has helped to complicate matters,is 
the utter lack of essential reform in the antiquated sys-
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tern of corporation la,v of ,vhich we have been heirs. It is 
a fact, admitted by an overwhelming majority of la\\1yers 
and statesmen, that this department of law is yet in an 
untried and unsatisfactory state. Compared with other 
branches of law, which have r equired centuries for devel
opment, corporation law is r elatively new and is by no 
means as \\'ell adapted to the economic and political needs in 
its particular field as the general business laws which have 
come down to us, well tried through a long process of evo
lution. Besides possessing the general ,veaknesses that 
would naturally inhere in a system of laws with such ab
normally r apid gro,vth, corporation law has also been molded 
in an undesirable and disp1 .. oportionate ~ray by the in
fluence and pressure of enormous ,vealth and power of the 
special interests. 

It is very unfortunate for both our nation and the cor
porations that such bitter antagonism has arisen be
tween them. Public sentiment in general seems to have 
condemned combination of capital as a vvhole too r eadily. 
It is only a little short of a calamity that our government 
has been unable to cope with this situation in a satisfac
tory manner, and the feeling that any law aimed at com
bined wealth is good, is as injurious to the nation as it is 
common. Corporations, if rightly managed and properly 
restricted, are the greatest factors of the commercial 
progress of this century. Indeed, they have come to consti
tute the greatest strength of the nation. They possess a 
large percentage of our wealth and have in their employ 
the breadwinners of nearly half the homes in our land. 

The nation has reached a stage in its history where there 
is only one reasonable course to pursue. To drive the cor
porations out of business would be national suicide. To 
allow the predatory trust to dominate the land ,vould soon 
subject us to a socialistic revolution. Because trusts as a 
whole have proved to be disposed to lawless practices in the 
past should not be argued as a reason against the possibility 
of their being effectively controlled. For since the day 
Jacob's cunning obtained for him the birthright of Esau, it 
has been necessary to place metes and bounds about human 
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conduct, and restraints on the improper activities of men. 
The people of the American nation will prove themselves 
unworthy of the freedom they now enjoy if on account of 
traditional jealousies they fail to control the economic 
machine which is almost wholly their own creation. 

The question that naturally arises in the mind of the logi
cal thinker is how and by what system of laws can the 
financial powers be controlled. Indeed this is a question 
concerning which most men versed in political science have 
had dreams. Yet, for the lack of a Daniel to give these 
dreams proper interpretation and a practical application, 
they have for the most part been without meaning or bene
fit to us. While it would be p1 .. esumptuous in us to attempt 
to off er a solution ,vhich would alleviate the ills which we 
now endure, yet we may take note of some of the circum
stances which rnust of necessity determine the future pro
cedure in this department of legislation. 

There are several reasons why the creation and control 
of corporations doing business in all parts of the nation 
cannot be left to the individual states. The present status 
of corporation law in the different states has been charac
terized by the best authorities on the subject as presenting 
a diversity which in operation amounts to anarchy. Each 
state naturally desires, for the purpose of revenue, to at
tract corporations to itself. The enactment of lax corpo
ration laws is the method most often employed for this pur
pose. The logical result of this competitive tendency is 
toward a very low level of lax legislation. The bidding of 
one state against the others has brought about a system 
which is thoroughly vicious. Again, for any law to meet 
with a successful enforcement, it is necessary for the juris
diction of the government enforcing the laws to be co-ex
tensive with the field of operation of the corporations over 
which it seeks to exercise control. These two conditions, 
not to mention others, present difficulties which seem to 
effectively block any hope of securing a remedy for exist
ing evils from further legislation on the part of the indi
vidual states. 

The line which separates the province of Federal author
ity over the regulation of commerce from the powers 

' 
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reserved to the states is by no means clearly defined. The 
fact that the ''Commerce Clause'' of the constitution does 
not give the central government sufficient power to exer
cise sufficient control over trusts, together with the lack of 
a crystallized public opinion favoring national control, seems 
about the result in a system of regulation far inferior to 
either State or Federal control. The most dangerous ten
dency at present is not that of centralization, but rather 
the evils that may result from ignoring the fact that each of 
the three departments of our government must be made to 
serve as a check on the other two. These should act in 
conjunction with each other and not independently, as is 
their tendency just at present. 

Although it has even been proposed in the Federal con
gress to enact a law excluding all goods not made in con
formity with the national laws, in order to be able to exer
cise Federal control over all organized capital, yet this 
would be incomparably better than to attempt to control it 
by a process of judicial legislation or a system of Federal 
bureaucracy. Such a far-reaching usurpation and judicial 
interpretation as the country has ,vitnessed during recent 
years is enough to cause the president of the rubber trust 
to choke with envy. It is enough to make such abolitionist 
lawyers as Charles Sumner and Wendell Phillips groan in 
their graves when they realize how dull and uninventive 
they really were. Why did they not propose to destroy the 
institution of slavery by excluding cotton, sugar, and rice, 
grown in the whole 01" in part by slave labor, from trans
portation across the state lines? 

During the past year the Supreme Court of the United 
States has by its decisions reverted to what has been termed 
the ''rules of reason,'' and it has been forced to determine, 
not what combinations and restraints of trade are techni
cally legal or illegal, but those that are reasonable or un
reasonable. The Sherman anti-trust law is the tool placed 
by the United States Government in the hand of the Supreme 
Court and the Interstate Commerce Commission, which has 
made it necessary for these two bodies to rule as arbitrarily 
as the system of bureaus which is now the curse of Ger
many, Russia and other nations of the Old World. While we 
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pray to be delivered from the hands of the trusts and monop
olies, we should not for get to pray also to be delivered 
from the clutches of the corporations of political power. 

We believe the American people will show themselves 
equal to this emergency, and that corporations as an insti
tution will be both retained and controlled. This condition 
of affairs cannot be brought about by any steps in the direc
t ion of socialism or radical policy of any kind. Nor should 
we expect the solution of this problem to bring about any 
Utopian condition such as that beheld in the vision of Jack 
Cade, in days of old, who declared that upon his ascension 
to power, ''Then should seven loaves of bread be sold at the 
cost of a penny and every three-hooped pot should have ten 
hoops, and in all England it should be felony to drink 
small beer.'' 

But we may rightly expect the people of this nation to 
lay aside all sectional and political jealousy in dealing with 
this gigantic problem, and through their representatives 
pass such laws as will effectively regulate the machinery of 
corporate wealth, in a constructive rather than a destructive 
way. Organized capital will then prove a blessing instead 
of a curse to the land. This state of affairs need not be ex
pected, however, until both the laws and public sentiment 
have passed through a stage of evolutional development, 
and we have come to realize that we live in an age when 
domination by wealth is by far a more menacing danger 
than corrupt political powers. When the individual states 
realize that they are incapable of exercising effective con
trol over these twentieth century commercial machines, they 
will most certainly be willing to come together and by their 
combined strength and cooperation put down the oligarchy 
which has been made possible by their beneficent laws. 
When this has been done and the smoke of conflict has been 
cleared away we may expect to find the ''old ship of state'' 
moving steadily on towards the goal of purer democracy, 
guided by those fundamental principles which our fore
fathers chartered in the Declaration of Independence and 
our Constitution of the United States. 
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A Question 
FRANK TAYLOR L01TG. 

lfl/i11 beats my lieat·t .c;o f asi. 
As you go ca1·eless by? 

I see you1· face as last 
You glanc'd witli scornfitl e,,e. 

I cannot lielp but sigli-
y ou1· ,love f 01· me Jia s pass' d. 

TVJiy beats my liea1·t so fast, 
A s you go ca1·etess by? 

TI·~ oilld I aside could cast 
111y dr·eams gone so awry; 

Bztt Cupid still would blast 
T¥itli que1~y eve1· nigli,

l~7lly beats my Jiea1·t so fast, 
As you go ca1~ezess by? 

~ .. 

... 

.. 

~~ ~-
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A Reversal 
R. B. WEST. 

239 

Y ne\v Prince Albe1"t vvas a dand:\r, and I felt quite 
imposing as I invaded the evening atmosphere from 

my room at the Knickerbocke1". My ne,v gold-headed cane, 
a Christmas p1·esent f1·om Agnes, also afforded me a cer
t ain delight and caused me to assume a more graceft1l 
amble as I passed out to the street ,,1he1"e my taxi was 
\vaiting. I looked at my \\·atch and 01 .. dered the chauffeur 
to drive rapidly ove1-- to the corner of 129th Street and 
Fifth A,.renue. 

I ,,1as unusually happy this evening; life seemed full of 
the sweetest experiences. I had been along this route a 
half dozen times, but now it seemed wl1olly new to me, so 
many splendid things came to my view ,vhich I had never 
noticed befo1"e. The very smoothness of the pavement, the 
glitte1 .. ing of tl1e marble columns and tinted \\Tindows, the 
dashing in all directions of vehicles and shining horses,
ever)rthing had a new aspect. The sou1'"ce of this ecstacy in 
,,1hich I v.ras bathed this evening was, in sho1·t, the recent 
promise of Agnes, the one girl whom I thought I could love, 
the one who, I had decided, was made for me and me only,
to consider my proposal and to give me her decision this 
evening. My jo \Vas all the greater too, because I thought 
I could rest ea,sy as to the result. 

I was not long to enjoy this dream, shut up in my little 
portable paradise, as it ,vere ; for in seven minutes the 
chauffeur opened my door and announced Agnes' addr ess. 
I handed l1im a greenback and turned to ascend to the 
entrance. 

As I began to climb the marble steps, I realized, for the 
first time, the seriousness of my business ; and all my recent 
Utopian reve1"y ,vas changed into the ironical realism of a 
battlefield. I had climbed more than half-way to the 
entrance, and the paI·t of the ascent which still rose before 
me seemed like a great mountain, beyond the narrow sum-
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mit of which might be a ''great gulf fixed.'' The very 
beauty of the gardens on each side, the majesty of the 
palace, the splendor of the lights, everything mocked me 
with cruel irony. Still I was behind the fortifications, and 
so I urged myself along until I paused at the door. 

From the parlor came the strains of ''Thais,'' and in
stantly a most beautiful form stamped itself upon my visual 
imagination. It was Agnes, who stood in a queenly gown, 
her graceful form redoubling by its expression the sweet
ness of the melody. I listened, and, reveling in that 
heavenly music, I again forgot the moment of my business. 
My thoughts were all of Agnes, Agnes, with her wealth, nay, 
with lier beauty, her accomplishments, her fine nature, her 
love. Kings would envy me my Agnes. In this happy state 
I was loath to ring and so to stop such music; so she played 
on, or, as I fancied, breathed through her beloved violin 
and into my heart a sweetness which I thought was making 
me immortal. 

I must have remained in that reverie for half an hour, 
until my attention was drawn involuntarily to another 
image, just within the boundary, as it vvere, of my imagi
nary Utopia. Then suddenly, the music having ceased and 
only low, muffled sounds issuing from the parlor, I was 
again conscious of my precarious situation. I remembered 
the piano which had accompanied the violin, and became per
plexed. A little while ago the classic had transported me in 
spirit to an ideal country where to live was heaven; now it 
was the prelude to some awful catastrophe. A hundred 
thoughts flashed through my mind. What did Agnes mean? 
Was she not expecting me? What business had that other 
man there? for her caller certainly had a man's voice. Then 
I thought that Agnes possibly had planned some ugly joke. 
But I must stop this tete-a-tete. Suddenly, from some 
impulse, which must have been a mixture of fear, aston
ishment, madness, curiosity, and disgust, I rang the bell 
vehemently, and stepped to the parlor window, where I saw 
the form of a man disappearing into a side room. 

I must have attempted my escape by the way I had come; 
for when I recalled myself, I was being urged into a large, 
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deep-cushioned arm-chair by Agnes herself, who took a seat 
upon an arm of the same. 

''I have considered your proposal,'' she began, as she 
placed her arm upon the back of the same chair. 

''Yes?'' I answered. 
''You are late, are you not, dear?'' 
''Yes.'' 
''You are not well, Ernest?'' 
''Yes.'' 
''What's the trouble, then, sweet?'' 
''Yes.'' 
''I know what to do for your kind,'' she said, laughingly. 
-I don't remember the whole connection, but I do 

vaguely remember this, in content: As Agnes finished the 
last quoted remark, I felt a kind of choking sensation my 
head rested upon something very soft my whole system 
warmed I was again in Canaan ; as her lips touched mine 
her passion was multiplied a thousand times and the whole 
concentrated in those lips-

J ust here I sprang up, turning over my table, and came to 
myself to find my room-mate laughing hysterically, while I 
sputtered out the ashes from the wrong end of my cigar. 

• 
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HOMER L. GRICE. 

The Class of '12; The college year of 1911-1912 will soon be
its Forerunners come history, when Mercer Institute and its 
an d Successors. successor, Mercer University, will have sent 
forth senior classes for seventy-nine years. He whose 
imagination is active might wish to see the seventy-nine 
classes pass by in revievv that he might compare them with 
one another and spect1late on their respective worth and 
knowledge, ability and equipment. Human nature is ever 
the same, we are told, and though our imaginative man be 
denied a realization of his conception, yet he may be sure of 
this one thing (working on the human nature hypothesis) : 
every one of the seventy-nine classes, each in its turn, 
thought that it ,vas IT, that beside it there was none else, 
that before it there had been nothing like unto it, and that 
i11 the unending cycle of succeeding classes the equal of it 
would nevermore be seen. This, no doubt, is the quintessence 
of class spirit, or else something much like it. From it 
emanates that feeling of superiority, that spirit of patroniz
ing condescension, which differentiates a senior class from 
all others. 

Whence cometh this quintessential spirit? The freshman 
class riseth up and saith, ''Behold, it is not in me.'' Whence, 
then, cometh it? Pernaps no man can tell. Its coming is 
much on the order of the gentle zephyr whicl1 bloweth where 
it listeth, and one heareth the sound thereof, but can not 
tell whence it cometh, even though he be able to ascertain 
,vhither it goeth; its going being like unto the man, possessed 
with an unclean spirit, who dwelt among the tombs : it re
maineth in the sacred precincts of the college domain that 
it may possess itself of each succeeding senior class. A 
season of reflection and meditation, however, convinces one 
tl1at this Senior Spirit is not like unto a demon. Perhaps 
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t he only fault of this Spirit lies in its tendency to self-sat
isf action and inflated egotism. 

Four years ago the then freshman class beheld as from 
afar a number of men, known collectively as seniors. Not 
much did these freshmen know of their worthy senior school
mates; it was not theirs to make complaint nor ask the 
r eason why. The next year, as sophomores, they came into 
a little closer touch with the succeeding senior class, learned 
something of its methods of procedure, caught faint glimpses 
of its egotism, became somewhat affected by the senior atti
t ude towards the juniors, and then wondered if the juniors 
would really bring the college into disrepute the following 
year because of their mediocrity. The wonder was needless; 
for when those juniors became seniors last year, and the 
sophomores, juniors, the self-satisfaction of the new sen
iors was seen to be something immense. They were heard 
to comment on the many brainy fellows in their class, to say 
t hat they had performed exceedingly well the many duties 
that had been laid upon them, to compare themselves with 
the class that liad just preceded them much to its disadvan
tage, and, towards the close of the year, to express solici
tude for the continuation of the various student activities 
after their departure, and also their sympathy for the 
junior class in its lack of talent, initiative, aggressiveness, 
and all the other virtues it itself possessed in abundance. In 
its more complacent moods and generous moments the class 
wished that it could dispossess itself of its excess virtues 
and gifts and bestow its surplus goods upon the poor juniors 
for the sake of the college. And in that frame of mind it 
graduated and bade Mercer farewell, a most worthy class, 
but in its egotism, no doubt like all that had preceded it. 

September, 1911, came and the freshman of four years 
ago, the same being the humble juniors of last year, found 
the dut ies and r esponsibilities of seniorhood devolving upon 
them. Much to their surprise they found that they were 
equal to the occasion. The college did not seem to be any 
the worse off for the departure of the preceding seniors; 
all the student activities seemed to flourish as of yore; and 
the seniors of this year, at last come into their own, began 
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to assert themselves as though they \Vere to the manner 
born. The aforementioned Senior Spirit vvas able to possess 
itself of the class and forthwith, individually and collec
tively, the class began to vaunt itself. To-day, no doubt, the 
underclassmen who have ears to hear are familiar with the 
assertions of the present seniors about surpassing the rec
ords of the 1911 class, and so forth, and so forth. If the 
fifty individual opinions of the class could be made into a 
composite opinion it would be found that the present sen
iors are not burdened with any weak members as other 
senior classes have been, are perfect gentlemen with strong 
personalities, and making a record unequaled in Mercer his
tory, a record which will be an inspiration to all succeeding 
classes. It would be found, too, that this composite opinion 
would show grave concern for the success of the various 
Mercer organizations next year, thfs concern being due to 
an inability to see any strong men ( ?) in the present junior 
class. 

And thus it ever goeth ! All hail to the class of 1912. 
Tlie Mercerian congratulates it on its good record, its fine 
personnel, and hopes for it a high hope, that it may not fall 
below the Mercer level. At the same time it would assure 
the class that there need be no concern for the destiny of 
Mercer next year, and the year after next year, and the 
year after that; for the Juniors, and the Sophomores, and 
the Freshmen have fine seniors in the making, men ,vho will 
uphold the Mercer standard and bring to the college added 
l'"enown, both now and in the years to come. 

A Meditation Times change; then why should not all things 
on Newspapers else? They do change, or else they cease to 
be. The Jews wept at the wailing wall of Jerusalem over 
the departed glory of their country. Old men grow sad 
and pessimistic ,vhen they discourse on how things have 
changed since they were boys; and our grandmothers fear 
their granddaughters are coming to some terribly bad end 
because they do not act as little girls did when they them
selves ¥1ere girls; and poets, beholding the ruins that time 
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has wrought, would fain console themselves by paying 
tribute 

''To the glory that was Greece 
And the grandeur that was Rome.'' 

It is rather strange, nevertheless there is a tendency on 
the part of us all to glorify the past; and even to-day, with 
the records of history to support us in the new doctrine, 
mankind is still disposed to locate the ''Golden Age'' some
,vhere in the dim mists of the days that were. A Words
worth would say that this is an added ''intimation of im
mortality.'' 

Notwithstanding this idea that persists, there has grown 
t1p in recent years a strong belief that the ''Golden Age'' 
lies ahead. This idea roots itself in a belief in the orderly 
evolution of things, and we believe that Lowell spoke more 
,visely perhaps than he knew when he said ''That time makes 
ancient good uncouth.'' 

Scarcely anywhere is this new belief better justified than 
in the evolution of the newspaper. Those of us who read it 
(and that means practically all of us) are apt, if unobserv
ing, not to notice its change in appearance and content and 
purpose from year to year. We are apt to forget that it 
,,1as largely political in its origin, given to dealing in per
sonalities and abuse, presenting only one side of a question, 
devoid of any news features or literary qualities. We are 
apt to think of it as having always been more or less what 
it is to-day. And yet the students of the present generation 
l1ave seen remarkable changes occur in the modern daily, 
'Nhich, for our purpose, may be said to constitute what we 
ter1n a newspaper. 

To-day the best newspapers are not organs supporting 
special factions, distorting news events to support their posi
tions, and denying their pages to news matter and commt1ni
cations that may not be in acco1--d with the policies of the 
papers in question. Rather are they great gatherers of 
news, presenting both sides of every quest1on as fairly and 
impartially as possible, reflectors of public opinion, dis-
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seminators of information on every imaginable topic, cater
ers to the demands and wishes of their millions of readers, 
yet firm in their advocacy of those measures that tend to 
ameliorate the sufferings of society and bring about a mo1·e 
equitable adjustment between the different social orders. In 
view of the fact that quite a number of modern dailies fail 
to 1ive up to these qualifications, it is necessary that we col
lege men, interested in the great problems of life, should 
learn to discriminate and fight shy of those journals which 
adhere to the old order of things in the 11e,vspaper world; 
else we are likely to be unduly influenced by the partisan and 
unfair policies of papers \vhose aims and methods we might 
not suspect. 

There is yet another change in the modern paper that 
is significant, and it is only within the last four or five years 
that it has become marked: the literary feature of the 
modern daily. On the editorial page one may find, be
sides well-written editorials, wit, wisdom, philosophy, and 
poetry, the same being contributed by highly trained and 
able preachers, teachers, lawyers, doctors, business men, 
magazine writers, and others of similar worth. What this 
means to the millions of readers is not yet much evident, 
but that it will contribute vastly to general culture and an 
appreciation of things worth v.1hile, there is no doubt. In 
addition to these special articles, many of our more pro
gressive dailies are adding regular magazine sections, car
rying sermons by eminent divines, Sunday school lesson 
commentaries, short stories by established authors, and a 
mass of literature on othe1'" popular subjects. With all 
these literary features, ~1e find also practical talks on 
farming, poultry-raising, cooking, sanitation, health, and 
other kindred topics, improvements that make a paper 
almost invaluable to every ene1·getic and sober-thinking 
person. 

While we pay tribute to these excellencies, it must not 
be overlooked that our ne~1spapers also print much that is 
of questionable value as to its good effects, and quite a deal 
that is actually harmful. It is purposed here, however, 
only to point out a trend in modern ne\vspaperdom that 
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seems significant and fraught with great possibilities of 
enlarged usefulness. Let us be observant of the trends 
and the changes, formulating our plans, enlarging our 
conceptions, getting ready to launch ourselves into the thick 
of the strenuous life, yet on our guard lest, while in pur
suit of new and often untried ideas, we forego some of the 
old things that are good, and determined to make our lives 
felt in the new social order from which there shall evolve 
greater things than we have yet dreamed of. 
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A. T. CLINE. 

On Poetry To the ordinary reader al] poetry, like ''all 
Gaul, '' is divided into three parts, classical, 

romantic and realistic. The greatest difficulty in the field 
of poesy, as truly as in the land of Cresar's conquest, is not 
to determine the number of parts into '-'711ich the whole is 
divided, but to give the proper bounds and limits to these 
divisions. In this respect Cresar sets forth in one para
graph more efficiently the confines of his conquest than Mr. 
William Allan Neilson, a Professor of English at Harvard, 
has been able to do in the whole of his recently published 
book, ''Essentials of Poetry.'' 

Mr. Neilson attempts to show that these three divisions 
correspond respectively with three faculties of the mind, 
reason, imagination and memory. In his book he attempts 
to substantiate this far-reaching theory. The method hit 
upon by him for this purpose is the use of short pa c::. '" ages 
of verse, chosen from quite a number of the works of many 
famous authors, as examples. If we are willing to accept 
this method of criticism we are forced to agree to his con
tention that reason is the dominating element of classical 
poetry. It must naturally follow also, as our author con
tends, that classical poetry is read and appreciated for 
the most part by persons in whose mind the logical faculty 
is predominant. In the same way we feel called upon to 
grant that romantic verse is most generally written 6y 
imaginative poets and is enjoyed with keenest interest by 
those pe1 .. sons who have a temperamental inclination for the 
fanciful, rather than the real. 

t 
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This treatment of realistic poetry as the product of the 
memory has been very common since the days of Words
worth. 

But it is evident that the selection of only a few individ-
ual lines from the poems of any author as a test of his 
powers is a purely artificial method, and is not capable 
of being a true index to the poet's temperament, or even his 
writings. What can a critic armed with such a yardstick 
do towards giving to the poetical works of Milton their 
proper estimate? The weakness of the plan is self-evident 
when thus applied to him, for besides being, as some have 
thought, our greatest classical poet, he is much else. Mil
ton is so richly endowed on all other sides of his nature 
that we refrain from insisting on the epithet, classical, 
lest we deprive him of a greater honor. What can be said 
of Shakespeare, who combined all these qualities in a nice 
degree and possessed, in addition to them, others not pro
vided for in our author's unaccommodating premise? 

Only a casual glance over the current book reviews of our 
leading magazines is enough to lead one to ask himself if 
all the poets are really dead. Instead of interrogating our
selves concerning the failure of the world to produce any 
great singers in our day, and trying to place the blame on 
nature for not dealing as kindly with her t\ventieth century 
sons and daughters as she did with those of other ages, let 
us turn from this mental process to a more accessible and 

r . 
per1£aps truer source of information. Any public librarian 
or book-dealer will tell you that tl1is generation of the 
world's inhabitants does not read very much of the poetry of 
this or of any other era. Most volumes of modern poetry have 
to be published by their authors themselves, while much very 
worthless fiction brings its producers a handsome sum. 
This should be consoling to those who fear the commercial 
spirit of the age, for it can be said with no danger of con
tradiction that the small amount of poetry produced is in 
no immediate danger of being commercialized. We should 
be thankful that in this age of trusts and combines, no syn
dicate has seen fit to gobble up the inspired lines of our 
poetical geniuses. 

l 

• 

~ 
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It seems that poetry as a department of literature has 
suffered a very sad deterioration from the effects of the 
loose style of twentieth century fiction. All great poetry 
must have the element of intensity and no book lacking 
this quality, let it be either prose or rhyme, will be read 
by any save a few literary individuals and a somewhat 
larger number of book r eviewers. Our age does not 
demand that the authors of its books shall be great liter
ary artists, but that they must be able to amuse and enter
tain. The a,1erage reader had rather wander through sev
eral hundred pages of a book like Mr. Chambers' ''The 
Common Law,'' than to make a study of a story like Mrs. 
Wharton's ''Ethan Frome,'' a book of one-third the number 
of pages, but a rare example of artistic finish and literary 
perfection. That we read much and that most of what we 
read is practically worthless, not to say often positively 
injurious, is p1"oved by the fact that last year it r equired 
thirteen thousand volumes of fiction to supply our demand 
for ''something to read," yet careful critics have chosen only 
about one out of every one thousand of \these as 
worthy of being added to the stock of the world's real liter
ature. 

It seems that in the evolutional process of things in gen
eral, style is becoming less an essential element in the realm 
of literature. Even though the writings of an author may be 
bound after a certain ''style,'' yet it is very seldom that 
anyone sees fit to demand that the book itself must possess 
this quality. In the days of Pope a good style was consid
ered the most important prerequisite of a great poet. But 
the reaction that necessarily followed this exaggerated 
notion, so common among the eighteenth century 
writers, has caused the pendulum to swing as far in 
the opposite direction. Wordsworth and his school of 
writers may have helped to bring about this condition 
of affairs by their attack on the ''classical'' tendency of 
their age; but by far the greatest force in ushering 
in this new standard of poetry which has so effectively 
baffled and bewildered the budding genius in the poetic
minded youth of this century, has been the multiplicity of 
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metres and the careless choice of subjects characteristic of 
the nineteenth century poets. Even though the rocking 
metres of the ''rocking'' Pegasus of the Pope school did 
not lend much charm to the poetry of that day, yet it did 
enable those employing it to control effectively and express 
clearly their ideas. Present-day verse most needs the epi
grammatic force that would come from a more succinct and 
highly polished poetic style. 

Mr. Wells' Amid the noise and clamor from the seeth-
Revolt ing, bubbling and spouting crowd who keep 
the printing press of the country going day and night, year 
in and year out, recording the mental activities of a part of 
its number for the intellectual or moral enhancement, enter
tainment or amusement of the other part, one occasionally 
catches the voice of some of its leaders who are consciously 
attempting to give direction to its writers and critics. It 
seems that we have great confidence in the natural bent of 
our own inclinations, for no matter what an author pub
lishes, it is generally caught up in a whirlwind of praise by 
its admirers, while those who are not so favorably impressed 
are too busy ·eulogizing a work of their own liking to utter 
a word of warning to an innocent public. Though satire as 
a distinct type of literature appears to be rapidly declining, 
it is not yet a lost art. In fact the most notable example 
of literary satire published recently was a paper written 
by Mr. H. G. Wells satirizing the attitude of the ''ordinary 
man of affairs'' toward the contemporary novel. He is very 
aggressive in this attack on what he terms the ''weary 
giant theory of the novel.'' To the woman who, after read
ing one of the ''perfectly grand'' and ''awfully gripping'' 
types of the modern novel, places it aside with the remark 
that it is such a ''dear,'' he has nothing to say, but the poor 
man, who from lack of less delicately-poised make-up, fails 
to find in these modern ''essays on life'' anything more than 
an excuse for whiling pleasantly away a few hours from 
the grind of business, is favored with a display of Mr. Wells' 
ability to give sarcastic expression to his feeling of disgust. 

''The Reader is represented as a man who has been in 
his office from two to four, with perhaps only a two-hour 
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interval at his club for lunch; or he has been playing golf; 
or he has been waiting about and voting in the House; or 
he has been fishing or disputing a point of law, or writing 
a sermon, or doing one of a thousand other of the grave, 
important things which constitutes the substance of a pros
perous man's life. 

''Now at last comes the little precious interval of leisure, 
and the weary giant takes up a book. Perhaps he is vexed; 
he may have been bunkered, his line may have caught in the 
trees, his favorite investment may have slumped, or the 
judge may have had indigestion and been extremely rude 
to him. He wants to forget the troublesome realities of 
life. He wants to be taken out of himself, to be cheered, to 
be consoled, amused, above all amused. He doesn't want 
ideas, he doesn't want facts, above all he doesn't want 
''problems.'' He wants to dream of the bright, thin, gay 
excitements of a phantom world in which he can be heroi
of horses ridden and laces worn and princesses rescued and 
won. He wants pictures of funny slums and funny paupers. 
He wants romance without its defiance, and humor without 
its sting; and the business of the novelist, he holds, is to sup
ply this cooling refreshment.'' 

After having held up as an object of ridicule all men who 
do not go to the fields of fiction with a serious purpose in 
mind and condemned them at length for their lack of appre
ciation of the real merits and true purpose of fiction, he 
takes a fling at the school of critics, who would place metes 
and bounds about either the subject matter or the way in 
which the novelist seeks to deliver his message. He holds 
that fiction has already suffered and is yet suffering severely 
from the fact that the standards of the short story and the 
standard of the novel have been confused. He is especiallv 
aggressive in condemning all criticism which assumes that 
the novel, like the short story, should aim at a single, con
centrated impression, and pleads for a laxer, more spacious 
form of writing. 

''Constantly one finds in the reviews of the works of 
fiction the complaint that this, that, or the other thing is 
irrelevant. Now it is the easiest thing and the most fatal 
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thing to be irrelevant in a short story. A short story should 
be to the point as a man flees from a pursuing tiger: He 
pauses not for the daisies in his path, or to note the pretty 
moss on the tree he climbs for safety. But the novel by 
comparison is like breakfasting in the open air on a sum
mer morning. Nothing is irrelevant if the writer's mood 
be happy; and the tapping of the thrush on the garden-path 
or the petal of an apple blossom that floats down into my 
coffee is as irrelevant as the egg I open or the butter I bite, 
and all sorts of things that inevitably mar the tense illusion 
which is the aim of the short story are not necessarily 
wrong in the novel.'' 

The conclusion of his article might be called a declaration 
of independence against the ''Weary Giant theory,'' and 
all critics who attempt to infringe upon what to him seem 
to be the liberties which rightly belong to the novelist. 

''We are going to write subject to our own limitations 
about the whole of human life. We are going to deal with 
political questions and religious questions and social ques
tions. We cannot present people unless we have this free 
hand, this unrestricted field. What is the good of telling 
stories about peoples' lives, if one may not deal freely with 
the religious beliefs and organizations that have controlled 
or failed to control them? What is the good of pretending 
to write about love, loyalties and treacheries and quarrels 
of men and women if one must not glance at those varieties 
of physical temperaments and organic qualities, those deeply 
passionate needs and distresses from which half the storms 
of the human life are brewed? We mean to deal with these 
things and it will need very much more than the disap
proval of provincial libraries, the hostility of a few influen
.tial people in London to stop the incoming tide of aggres
sive novel writing.'' 
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It is ,,·ith great pleasure that '"'e say to all our exchanges 
for Februarj," that they show impro\rement O\'er former 
numbers. For their size and general make-up these deserve 
special mention: Tr·inity Arcliii'e, "ftilcMaster Ji1onthly, 
Gonzaza, Riclimond College Messenger·, Vassar Miscellany, 
Uriive1·sity of T e1inessee Magazine, Har·va1·d lf ontlily. Some 
of these ,,,ill be taken up in detail. We say in passing, that 
,vhile the literary efforts are good, generally speaking they 
show the effect of too much criticism. They are a little . 
''straigl1t front,'' artificial, cramped as it ,vere. There is 
not enough range, vision, scope, freedom of movement. It 
seems that ,,,e cannot free ourselves from the idea that the 
critic will cut it to pieces if it doesn't please him. We must 
have form, s}·mmetry, unity, and polish, but onl}' to give 
freedom and life to the thought, not ,veaken or entirely 
sacrifice it. 1\11 ... T. A. Beckett, Davidson College Magazine, 
in the editorial, ''Facts and Near Facts,'' so well illus
trates my point that I am going to take the liberty of quot
ing him. He has the idea and is not afraid to risk an orig
inal composition. He begins thus: ''Stowed away in each 
of us there is a generous portion of the fool," and as he con
tinues: ''Glazed over with a veneer of twentieth century 
superficialit}", ,ve are afraid to really become acquainted 
with the personality ,,,.e should kno,v so well, and gauging 
ourselves by the standard of public opinion, we keep on 
harboring and petting the fool that is in us instead of tak
ing an individual vie,,·point, getting a stronghold and being 
true to oursel,res." We feel like crying out: ''Speech! 
Speech! Beckett!'' as \\,.e do when some visitor has come to 
chapel to ''say a ,,·ord for us.'' Another thing he is not 
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afraid to say : ''Take the Fraternity and Non-Fraternity 
orga11izations in college, a dense fog of genuine old-fasl1-
ioned cussed foolishness envelops both sides. Each man 
sees the fool on the other side of the fence.'' This is free
dom and we are glad to see quite a number of our fellow 
editors and students using it to good advantage. Such a 
subject may not be very popular, but it is no less vital. 
Suffice it to say on leaving the subject that a broader view, 
more liberal thinking, and a greater range in the expression 
of our sentiments tend to remove the delusion, tear away the 
fence, and thus establish for us that learning, poise, and 
power which is education in truth . 

The Southern This magazine is medium in size, but by no 
Student means medium in contents. It is attractive 
in appP.arance and contains two poems above the average 
and two unusually interesting appreciations, one of Irving, 
the other of Wordsworth. Tl1e remaining matter in the 
magazine is of such a nature that it gives strength and pro
portion, thus making a well-rounded publication. Taken as 
a unit, the magazine shows effective labor, active thinking, 
and progress. The author of ''A Reverie'' should feel justly 
proud of that poem. It contains one essential, at least, of 
good poetry, that of universality. The following stanza 
will bear me out in what I ha,,e said: 

''I thought of a time in the future 
When wild dreams no longer will be, 
Then I groaned as I thought of the waiting 
And trying that comes unto me. 
Of the failures that prove all my weakness; 
Of temptations I meet by the way, 
Of yielding to them and falling; 
Of repentance from day unto day.'' 

''G1"it and the Owl Town Association,'' is a light narrative 
full of human nature and realistic touches, and has an end
ing that shows progress. The character sketch of Henry 
Esmond is short, to the point, and contains the striking 
peculiarities of the hero of the Castlewood romance. 
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Trinity The lingering impression of a casual observer 
Archive in running through the Archive is that it is 
neither cramped for space nor pushed for material, as 
some unfortunately are. In the January issue there are 
five poems, each more than medium, besides several short 
stories balanced by a fairly well-written article of the 
heavier type. The ''Will-o' -the-Wisp'' is the longest and 
most thought-giving of the poems, but is excelled by the one 
to J anua1 .. y in tone-color and alliteration. The stories, 
however, do not come t1p to the usual standard. ''Tricked 
by Cupid,'' treats in a conventional way the old theme of an 
egotistical woman-hater suddenly falling in love by one of 
those mysterious and fatal moves of Cupid, and is only 
saved from the waste-basket by a few artistic touches. One 
,vonders ,vhy ''Honor at Stake'' is to be continued, unless 
it is for the sake of suspense, until the next issue. It is 
wanting in ''pep,'' strained to cover the required space, and, 
except for the fact that it was destined by the gods to be a 
serial, might well have been condensed into a short story. 
''The Passing of the Old,'' though, has an ingenious plot, 
and is disposed of in a much more tactful manner. The 
magazine, in the absence of the departments characteristic 
of most college periodicals, would be made more readable 
b),- the injection of local color. 

Chronicle The Ch1·oniole is exceptionally good this issue. 
The cov·er is very neat and attractive. In 

size and reading matter it is far above the average. The 
jokes, however, are few, and aged. The poem ''Croakings of 
an Optimist,'' is very unique. It gives us some old advice 
in new, snappy foot-ball expressions. ''Rat Smith'' is a 
humorous sketch of a Freshman. The cartoons of the 
Freshman during his first night at college, make the sketch 
seem more real. The cartoons exhibit much taste and talent. 
''The New Year'' and ''A Voice,'' are both very good poems. 
In ''A Voice'' we are given some more advice. It seems as 
if the students should be given something at this season 
of the year, and the authors of these poems have paid this 
obligation with some very wholesome advice. ''An Adven-
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ture of War'' is one of those stories which are full of daring 
events. We are given a splendid picture of the villain's 
dens by the splendid use of setting. The suspense of the 
story keeps us in a fear lest the hero may come to the rescue 
too late. The one criticism we find of the story is that the 
author should have used a real name for the town instead of 
a single letter. On the whole, the magazine is well bal
anced. The photographs of the campus placed at the be
ginning make this magazine more attractive. 

We welcome the following for February: Y elloiv Jacket, 
College of Char·leston Magazine, Wofford College Jou1·nal, 
The Lebana, The Crothesian, Wesleyan, Georgian, Riverside 
Record, Bessie Tift Journal, Or·ange and Green, Chr·onicle, 
Tr·inity A r·cli i've, J oii1·nal, Souther·n Student, M cM aster 
Univers?°ty Montlily, Tlie Palmetto, Ca1"olinian Chats, St. 
M a1·y' s M iise, A escitlapian, Dalilonega Collegian, Reinlia?'·dt 
Mountaineer, Gonzaza, lsaqiteena, The Collegian, Minnesota 
Magazine, Howa1·d Monthly, Emory Phoenix, Davidson Col
lege Magazine, Furman Echo, Richrriond College Messenger , 
CoZlege Refiecto1 .. , Unive1·sity of T ennessee Magazine, Vassa1~ 
Miscellany. 

• 
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E. CLEM POWERS. 

''Of all sad words these are the worst, 
'Back to the bench, you're out at first'.'' 

.. 

• 

So starts the ball to rolling; may it roll our way as it now 
bids fair to do. Just what will be the personnel of the 
team has not yet been determined. The old men who are 
gone have left places ,vhich must be filled. There is no 
denying that we have excellent material from which to 
dra~,, and in the first few days' practice we find an excellent 
' 'spur to prick the sides of our intent.'' Last year we missed 
the championship by an inch, and while an inch may be as 
bad as a mile, we hope and are justly confident that D1·. 
Stroud and Captain Voss, backed by their plucky bunch, will 
obliterate the difference between us and the longed-for goalJ 
We'll have a team that can do; let's all get behind them and 
they ,vill do. 

l\tir. Roy Cook, of Rochester, N. Y., a member of the 
sophomore class, has been elected captain of the basket-ball 
t eam for the season 1912-13. Mr. Cook is one of the best 
players on the team and the honor is one well won and will 
be ,vell sustained; well sustained if he heads a team whose 
r ecord is as brilliant as the one just made. 

·------
Hollings'\\1orth : ''Every time I see Jenkins smile, I want 

• to look in his mouth to see ho,v old he is.'' 
(This must be a smile tl1at 's a sort of horse laugh.) 
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It is a source of great pleasure to us to know that Mr. 
Eugene Powell, who has been so seriously ill for the past 
few weeks, is speedily recovering. We hope that others 
who are sutf ering from various maladies may soon re-occupy 
their old haunts. 

What shall it profit a man if he gain the whole world 
and quit smoking? 

We are all human enough to like to see our name in print. 
Probably, however, that is not the only incentive that 

, caused some of the fallowing to drop in to see us : Bar-
• 

11nett, Whatley, P. M. Cousins, Leon Henderson, Youngblood, 
· ''Rubber'' Walker, ''Mug'' Lawrence and others we did not 

4 

see. It is a great inspiration to feel that they are all doing 
well marrying occasionally, and making a living. 

Prof. Carver: ''Mr. Granade, will you explain all you 
now know about carbohydrates?'' 

Sam: ''They are very high-class bugs that don't wear 
pompadours.'' 

''Never worry about trifles. The holes that let the water 
in your shoes will always let it out again.'' 

Some of the boys will take a keen interest in the fact that 
examinations are upon them, some only a ''passing'' interest, 
and others still are studying for future ''sups." The tough
ened classmen are getting more or less used to these three
times-a-year events and are beginning to realize that they 
can accomplish but one of two results, namely:-

''Whatsoever a man seweth that shall he easily rip.'' 

The a11nouncement of the engagement of Mr. 0. L. Mc
Lemore to l\1iss Carmichael, of Tennille, appeared a few 
,,·eeks ago. Mr. McLemore i a foi-·mer student of Mercer, 
and has many friends here who ,vish him happy success in 
l1is t1ndertaking. 
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Snelson: '' 'Breeze,' will you kindly inform me in regard 
to Mr. Paul's missionary journey?'' 

Huff: ''Read Isaiah and see for yourself.'' 

The last subject for discussion in the Phi Delta Literary 
halls was: ''Resolved, That English students should have 
the same rights as American subjects." 

Doubtless after many luckless attempts, a certain gallant 
professor must have decided that the telephone at Wesleyan 
was too closely guarded by matrons or ''maids,'' for he has 
immediately installed a system of wireless communication 
between ''here'' and ''there." The only trouble about your 
scheme, Professor, seems to be that while you may receive 
messages, still they must be translated, and in translation 
you lose the soft significance of the sweet tones and sly 
symbols. 

A new departure in Literary Societies appeared in the 
Ciceronian Halls in this program : 
Professor Cousins ____________________ _________________________ . ____________ Address 
Miss Eva Dasher ______________________________________________________ Violin Solo 

Miss Sarah Taylor-------·---------------------------------------------· .... Reading 
Miss Pierce ........ _. ________ .. ______ .. ___ .. ___________ ............ ________ .. Piano Solo 
Miss Louise J uhan ____ __________________________________________________ Vocal Solo 
H. D. Johnson ____________________________________________________ Critic's Report 
''Piggy'' Aderhold presided. 

Jackson: ''Bradford, you are not very rough on shoes, 
are you?'' 

Bradford: ''No, I can wear a shoe longe1~ than any of 
you bullies.'' 

I approach ,vith fear and trembling the next item, ''The 
Senior Banquet.'' Doubtless your imagination, if given to 
soaring, can picture more vividly than my pen the events of 
so auspicious an occasion. After carrying the professors 
home, the boys came in about three o'clock in the morning 
and reported to no classes all day. They say that college is 
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the place to learn and that a little learning is a dangerous 
thing, so we naturally surmise that they imbibed pretty 
deeply of the ''Pierian Spring.'' 

Batchelor: ''Huff, what is hydrolysis?'' 
Huff: ''A composition for making your lips red.'' 
A certain member of the faculty now adds this syllable 

at the end of his name: ''Sr.'' ''How strange it seems and 
new!'' 

Mr. H. L. Grice has been elected President of the State 
Students' Prohibition League. Mr. Grice is thoroughly com-
petent to do honor and justice to the position. . 

''When money talks we never stop to criticise its gram
mar.'' 

The subject of the annual impromptu debate was: ''Re
solved, That Woodrow Wilson should be the ~emocratic can
didate for president.'' As soon as the subject was announced 
a hush of silence pervaded the audience and speakers, for 
they all realized that the decision of that subject would have 
a tremendously far-reaching effect. They seemed to feel 
that the nation and the candidates awaited in breathless 
silence for an announcement of their choice. How blighted 
must have been Mr. Wilson's hopes, for the negative side 
won. How exultant must have been Mr. Taft and how he 
must have jumped into the air and popped his feet three 
times together! How gloomy the school-teachers must feel, 
for their champion has been dismantled. How gloriously 
the actors in that fateful drama played their parts. Like 
Colossus they bestrode the narrow world; like Demosthenes 
they thundered forth their Philippics; like Jupiter, they 
hurled their thunderbolts; like Hercules, they snatched a 
pine from the fores ts of Georgia, dipped it into the mud of 
the Ocmulgee and wrote on college walls, ''Ambition's sun 
is set,'' while to-day other candidates exult over the debris. 
Can l\1r. Wilson come back? · 
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J. J. PILCHER. 

A GOOD WORK. 

Edith was light-hearted and merry over everything. Nothing ap
pealed to her seriously. So, one day her mother decided to invite a 
,·ery serious young parson to dinner, and he was placed next the light
hearted girl. Everything went " 7 ell, until she asked him: 

''You speak of everybody having a mission. What 1s yours?" 
"My mission," said the parson, "is to save young men." 
"Good," replied the girl, "I'm glad to meet }OU. I wish you'd save 

one for me." 

"The trouble began when they eommenced to tell each other the 
truth." 

THE REAL PUZZLE. 

Father ( imp1·essively) : "Suppose I should be taken away very 
suddenlJ', what would become of you, my bo~1?" 

Irreverent Son: "I'd stay here. The qt1estion is, what would 
become of ,1ou. ~'-Westcliester Critic . .. 

HARD ON THE OTHER SIDE. 

One hot summer day a Kentucky beau stopped at a florist's to order 
a box of flowers sent to his lady love. At the same time he also pur
chased a design for the funeral of a friend. On the card for his girl's 
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box he wrote: ''Hoping these will help you bear the heat." The other 
card bore the one word: "Sympathy." 

Very soon the girl telephoned: "Thank you so much for the flowers , 
but why did you write 'sympathy' on the card?" 

There was no word from the other card.-Ladies' H<Yl'IW Jou'rnal. 

The Pennsylvania Dutch have the reputation of being very eco
nomical, and very careful in watching the details of domestic affairs, 
no matter how small. 

''Heiny!" called the father. 
"Vat?" answered the son. 
"Run an' count dem geeses again, Heiny." 
"All right." 
Heiny went; Heiny returned. 
"Heiny!" said the father. 
''Vat?" said the son. 
''Did you count dem geeses again, Heiny?" 
"Chess." 
"How many vas dey, Heiny?" 
"Vun." 
''Dat's right, Heiny. "-Everybody's . 

An American, while riding throug·h the heart of London, on top of 
a 'bus, heard amid the noise and clatter of the streets the bells of 
Westminster ringing. 

Turning to Foley, his Irish friend, he said: "Don't those bells 
remind you of some pastoral village?" Foley said: ''I can't hear 
you, Jim." The American repeated: "Those bells! Don't they recall 
some old New England village, when you were a youth, going to 
church, of a quiet Sunday morning?" "I can't quite catch you, Jim," 
was the reply. 

"Why, I said those bells ringing. Don't they bring back to you 
quiet country lanes, green fields and shady nooks, and make you feel 
better toward all the world?'' 

Foley, putting his hands to his mouth and leaning over close to 
his friend's ear shouted: "Those bells, Jim, are making so much 
noise that I can't hear what you are saying "-Everybody's. 

"The rain, it rained every day 
Upon the just and unjust fellows, 
But mostly on the just, because 
The unjust have the just's umbrellas.-Ex. 

''Hans,'' said Gottlieb, as they reached a pause in the conversation, 
''Did you efer puy a gold brick?" 

''Nein, nein," replied Gottlieb, ''I nefer puyed a gold brick; but 
vunce I buyed vat I t'ought vas one."-Exchange. 

' 
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BESSIE WASN'T THAT KIND." 

"I wouldn't drink out of that cup," said little Johnnie to the well
dressed young stranger; "that's Bessie's cup and she's very particular 
who drinks out of it." 

"Ah," said the young man, as he drank the cup dry, "I feel hon
ored to drink out of Bessie's cup. Bessie is your youngest sister, isn't 
she?" 

"Not much! Bessie is my dog." 

Mrs. Strongmind: "Why don't you go to work?" 
Tramp: "Please, mum, I made a vow twenty years ago that I'd 

never do another stroke of work till women was paid the same wages 
as men." 

He got a dollar.-Ex. 

"The rising generation will be aviators." 

"Mama, do all angels fly?" 
''Yes, Willie, why do you ask?" 
"Cause I heard dad call the hired girl an angel the other day. 

Will she fly, too?" 
"Yes, Willie, to-morrow."-Ex. 

LAW STUDENTS 

We offer you our services. 
We are the largest General Law Book 
House in the South. 
We have many thousands of volumes in 

stock, and can supply your wants as stu
dents and after graduation. 

Call on us. 

THE HARRISON COMPANY 
Publishers and Law Book Sellers. 

50 E. Hunter St. Atlanta, Ga. 
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SHE WOULDN'T CHEER UP. 
• 

"Tommy," said the mother, ''Grandmother is very sick. Can't 
you go in and cheer her up a bit?" 

"Y es'um," said Tommy, as he went into the sick-room. But in a 
few minutes he came out disconsolate. "Couldn't mother,'' he said, 
"she seemed to get worse." 

"What did you say, dear?'' asked mother. 
"Why, I asked her if she would like soldiers at her funeral." 

' 'The cheerful loser is a winner." 

WHAT PUZZLED HER. 

The little city gi1~1 stood watching the "hand" on t he farm milking 
the cow. 

"Think you could do it?" asked the "hand." 
"I think so," replied Miss City. "I could do the milking, I think, 

but when you want to stop milking, how do you turn it off?'' 

l'Yiike ( in bed as alarm clock goes off) : "I fooled yez that time. 
I wasn't asleep at all."-Exchange . 
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A QUICK RETORT. 

References to Jonah and the whale recall an instance in which a 
Salvation Army "lassie" scared off a theological heckler. 

''Do you really believe," he asked, "that Jonah spent three days 
and nights in the belly of a whale?" 

"I don't know," replied the lady of the poke-bonnet; "I'll ask him 
when I go to heaven." 

"But suppose he isn't there?" 
Quick as thought came the reply: ''Then you can ask him. 

- Ladies' Homa Journal. 

"A man's ardor is never dampened by a shower of compliments.' ' 

An American and a Scotchman were walking one day near the 
foot of one of the Scotch mountains. The Scotchman, wishing t-0 
impress the visitor, produced a famous echo to be heard in that 
place. When the echo returned clearly after nearly four minutes, 
the proud Scotchman turning to the American, exclaimed: 

''There, mon, ye canna show anything like that in your country." 
"Oh, I don't know," said the American. "I guess we can better 

that. Why, in my camp in the Rockies, when I go to bed I just lean 
out of my window and call out, 'Time to get up! ' And eight hours 
afterward the echo comes back to wake me."- The Co?icept. 

THE BENSON CLOTHING CO. 

respectfully solicits the patronage of 
Mercer Students 

Men's High-Grade Clothes, 
Furnishings and Hats. 

317-319-321 Third Street 
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HOW HE BEAT THE RAILROAD. 

An Irishman riding on a railroad train looked so greatly pleased 
that he was asked what amused him so much. "Sure," he said, ''I've 
been riding on this road for tin years, and to-day's the first time I 
ever got ahead of it." 

''How did you do it this time?" he was asked. 
Slapping his knees with evident satisfaction he replied: 
"I bought a round-trip ticket and, begorra, I ain't going back.>' 

"When it becomes fashionable to take a honeymoon in an airship, 
there will be more falling out.'' 

A Texan and a New Yorker were one day discussing the merits of 
their respective climates. 

''Down where I live," said the Texan, "We grow a pumpkin so 
big, that when we cut it, my wife used one-half of it as a cradle to 
rock the baby in." 

The New Yorker smiled. "Why, my dear fellow, he said, "that's 
nothing at all. A few days ago, right in New York City, three full
grown policemen were found asleep on one beat." 

UNIVERSITY PLACE 
GEO. SPARKS, '09, Manager. 
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An April Prayer 
FRANK TAYLOR LONG. 

Each tree is shimme1~ing into green, 
And blossoming is everywhere; 

Grey Winter creeps in rage away, 
And all the fields ar·e gay and fair. 

Biit in my heart is winter still, 
And, faint with grief, would Hope depart: 

I pray thee, Love, with one sweet glance, 
Bid April reign within my heart . 

• 
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Three Ages of Man 
W. B. MURRAY. 

N a century that was in some respects contempora-
neous with ours, Mr. Shakespere, in a very matter 

of fact kind of way, proceeded to divide the life of man 
into seven different stages and cull out all previous arrange
ments. With all due respect to Mr. Shakespere as one of 
the immortals, it does seem to me that he makes it a little 
hard on the poor fell ow who in the future years might wish 
to make himself the cynosure of all eyes by inventing 
another set of ages. But William has seemingly closed uo 
the matter by specifically designating them as ''the'' seven 
ages of man, and his reputation is a hard thing to under
mine. Therefore, it is at the risk of my life from his ardent 
followers that I attempt to break into his natural monopoly 
of the situation and declare that it is possible to divide the 
life of man, as the country of Gaul, into three parts. But 
the redeeming feature of my arbitrary division is that I do 
not say ''omnis vita in tres partes divisa est,'' no, I will 
not be so dogmatic as to ask for an unconditional surrender 
of all conflicting vivisectionists, but rather encourage them 
in their nefarious practice of chopping the poor biped into 
as many fragments as it is possible to pack in between the 
cradle and the grave; and I would further lead them B,stray 
by a balatant psuedo-philosophy that there are ages and 
ages, that it all depends on the point of view, and a man 
might have only one age to grace his triumphal crawl from 
the rising to the setting of his star, or that life might be 
made miserable with endeavorings to keep account of some 
six thousand. Perhaps some day the reformation will come 
and free mortals from the cast-iron molds into which 
Shakespere cast them over three hundred years ago, and as . 
a tiny spark to feed the flame, three ages can now be 
introduced that properly belong to man. 

Man is essentially an imaginative animal. That is what 
makes the ''genus homo'' different from al1 the other 
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THE AGES OF MAN 271 

genuses that are denizens of the forest and the water. Take 
from him the f acuity of imagination, the power of wonder, 
a,dmiration and curiosity, and you take all that has been 
g·ained in the grinding process of evolution from the prim
ordial stage. Carlyle says that admiration lies at the bot
tom of hero-worship and r eligion, and hero-worship and 
r e lig ion are t,vo indispensable factors in the progress of 
all branches of the human family. Man's \Vonder and 
c u1~iosity have led him into inventions and discoveries from 
t he bringing do\vn of fire from heaven by Prometheus , to 
the car1·ying back of it by Mr. Aviator, in a mile-a-minute 
bi-plane. His curiosity has led him into 1nany predicamen ts 
that he had to wonder ho\v he \\'as going to get out of, some 
of them the direct r esults of admiration. 

Since the imaginative faculty, with all its off-shoots and 
a ccessories, has played s t1r h an important part in the fol'·m
ing of a cosmo~, the1·e seem s to be no just reason \vhy it 
sh ould not be u~ed <:lS a bas is for a division of the ages of 
man; f or it is extrem ely impoJ·tant that the1·e be a division 
on som e score ; and the change in the environment and the 
signs of the times ha,,e shown that Shakesper e 's is not ner
essat'ily a criterion. Then ,vith this in vie\.v as a \\rorki11g 
basis, ,ve can divide the journey of man across tl1e isthmug, 
in to th1·ec ages or s tages. The firs t n1ight be called tl1e 
a ge of make-believe, 01· time present; t he second might be 
called t l1 '.'\ a ge of c1i1·-crtstles, 0 1· time f t1t t11·e ; and t11e tl1i1·d, 
t l1e cige of m en1ories, 01· time pas t. Bef'"o1'e a ccepting final
i ti cs, 110,vever, on s ucl1 an impoI·tant and hazardot1s t1nder 
t,1l(i11g , it \,1ot1ld be lvell to see ho,v this division fit s into 

• • "tl1e 01·di11,l1·y life of 1nan. 

• 

,,r l l1,1ve agr eecl to call the fir t ag·e of man tl1c 111ake
beJie,1 ,lg , or the tin1e present. Tl1ut i ... tl1c ,1ge ,,,hen t l1e 

, f t1 tt1re lies be)·o11 cl tl1e barrier r-1 of tl1c natt1ral ,,1onder tha t 
t::11 ·0~ ,1,,1,1), ot11· b1·e~1tl1 ,,,11e11 ,, e fi.I·st bellold tl1e Ilt) tcries 
~tn(l Ot"',tt1ties of tl1t) objecti\"e ,, or·ld; and s ince tl1e1·c is 110 
}):1st to .. ' !)l':tl{ o1', tl1 1·e is lr f t 0111~{ tl1e all-e11,1e loping tin1e 
l) l.t'S<."'11t. 1"1\>1· :1 ,,,J1il0 ,,, ,1.1· n1rt .. ter of tl1e sitt1atio11, tl1e 
](i11g <) f tl1e 11ot1scl1ol<i, nnti e,1 er)'On ,,,110 con1es b)1 1nt1"' t 
l):l)r 11on1::1g ' , l"\SJ)ec·i11ll)1 tl1c politici,1n~, or tl1e:}1 ,,,ill lo~e tl1e 
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support of our loyal servants. Possibly the idea might leak 
out that this is called the make-believe age because every 
visitor must make believe that each of us individually is 
the cutest and dearest of all the band of emperors that 
make the sweet hours of midnight glorious with our carous
ings. But this is only one stage of the first age, the begin
ning of a course that runs not smoothly. The real make
believe age comes when we have acquired control over the 
spontaneous and random movements of our legs and arms, 
our future agents of locomotion and pugilistic enterprise, 
and when we have mastered the English language to that 
degree where we can form the most violent assumptions as 
to the disappearance of half a jar of jam. Then we have to 
face the bunch and make believe it didn't hurt, but nobody 
believes it any more than we did ''ma'' when she told us 
that it hurt her as bad as it did us. But that is all for
gotten in a few moments, and then comes the real make
believe time, or a through train of play-time from daylight 
to darkness, with one stop for dinner; a day of joy and 
innocence, clouded only by the little outbreaks of personal 
aggressiveness, already bubbling in little hearts and taking 
shape in the ''If I can't be leader, I won't play'' spirit. In 
the course of a day, we make-believe that we are every
thing on the face of the earth within our knowledge, 
and ''play like'' we are married, dead, crazy, sick, and in 
every other state that it is possible for the human form to 
assume. This is our first age, that of mimicking, and our 
imaginative f acuity has not much larger scope than that of 
a monkey. 

But in the next age we walk away from the grovellings 
of the other animals, and in rapid strides we become dis
tinctively man, the master of them all. There is no abrupt 
line of demarcation between the ages; they fade one into 
the other as a summer evening fades into twilight and then 
into darkness, so that we hardly know when one stops 
and the other starts, until it is upon us. The second age 
covers the greater part of our lives; the other two merely 
form the beginning and ending, while this is the bo .. dy and 
&oul and the motif period for deeds, lasting or evanescent. 
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Usually it starts in a manner the reverse of our original 
downfall in the Garden; we take a big, red apple to school 
and walk home with her in the afternoon. We wash our 
faces three times a day and comb our hair, press our 
trousers under the mattress at night and discard all the 
stockings with holes in them. We are in the toils then, 
and there is no escape. If we get jilted we find another one 
so as to keep up with the procession, and we are fairly 
launched out into the age of air-castles, or time future, 
which lasts for several years and broadens and expands 
from every angle. 

The journey usually starts in the land of Gush, wl1ere 
the slush tree grows and the mush birds sing in the trees 
in the twilight's soft hush. Here his first air-castles are 
built, and grand and noble edifices they are, with their gold 
and silver turrets shining in the cloud banks of the future. 
But air-castles built t o the music of the mush bird's song 
are not always sure of their foundation, and before many 
of these have fallen the young architect has already drawn 
up plans for the building of others of a different kind. 
After he passes through the country of Gush, he comes to 
the land that borders on Stern Reality. The music of the 
mush bird is replaced by songs as varied as the souls of 
men; some hear the siren call of fortune and build great 
castles with dungeons all filled with gold; some hear the 
clear tones of fame and honor and build castles wherein 
they sit and are bowed down to by the sons of men; some 
hear the plaintive wail of humanity, and build castles in 
which they house the ills and cares of a suffering world; 
and others build, each in his own manner, some with daz
zling turrets, some somber, some for to-morrow, some for 
eternity, but they all build. The success of one castle leads 
him to build another, and another, and thus do the Gods 
extract from us the labors of Hercules, while we follow ou1· 
dreamings with undiminished energy. This is the age of 
time future, when we look back upon the past only in our 
fitful spare moments, sometimes with a sigh, sometimes 
with a shudder, according to the success of our castle
building; but for the most part, we keep our eyes fixedly on 
the future. Things present are only means for future ad-
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vancement; always brighter and greener pastures shine 
ahead of us, and day after day we pass from one to another, 
until our eyes have become blinded and we pass silently and 
easily into the last margin of land before we reach the sea. 

The last age is the age of memories, or time past. There 
is no abrupt boundary line between this age and the age of 
castle-building; memories come silently in and fill the place 
of the ever-flowing dreams, and at last there is only the 
calm bosom of waters that reflect the shattered hopes and 
passions of the days that have past. Life rapidly draws 
into its twilight days, and old age finds sweet repose and 
restful moments in the fading hours of the afterglow. Each 
day has been as a stone placed in the building of a castle, 
that the builder might live in peace when his work is over, 
and the evening draws near. It is the age of echoes and 
memories, the time for silent retrospect and thought on the 
victories and failures of the formative period. The old 
ruins of castles half-completed, of thoughts half-spoken, 
and deeds half-done, stand as shadows and ghosts among 
the columns and domes that show the results of useful 
hours, and smooth the course of a rapidly-waning spirit. 
The laughter of childhood floats back to us from where 
we roamed among the birds and flowers. It seems but a 
day since we bade them our first good-morning, and now 
the good-night must soon come. We have only to sit and 
revvind the long silken thread that we have been unravelling 
through the years, and when it is wound again and we hold 
the full spool in our hand, our work is done, and we drop . 
oft to sleep. 

Thus end the three ages of man. Each day life stars rise 
and life stars set, and the kaleidoscope of varying tints 
and colors passes unceasingly before the world's eyes. The 
age of make-believe is quickly changed to the age of castle
building, which fa des into memories and dreams of the past. 
There is no copyright, no patent or monopoly on the three 
ages, and under a free, all-sided competition, they have 
flourished since the first pair. 

''Hand in hand, with wandering steps and slow, 
Through Eden took their solitary way.'' 
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SCHEMES THAT GANG A-GLEY 

Schemes That Gang A-Gley 
A. T. CLINE. 
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T was only a little past midday, and the sun had 
hardly begun to descend towards the western hori

zon, when two woe-begone looking mules, drawing a rickety 
old farm wagon, made their appearance on the play-ground 
of old Midway school. It was the ''last day,'' and Jephtha 
Parmer had brought his wife, eight children and twin 
babies to be present on this noted occasion. A home-made 
box of liberal dimensions, well-filled with fried chicken, 
potato custards, apple-pies, ginger-bread and other delica
cies, was an item very necessary to the success of the 
occasion. Trotting closely behind with drooping tails and 
lolling tongues, came the family hounds, panting from the 
heat of the dusty journey. 

Soon after J ephtha had ''hitched'' the halter-chains of 
the lazy, sleepy-eyed farm animals to the nearest swinging 
limbs, others began to pour in. Some families came in 
clumsy low-wheeled wagons, each drawn by a yoke of cattle, 
as the inhabitants of the Wild Cat district called them. Many 
country people made their appearance traveling in the way 
for which nature had made provision, the fathers invariably 
''toting'' the babies. Each of a few fortunate young men 
enjoyed the unspeakable pleasure of riding beside one of 
the fair mountain maidens in an old weather-beaten buggy, 
whose rusty springs and wobbling wheels loudly protested 
against the jogging pace set by the nazaritish plow-mule. 
Few of his neighbors surpassed Jephtha in anything except 
the variety and number of dogs they owned. In this particu
lar he was clearly outclassed as was vividly set forth on this 

• occasion. 
The exercises were scheduled to begin about the ''middle 

of the evening," and were said to be long enough to last 
until ''nigh onto midnight.'' A temporary platform in front 
of the school-house served for a stage. All curtains and 
other stage paraphernalia were made from sheets, taken 
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from the housewives' supply of bed-linen, and red and green 
spotted calico. Seated in front of the stage on the old 
puncheon benches were groups of these plain country 
women, busily engaged in their time-honored social pastime 
of ''snuff-dipping." One of the mothers could be heard 
occasionally calling to some little Willie to be careful and 
not get any ''pine rosum'' on his ''Sunday breeches." 

The crowd that had assembled was the largest ever seen 
at the old school-house. Old men who prided themselves on 
knowing everybody in Wilson county said they did not 
know ,vhere such a vast throng could have come from. But 
the day was fine and supper was to be had in abundance. 
Besides, during the past few days, a rumor had been spread 
to every cove and valley by woodland wireless that in addi
tion to the regular program, Timothy Mahan, a young man 
from Shake Rag district, who had won much local notoriety 
by making public speeches, was going to speak that night. 
Timothy's ability as an orator had been the subject of much 
comment among the farmers who lived in the vicinity of 
old Gum Springs school-house. The various stunts of native 
eloquence which he had pulled off at this, the school of his 
childhood, had brought forth many prophesies that he would 
doubtless succeed Squire Jones in office in case of that ven
erable gentleman's death; and who could say that Tim, 
when once upon the road to rapid success, would not some 
day be representative or even ordinary of Wilson county? 
Some argued that he should turn his attention to the gospel 
ministry, as just at this time the Methodists and Baptists 
were making serious inroads among the little flock of Gum 
Springs Hardshells, of which the Mahans were the leading 
members. 

The fame of the young mountaineer had found its way 
across the Pea Ridge Mountains, and he was at Old Mid
way on this occasion at the request of many of the old men 
of the locality, who wished to have an exhibition of the 
youngster's ability. But Tim was much more than a fellow 
with a smooth tongue and a stock of high-sounding phrases. 
He was a kind of daredevil ringleader of all the boys of his 
district. When he learned that the patrons of the Midway 
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school wanted him to speak at their ''exhibition,'' he called 
a kind of council of war of his followers and stated the facts 
to them with the concluding remark that he would accept 
the invitation only on condition that they would go over 
with him and back him up with a chorus of liberal hurrahs, 
to be volleyed forth at signals given by him. They had 
gladly acceded to his request and had come in full force, 
having imbibed as freely of enthusiasm and other bottled 
liquids as Tim had of the spirits which strengthened his 
courage, loosened his tongue and, as he thought, put force 
and grace into his manly gestures. 

Miss Melinda Maddox, who had now retired from active 
teaching, and others of the community who posed as com
petent judges of things literary, said that the program of 
the afternoon was ''very instructive and entertaining;'' yet 
on account of the immensity of the crowd, and the conse
quent noises, only a few of the fathers and mothers who 
occupied the front benches, could enjoy the speeches with 
entire satisfaction. But there were frequent outbursts of 
cheering and laughter on the part of the grown-ups, while a 
fine collection of lusty-throated babies placed on quilts 
spread between the rows of seats were ever ready to dis
play their vocal abilities when they ran short of ginger
bread or milk. 

Several groups of small boys could be seen intensely 
interested hatching up some mischievous scheme or try
ing to urge on a fight. One of these youngsters wanted 
his crowd to coach Jack Land's flee dog into a local 
''yaller jackets' nest'' and see him run into the crowd 
covered with the stinging ''jackets.'' Another brought 
forth a suppressed giggle from his companions by 
showing them that the brush arbor above the crowd was 
supported at each corner by only three forks, and asking 
what would happen if one of these should give vvay. 

Supper, considered from the standpoint of the crowd, was 
a glorious success. It was spread on a long table and both 
natives and strangers were bountifully served. Once or 
twice while the crowd was busily engaged in consuming 
this feast, there arose a threatening controversy between the 

. . 

. .... 
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lean-looking hogs which ''ran out'' around the school and 
the retinue of hungry dogs which had followed their mas
ters. Both tribes were eager to be the sole recipients of all 
scraps and bones. While school had been in session, the 
bristling razor-backs had held a monopoly of these things, 
and were now very loth to relinquish their right to a first
class feast. Peace, however, was insured by a crowd of 
small boys ''rocking'' away the hungry, long-nosed shoats. 
But long after supper was over, and when the crowd had 
returned to witness the performance of the ''scholars,'' the 
suppressed growl of an angry hound, or the violent champ
ing of a vicious mountain rooter that had r eturned to share 
in the remains from supper, were unmistakable evidences 
that the feeling among the animal species was by no means 
of a brotherly nature. 

After the program had dragged wearily along for three 
or four hours into the hot summer night, the sweltering 
crowd between the straw-covered ground and the low brush 
arbor, was promised a real relief from the dull monotonous 
program. The announcement that the best thing of the exhi
bition had been saved for the last, and that the audience 
would now have a chance to hear Timothy Mahan, from the 
Shake Rag district, was greeted with a stir of genuine 
patriotic enthusiasm. Timothy had chosen as his subject 
for this attempt, ''North Georgia; Its Past, Its Present, 
and Its Future.'' After the appropriate introduction of 
''Ladies and Gentlemen and Fellow Countrymen, lend me 
your years,'' this mountain edition of Patrick Henry burst 
forth into this heroic strain: ''I feel like Stonewall Jack
son did when he yelled to his men, 'give me liberty or give 
me death!' '' At this point, his comrades who were scattered 
among the audience, let go a vociferous chorus of pent-up 
yells. After they had opened up with this volley, ''firing at 
will,'' was the order in which they greeted their leader. So 
loud, constant, and rapid were the hurrahs, that only a few 
could hear the speaker, who exclaimed in dramatic tones, ''l 
could die like the Gergia boy who stood on the burning deck, 
when all the rest had fled, or Jesse James who robbed''
but just here the shifting of the scene of action of another 
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conflict scarcely less heroic created such a wild excitement 
that the speaker could be heard no longer. The alert ears 
of the members of the canine tribe had taken the plaudits of 
their masters as signal for an attack against their less 
docile brothers. But a race of dogs who had not been 
accustomed to encounter any worse animal than a vicious 
coon, were soon forced to seek protection from the attack 
of the descendants of the wild mountain boars. They, with 
the raging hogs in close pursuit, soon fled to their masters 
in the crowd. In the wild rush, the forks were knocked 
from under one corner of the arbor and amid the promis
cuous mingling of hogs, dogs and people, pandemonium 
reigned. In the general exodus that fallowed, each made 
hls way through the darkness to the ''public road.'' Here 
the fathers and mothers gathered together and counted 
their little flocks, only to note the absence of Johnnie, whom 
they afterwards found peacefully sleeping amidst all the 
disorder. No one suggested that it was time to go home, 
nor did anyone urge that they should return to the arbor, 
but all acted hastily and with one accord. 

ThP rays of the morning sun filtering through the leaf:\' 
trees on the top of Coon Den ridge, peeped into the window 
of a mountain cottage to arouse from slumber the stalwart 

' 

youth who lay dreaming of a brilliant reputation forever 
ruined by mean moonshine and trifling hounds. 

, 
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Beegal Cove 
JNO. B. COBB. 

N the mountains of eastern Tennessee there is a little 
pocket called Bee gal Cove, ,vhich is only a few miles 

square and shut in on every side by forest-covered moun-
tains. Even the little str eam which winds through the 
valley, finds its ,vay out by an underground passage. As 
soon as one enters here he is struck by the air of thrift and 
prosperity which seems to permeate the very atmosphere. 
The farms are green and well-cultivated. The coal mines 
burrow into the hills. A railroad has tunnelled its way 
through the mountains into the valley. The farm houses 
are neatly built. And in addition to all this, a beautiful 
little church and a well-kept school-house show the advance
ment of the people. 

I have visited the Cove often, and I used to wonder why 
it was that a district so cut off from the rest of the world 
should be so much in advance of the surrounding country. 
Last summer I made the acquaintance of the son of the most 
prominent man in the valley. It did not occur to me while 
with him to ask what was the reason for this remarkable 
development, but after I returned home, in one of my letters 
to him, I asked about it and this was what he wrote me: 

Dear Old Boy: 
You are indeed right in conjecturing that there is a 

history to Beegal Cove. Since you wish to learn it I will 
write it as best I can; but you must pardon me if I invert 
the order somewhat and tell it in my own way. 

Some twenty-odd years ago, there were seated in the 
parlor of a Nashville home, two young people. The young 
man was strong and rugged. He appeared to be twenty
seven or twenty-eight years old. The lady was several years 
younger, with light hair and blue eyes. She had quite an 
athletic frame for a girl and looked as if she could give a 
fellow a pretty stiff game of golf or tennis. 
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''Will you pardon me to-night,'' he was saying, ''and let 
me tell you a story which I have never told to anyone 
before?'' 

As she looked interested, he continued: ''Over in the east
ern part of our state there is a cove which is shut in on 
every side by mountains. It is seldom indeed that a traveler 
ever enters it. The people are very backward. Practically 
none of them have ever fieen out of the cove. 

''About ten years ago there lived among those folk a 
youth just rounding into manhood. He was strong and 
rough and ignorant, just like the other boys. His one pecu
liarity was that he was dreamy and used to wonder what 
the outside world was like. 

''One day two outsiders rode through the valley. They 
were a young man, and a gi1"l who seemed to be his sister. 
The dreamy youth of the mountains saw them and eagerly 
noted their neat clothing and their refined faces. After they 
had gone, the boy dreamed all the more until he became 
convinced that there was a greater world beyond the moun
tains. After a few weeks he determined to see this world 
for himself, and so left the Cove and set out, he knew not 
whither. 

''He finally arrived at a little village. Here he inquired in 
vain for the two travelers he had seen; indeed, he never 
saw them again. He found, however, a kind-hearted man 
who helped him get a place in one of those mountain schools, 

· where a fellow can work his way through. Here he did his 
best in both his studies and athletics . 

''After finishing his course there, he entered Vanderbilt 
and to-day received l1is diploma from that institution.'' 

The young man paused a moment, and then added, ''I was 
that youth of the mountains." 

There was a pause, and then his girl friend answered, 
' 'And I ,vas the girl ,vhom you saw." 

These two are my father and mother, and they are the 
ones who ,vrought this wonderful change in Beegal Cove. 

Sincerely your friend, 
MARVIN. 
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A Letter From Italy 
J. M. GUERARD. 

(Mr. Guerard spent his vacation in Europe last summer and 
favored one of his friends with this letter.-Editor.) 

Dear Elton: 
We have just finished taking in Naples, Pompeii, Amalfi, 

Sorrento, Capri, and the blue grotto. To-morrow morning 
we leave for Rome. I decided to stay at home this even
ing and write you about some of the interesting places we 
saw. We have seen so much since landing, that it seems 
as though we have been here a month or more. 

We had a fine voyage crossing. The ship rolled only one 
day, causing a few of the passengers to be sick. It was 
quite a novel experience to have to push my watch ahead 
about an hour every day. It caused me to miss my break
fast about half the time, but that didn't matter, as the 
meals were served in European fashion, that is, a light 
breakfast of coffee and rolls and fruit; a very good meal 
for lunch; and quite a feast for dinner, which is the even
ing meal. I was also surprised at the small number of 
ships we passed. We were in a regular sea route, but only 
sighted two vessels until within sight of Portugal. I sup
pose everything at sea is done on a big scale, so that they 
make their roads many miles wide. 

Off the coast of Portugal several vessels were sighted, and 
a large number of porpoises jumping out of the water fur
nished attraction for a while. Unfortunately, we passed 
Gibraltar at midnight and so had to be satisfied with see
ing only the lights of the town and a hazy outline of the 
rock. Some one suggested that the Prudential Insurance 
Company ought to have had it lighted for an advertisement. 

Three days later we were all delighted to learn that we 
were entering the Bay of Naples. The bay is surrounded on 
all sides by mountains of a more or less uniform height, 
extending down into the smooth waters. Standing nearly 
in the center of these bordering mountains is Naples, with 
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its white flat-roofed houses receding like a succession of 
terraces up the mountain-side. Over to the right, I saw 
Vesuvius. The flat-roofed houses and the slow sailing fish
ing craft, with their triangular-shaped sails, give the scen
ery a rather oriental effect. 

The view changed slightly as the ship neared the wharf. 
There were the tall smokestacks of two or three factories 
and several modern-looking piers indicating the industrial 
awakening of the city. A motley crowd lined the wharf 
anxious to greet returning friends and loved ones. Black
robed priests, monks, soldiers, and beggars added to the 
novelty of the scene. 

On landing, we went directly to the custom house. We 
saw tl1e officials rummaging through other people's luggage, 
but we ourselves got off easily. Our guide asked us if we 
l1ad any tobacco, and when we answered in the negative he 
took our oath; then we passed out and took a bus to a hotel 
situated in the upper portion of the city. The ascent had 
to be made in a zig-zag sort of route which enabled us to 
get a fairly good idea of the general appearance of the city. 
The alleys intersect the streets perpendicularly and connect 
one street with the next by a flight of steps. These alleys 
seem to be public workshops and present 3., queer sight, 
with the workmen at their little work-benches plying their 
glove and shoemaking trades. In one or two of the alleys 
there were large baskets of beautiful flowers for sale. 

I suppose you have read of the Italian way of vending 
·, milk. Well, so had I, but it surely looked strange to see the 

' dairymen driving their flocks of goats through the streets 
and selling the unadulterated article on demand. 

• 

When we reached the hotel we met a party of Americans 
who had just completed the trip we were about to take. All 
of our party have rooms opening on the bay. We can go 
011t on the little porch which is built on to all Italian win
dows, and get a fine panoramic view of the city and bay. My 
roommate, who is a New Yorker, remarked that he was 
struck by the contrast '"with his home, and it certainly is a 
great one. Everything is so quiet and lazy-looking; the sail 
boats seem scarcely to move. 
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As our program \\"itJ1 the guide did not b gin until the 
next day, my companion and I took a stroll that aftc1~noon 
and evening. The city appea1·ed more liveJ)1 ,,,hen ,,,e 
reached the business section. Finally, ,, e came to a large 
structure built around a U-shaped court \vhich opened on a 
street across which was the king's palace, witl1 tl1e gilt top 
picket fence around it, and sentinels standing at the door. 
Inside this court ,vere large statues of famous Italians. 
There was a beer-garden with an orchest1~a fu1'J1ishing 
music, \vhere one can order any kind of soft or strong drink 
or confectionery and then listen to the music as long as he 
pleases. The Italians seem to take their enjoyment in a 
very quiet ,,,ay. The women are more Pl"Ogressi,,e in their 
dress than the men, as viewed from our standpoint. The 
stylish ladies ,vear an extreme form of the ''hobble'' and 
''merry widow." 

After \Ve had rambled to our hearts' content, ,,,e caught 
a car ,vhich we had seen pass the hotel, and got back all 
right. Their cars are old-fashioned-looking ( about like 
those on the East Macon line), and are open ,,?i th the C!eats 
arranged in three divisions. Those in the middle have 
cushions for which one has to pay a little more. The fare 
also depends on the distance one is going. Tl1e conductor 
gave me a check ,vith the destination punched on it. He 
starts and stops the car ,Tv1ith signals from a peculiar
sounding cow-horn. 

The next morning thereafter ,~.re set out for Pompeii. 
Most of the trip ,,ras made by rail, and he1~e I got my first 
vie,v of a European passenger coach. The cars are marked 
I, II, III, to indicate the class, and look some\,rhat like an 
American freight car, with ,,1indo,vs and doors. They are 
cli,1ided into three or four compartments, ,vith a running 
board on the outside, ,vhere the conductor stands. On 
through trains, ho~1ever, the compartments open on an aisle, 
" 'hich runs down one side of the car. The riding ,,1as not 
so bad as I had judged it \vould be, f1·om the looks of the 
train. The old-fashioned engine made i-·emarkably good time, 
and the compartment arrangement is jolly ,vhen you are 
,vith a party. The roadwaJt took us through a continuation of 
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small truck farms worked on the intensive plan, with plenty 
of wells to keep them watered. All the labor was done by 
hand. Some of the farmers were aressed in old plow shirts 
such as Cincinnatus wore. We passed several macaroni 
factories, with the macaroni drying on the roof. In the dis
tance the lava flow on the side of Vesuvius could be distinctly 
seen. When we had reached the station, a short carriage 
drive brought us to the hotel, which stands just outside 
the old entrance gate to Pompeii. The gate walls have the 
niches where all who used to enter paid homage to the 
pafron god or goddess of the city. Just inside the gate is a 
museum containing some of the relics recovered and fossils 
of both people and animals. These are obtained by sound
ing for the hollows left by their forms and pouring in con
crete. The streets of Pompeii are all very narrow in com
parison with modern streets and are paved with large 
stones. In some places are deep ruts worn in the solid rock 
by the ancient chariot wheels. There are two theaters and 
three temples in the part of the city that has thus far been 
excavated. Judging by the way the stone steps are worn, 
the old Romans must have been great theater goers. In 
Pompeii, you can get a good conception of Roman life in 
the time of Christ. Everything has been preserved for 
modern historians. You find conclusive evidence of the 
nature of their pleasures, vices, occupations and home life. 
There are the homes with their gardens, their frescoed walls 
and mosaic floors; the bank with its windows for the cashier, 
teller, and so forth, opening on a court where the sacrifi
cial altar stands, showing the Roman idea of a divinity as 
some one with whom to bargain. There are the shops with 
their wine jars and weights; the stone mills where the 
blind slaves passed their days ; imperial edicts still in place . 
Just outside one of the old gates, opposite to where we 
entered, are quite a number of shops and stables, which 
were situated there to catch the traveler and peasant trade, 
and also to dodge the city taxes. There is also the ceme
tery with its crematory and ash urns, just as it was before 
the city was destroyed. 

After we had ruminated amid the relics of the ancients, 
the drive to Amalfi through the scenes of Italian peasant 
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life, \Vith the beautiful bay and mountain scenery in the 
background, made a refreshing and enjoyable excursion. 
The road to Amalfi, winding in and out on the mountain-side 
and around the bay, carries one between small vineyards 
and orchards, which are built in every available spot on 
the mountain-side, being terraces supported by stone walls. 
The size of the gardens in proportion to the labor neces
sary to build them would make one very doubtful of the 
economy of such an undertaking were it not for the abun
dance of fruit growing on them. The limbs of the lemon 
and orange trees are supported and form arbors under 
which grapes and vegetables are grown. I wondered how 
some of these gardens were built in such steep places, and 
vvas fortunate enough to see one in course of construc
tion; men were lowered from the top of the mountain 
by ropes to make the foundation. As one winds in and out 
high above the waters of the bay, he passes here and there 
fishing villages snugly built in ravines, in the most of 
which a small stream or cataract trickles down from the 
mountain-tops. The road passes through villages built near 
stretches of beach, where we got a view of a typical fishing 
village; boats drawn up on the beach and the fishermen 
mending their nets, or lounging around conversing. The 
number of neglected shrines along the road speaks more 
plainly than words of the past and present state of religion 
here. We saw herds of goats grazing dexterously on the 
mountain-side, and men, women and children in their pic
turesque dress picturesque because so simple pushing 
carts or carrying heavy bundles of wood. 

At dusk we passed through the city of Amalfi, built some
\'.t1l1at like Naples. Beyond Amalfi, we came to the Capuccini 
convent hotel, a convent which has been confiscated by the 
government. Here, having climbed multitudinous steps, we 
again had a magnificent panoramic view of the bay. We 
spent the night in a monk's cell. Before retiring, we teased 
+-i.,e ladies of the party about the ghosts they ,vould see in 
the night. 

Next comes the Eternal City. Till then, farewell. 
Your sincere friend and classmate, 

J. M. GUERARD . 
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"PER ASPERA" 

''Per Aspera'' 
W. B. MURRAY. 

When flowers and buds first peep forth in the fields 
And the tiny grass springs underneath, 
And odors of violets tlie fragrant wind yields; 
When Pan twines for Cupid a wreath, 

287 

And white fleecy clouds in the moon's path are rolled,
Remembe1· 't was not always so; 
But the1r·e have been days when tlie pui~ple and gold 
Were soothing in Autumn's soft glow. 

When the hill's crest is gleaming with cleai~ morning 
dew 

And the flowers a1·e bright in the path; 
When success is the goal, and the J·ourney seems 

th1,.01.ig h, 
.. 

And failure is left in its wrath 

· To be poured out on those that tJie struggle still holds,
Remember 't was not always so; 

, Bitt that your soul once suffered, as myriads of souls 
That toil in the windings below. · 

I 
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What Hinders the Evolution of American Ideals? 
FRANK TAYLOR LONG. 

DISCONTENT. 

Let me do something perfect, before death; 
Some least of things, so it be whole, and free, 
From any faltering touch; that none may see 
One faintest flaw; that not one slightest breath 
May dim the grace my sure hand fashioneth. 
I know there is not any strength in me 
To work this deed; oh, may thy power be 
Fulfilled in weakness, as thy scripture saith! 

My soul is sick of half accomplishment, 
Of deeds that are no deeds, of victories 
Uncrowned by triumph; stranger to content 
Until thou work in me some excellence, 
That my heart may have rest ere I go hence, 
Blind voyager across the bitter seas. 

Is the sublime and compelling note r '! endeavor that 
breathes in every line of the foregoing sonnet representa
tive of the people of America, or is it merely typical of very 
few of the men and women of the nation? 

The answer to this question would likely prove a clarion 
call to American manhood and womanhood, at least, to those 

• 

in whom the spirit of worthy aspiration struggles and will • 
not be dismayed. That the poem itself is the product of 
an American may tend to help in answering the question. 

There should be no doubt that the genius who has evolved 
such a poem, a gem of crystal clearness both in its purity 
of appeal to the soul and in its faultless technical structure, 
represents worthily at least one phase of present-day Amer
ican ideals in literature, which is essentially the reflection of 
the ideals of a nation. But what of the many other phases 
of American life and activity? Is the man of literature 

.. 
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WHAT HINDERS THE EVOLUTION OF AMERICAN IDEALS? 

struggling to breast a tide of commercial life which so 
nearly overcomes him that he is unable to find adequate ex
pression? 

A glance at the list of awards that have been made in 
accordance with the fund left by the Swedish scientist, 
Kobel, to the persons who in literature have provided the 
most excellent work of an idealistic tendency, shows that no 
American has been honored with the award, while French, 
German, Norwegian, Spanish, Italian, English and Swedish 
authors have already been recognized. With the exception 
of the awarding of the ''peace prize'' to Theodore Roose
velt after the adjustment of the differences between Russia 
and Japan, America seems to have received no recognition 
at all. At first blush, it would be human to claim that 
America has not received justice in the awards under an 
alien fund. It would be wiser, however, to glance at con
ditions of modern literature in America, with Shakespeare's 
conception in mind that literature holds the mirror up to 
nature, so that there is reflected in it the ideals of a nation 
more truly than can be found elsewhere. 

Probably it is in the fact that the desire of most of the 
writers of to-day is to produce a ''best seller'' that the failure 
of American ideals to find proper expression has come to be . 
The writer of to.eay, who is supposed first of all to live be
fore he attempt~ to record the experiences of life in printed 
symbols, leaas a frenzied life that resembles a plant of 
forced growth. Neither he nor his work has enjoyed the 
wind and the sun and the rain and the arching blue of the 
sky until they have grown great with nature's greatness. 
His work lacks the strength and mellow richness that come 
only with the passing of time, in normal, healthful develop
ment. Other nations we have termed decadent and effete, 
but have they not virility which we have overlooked? Why 
is it that the comparison we have undertaken turns out 
so unfortunately for the people of America? There is a 
warning in it, which we would do well to heed. 

' • 
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HOMER L. GRICE. 

Montreat 
Cresar wrote a sentence that became famous 
because it contained only three words. 

There are hundreds of college students scattered throughout 
the South who perceive a volume in one word, MON
TREAT. Next June there will gather four hundred and 
more virile young fellows from practically every college in 
the South, east of the Mississippi. They will stay there 
ten days; they will wish they could stay a month. There 
will be thousands of old students who will think of Montreat 
and wish they were there again, hearing Mott and Speer 
and Weatherford and Poteat and Brown, and others, camp
ing out in the tents, eating in the big dining hall, where 
all the fellows (grouped by colleges and states) give vent 
to college and state yells that electrify a fellow; climbing 
mountains, swimming in the mountain streams, playing 
baseball, basketball, and tennis, attending classes and lec
tures, and getting inspiration to help the fellows back at 
college when the next year's work begins. Yes, Montreat 
is a wonderful place; and every consecrated Christian 
student who possibly can, ought to attend the Southern 
Student Conference, which will be in session there from 
June 15-23. Not only will he get inspiration for his spirit
ual work; not only will he have the time of his life socially; 
he will also get a new view of life, learn something of how 
things are done at other colleges, rub elbows with the fel
lows from Mississippi, Tennessee, Florida, South Carolina, 
and all the other Southern states, fellows who are to be 
blacksmiths, draughtsmen, architects, engineers, lawyers, 
doctors, dentists, financiers, teachers, preachers, mission
aries, Y. M. C. A. secretaries, fellows with brains and brawn 
and ideals, fellows who are not ashamed to let the world 
know that they are Christians, fellows who want to be of 
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use in bringing about a better adjustment between man and 
man, between man ano God. 

Last year, Mercer had eight men at the conference, the 
largest delegation from Georgia. This year she ought to 
ha,,e ten or twelve. The men who went, felt that they could 
not have spent thirty-five dollars in any way that would 
have been more beneficial or enjoyable. When can a man 
visit the ''Land of the Sky'' at a less cost in money and a 
greater gain in fun and frolic, instruction and spiritual 
inspiration? We ask every earnest Mercer man to make his 
arrangements to attend the forthcoming conference, both 
for the good of our college and himself. 

, 
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A. T. CLINE. 

''The greatest makers of literature are those whose vision is widest 
and whose feelings have been intense; their lives are one long ecstasy 
of denying that the world is a dull place."- Arnold B ennett. 

Clayhanger differs from most modern novels 
Clayhanger and · th f th t · I th "t f Arnold Bennett In e act a It neg ects e necess1 y or 

a formal structure and logical evolution de
manded by the unwritten laws of popular fiction. Besides 
the fact that it contains no formal plot, it bids further 
defiance to the rules laid down by the largest school of nov
elists by basing its action on the life of an unheroic hero. 
Mr. Bennett has learned the art of photographing plain 
every-day life in a way that is thoroughly pleasing to that 
class of readers who pref er something sane and true to 
life, rather than the popular form of sentimental book. The 
reader has the rare pleasure while reading C'layhanger of 
feeling that the author has written to please himself, rather 
than the public. The book also differs from most of its 
contemporaries in being worthy of careful and intelligent 
study and deserves to be approached in a spirit of serious
ness. But it must not be understood that C'layhanger is a 
dull book simply because it has a vein of disillusioned seri
ousness running through it; for few books are capable of 
creating a more genuine interest on the part of the reader 
or possess more commendable entertaining qualities. 

In a general way, Mr. Bennett has followed the model set 
up by Dickens and Thackeray for a long novel, though there 
is at least one notable point of departure. Edwin Clay
hanger is presented to us, not as a little child, as are 
David Copperfield and Henry Esmond, but as a youth 
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just ready to pass from boyhood into manhood. The 
author could never have allowed himself to indulge in the 
large amount of sentiment which would have been neces
sary to give us a clear conception of Edwin Clayhanger 
when as a baby l1e was the idol of his father's heart, or 
when he was the muchly-petted small boy of the Clayhanger 
family. In fact he seems to studiously avoid the subject 

• 

of childhood, though he does this perhaps because he con-
siders it unnecessary and unsuited to the development of 
the great issues of life, rather than because he does not 
believe it is the proper theme for a novel. 

Edwin Clayhanger's life, from the time he left school 
until the date of his marriage, which interesting event 
occurred after he had become a middle-aged man well hard
ened in mind and temperament to the cold realities of the 
world, is one of constant evolution. This evolution may be 
divided into three distinct stages of development. We find 
him first full of boyish enthusiasm dreaming both by night 
and day of a brilliant career as an architect. He feels that 
the world is a great place and the instinctive gropings of his 
youthful mind lead him to feel confident that were it not 
for the unsympathetic attitude of his father, there would 
be nothing to prevent him from becoming one of its most 
noted men. The dreams of his youth take such definite form 
tl1at life during his second period becomes a fight between 
his own longings and the unalterable will of his father. 

Life is a seriouR matter to Edwin Clayhanger, and his 
existence becomes devoid of all humor and inspiration. The 
monotony of his youth is unrelieved by the sowing of wild 
oats, and only once or twice has he journeyed from his 
native village of Five Farms, any farther than London . 
His father was never able to understand his value or to 
sympathize with the dreams of youth, while his sisters' 
share of romance was even smaller than his own. The 
one thing that stood out as a bold relief to his dull exist
ence was the fact that he had loved and lost Hilda Less
ways, a girl of no ordinary type, and we find she comes 
back to rescue him from the clutches of a never-ending 
ba chelorhood in the close of the book. 

• 
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Clayhanger is the first of a tI·ilogy. It gives a history 
of the life of its hero, as seen through his ov.rn eyes. Even 
his cot1rtship of Hilda Less\\1ays is onlJ1 fr ag·mentary, the 
setting f 0 1 .. th of the facts of her ea1·J~y~ Ii fe and her part 
of the love-affair is reserved for the theme of the second 
book. The trilogy \\till be completed by a book dealing \vit h 
the history of both Edwin and Hilda as life appears to them 
jointly after their mar1 .. iage. 

It is impossible t o under stand the t ragedy in the life 
of Ed\vin Clayhanger unless we are familiar with the 
facts in the life of his father. We should kno,v what led 
to the inevitable clash bet\veen the t emperaments of him
self and his ~on. Mr. Bennett does not place the blame 
upon the f athe1", but the tragedy of the yout hful Clayl1anger 
is regarded by him as inevitable when the conditions and 
circumstances of his father's life are known. It is a tragedy 
brought about by heredity and environments or predes
tination, as you choose to term it. 

Claylianger·, considered as a whole, is a significant 
triumph of realism. No incident is too insignificant to 
deserve a careful narration. The buying of a book or the 
description of a room are of sufficient importance to justify 
the author in taking up several pages, while an old man's 
tear consumes a whole chapter of explanation. But while 
the book is one of pure realism, yet it is realism of a dis
tinctly different type from that of the French school, of 
which Mr. Bennett is a conscientious disciple. There is 
something in his works that leads to higher thinking and 
nobler living. 

G~yhanger is far and away the best book Mr. Bennett 
has written. It seems rather strange that his works had 
attracted no special attention until the appearance of Old 
Wives' Tales and Clayhanger. These two volumes, to men
tion no others, have secured for their author a very high 
position among modern writers, while some of his most 
enthusiastic admirers do not hesitate to compare these two 
books with the best works of Dickens and Thackeray. 

Mr. Bennett made a visit to the United States last 
November, and since that time he has been the most talked 
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of literary character in modern times. He seems to be well 
pleased with 011r country, and cities, our people, and espe
cially with our dinner s in honor of himself. We should 
have liked for him to spend a longer time with us and give 
us an opportunity to publish a few hundred more of his 
portraits, but since he has r eturned, we have been forced 
to content ourselves with r eading the books whicl1 he has 
,vritten during the past twelve years. This we have been 
doing as rapidly as possible, and in a few more weeks we 
shall be as well acquainted with evei-·y line of his books as 
ar e the English reviewer s, who had been on the job eleven 
years when we began. If the demand for American edi
t ions of his works keeps on incr easing, Mr. Bennett will 
very soon conclude that America is the home of a people 
of very fine literary taste. If it is true of Mr. Bennett, as 
has often been charged, that he writes best when encour
aged by the prospects of garnering in a nice collection of 
guineas, as a f eeble expression of appreciation from his 
admirers, conditions are now very favorable for the writ
ing of his masterpiece. 

The pen of Mr. Bennett is a very prolific one, turning 
out on an average of a little upward of a half million words 
annually. In all, he has written some thirty-odd novels, 
stories, essays and plays, not to speak of an immense amount 
of miscellaneous matter. 

He began his public career in a law office, where he 
devoted most of his time to doing hack work instead of in the 
pursuit of his profession. The profession of law was 
finally abandoned by him in order that he might devote 
his entire energies and attention to editing a woman's 
paper. While serving in this capacity he claims to have 
learned much about such intricate problems as the fashions 
and styles of women's frocks and to have obtained a few 
fair glimpses of that less definable attribute of woman, 
her soul. In a volume, written about this time, The· Truth 
About an Author, and recently published in America, he 
gives us some very interesting accounts of his experience 
while editor of this paper. 

''The situation of the editor of a ladies' paper is fre
quently complicated by the fact that some women, not 
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.many but a few have an extraordinary belief in, and 
make unscrupulous use of the feminine fascinations. The 
art of being nice to editors is diligently practiced by those 
fe\v; often I know witfi brilliant results. . . . . And 
yet, breathes there a man so uniformly cold that once or 
twice in such circumstances the woman was not right after 
all! I cannot tell, the whole subject, the subject of that 
strange disturbing, distracting, emotional atmosphere of 
femininity which surrounds the male in command of a 
group of more or less talented 'A1omen, is of supreme 
delicacy. It could only be treated fairly in a novel one 
of the novels ,v-hich it is my fixed intention never to ~1rite." 

In Old Wives' Tales he shows ho"r well he was able to un
derstand the principles and motives ,vhich direct the actions 
and destinies of the members of the feminine portion of 
mankind. 

It yet remains for him to prove himself equal to the 
task of setting forth realistically and in a literary ,vay, 
the mass of conflicting details of woman's dress, ,vhich to 
some fastidious realist is as necessary to the make-up of 
a perfect woman as her heart itself. 

The best characterization of the abilities of Mr. Ben
nett is perhaps found in an article in the f ndependent, 
which has been quoted in part by many of the leading mag
azines of the country ''No one can better depict the outer 
monotony or inner drama than Arnold Bennett. He has 
grasped the secret that the life of each one is a momentous 
and moving spectacle to the soul that watches from within. 
A man's experience is his stained-glass window, dull to 
the passer-by but full of meaning and color to the eyes 
that catch the transmitted light. . . . . Each is to 
himself the exact center of the horizon, and the concentric 
circles that overlie and underlap each other are only com
plex to the outside observer, each is quite simple and con
sistent to the eye at its focus, however little it may know 
of adjoining and interlacing rings. . . . Yet we hes
itate to call him a selfish egoist, because in his mingled 
weakness and pride, his halting sincereties, his elations 
and abasements, his cruelty and his kindness, he is so dis
concertingly like the rest of us.'' 
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JOHN H . HUDSON 

Spring usually brings with it a fine crop of lyrics. Some
times they are sentimental to the degree of unpleasantness. 
At other times they are limp and sickly. Evidently the 
affairs with the muses are in a wholesome state. Conse
quently they have blessed us this season with productions 
strong and vigorous. The poems in the March exchanges 
a1"'e not stinted, cramped, or weaklings. They have vitality, 
strength and sense. I would just like to ''shake with'' Mr. 
Sam Bivens, in the Univer sity of N . C. Magazine, on ''Give 
Me a Life on the Farm.'' No one who has lived in the 
country long enough to get acquainted with rural life and 
c11stoms, could fail to appreciate that poem. 

I do not know F. P. B., but I shall ask the pleasure of 
copying his poem, ''Cupid's Flight.'' The thing is so unique 
and so happily done, that I shall let it speak for itself: 

''She was my phantom of delight, 
I loved her true with all my might, 
Till once we sat in soft moonlight, 
My love was burning at its height, 
And thinking sure it was all right, 
I squeezed her hand a trifle tight. 
Of course it was an oversight, 
But quick she smacked with left and right . 
I saw the stars extremely bright, 
And heard poor Cupid in his flight 
Thus bemoan his shameful plight: 
'There's no love here, for love won't fight.''' 
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THE MERCERIAN 

Put your name to your contributions. You have no need 
to be so timid. You have one of the standard college papers. 
it would not suffer on being compared with the very best 
of our exchanges. The magazine is nicely bound and is full 
of substantial reading matter. 

Bessie Tift 
Journal The March number of the Journal deserves 

special mention. It has not a single con-
tribution which one would hesitate to read. 

''To Spring'' is a poem of five stanzas. Each stanza has 
its central thought, an attribute of Spring. The verse, 
meter and rhyme are so suited to the sense that it gives 
the poem a striking unity and concreteness. ''Through 
Turbulent Water'' is a narrative sketch bordering on short 
story. ''Vanity Fair'' is an instructive critical study of the 
plot of the epic poem the Odyssey, and the novel Vanity 
Fair. ''The Realistic Character of Vanity Fair,'' and ''The 
Call of the Ocean'' are well worth reading. ''A Glimpse of 
Edward McDowell'' and ''Slip Sheets'' would do credit to 
any magazine. ''Book Reviewers'' and ''Wigley Ways'' and 
''Curly Cues'' are exceptionally fine. 

The March issue has poetry and prose in The Minnesota . b . 
Magazine des1ra le proportion. ''When a Man Turns'' 

is a lengthy narrative and only saved from 
the waste-basket by an occasional realistic touch. "Running 
Water'' deserves careful notice because of its peculiarity of 
thought and the attractiveness of its title. The magazine 
lacks departments to give more liberal expression to college 
spirit. 

This magazine has an attractive binding, 
and in contents comes up to average monthly 

college papers. It suffers a dearth of poetry and does not 
give us the usual local matter that adds variety and spice 
to college magazines. The body of the magazine is made up 
of bits of fiction and history. 

The Acorn 



~ no need 
e papers. 
rery best 
rrd is full 

deserves 
gle con .. 
to read. 
lnza has 
e verse, 
it gives 
rhrough 
)n short 
Y of the 
Vanity 

1d ''The 
mpse of 
t·edit to 
~s" and 

• rose 1n 
Turns" 
,d from 
I • ,unn1ng 
1rity of 

• ~gaz1ne 
college 

in ding, 
1onthly 
>es not 
i spice 
ade up 

EXCHANGES 299 

Vanderbilt 
Observer 

The ''Ob. er,,ations'' for l\iarch seem to fall 
upon topics both serious and trivial. As an 

exa1nple, on the firs t page \\i e find ''True Art'' a poem of 
real merit, but by no means ambitious. On the econd 
fJage, ''Tl1e Smallest House in To,\·n," a sketch almost a 
sho1·t siory, of greater length than distinction, unless v.;re 
consider its length the distinguishing feature. ''Joel Chand
ler Iiarris'' is a biog1·apl1ical narrative and ,,1ell repay,s care
ful study. ''The Victories of the Vanquished'' is a bit of his
torical 1--eflection in vigorous st)1le, \\1hich combines origi
nality of expression and solidity of thought. ''Reflections 
on the Devil'' treats a time-,vorn subj ect in rather flippant 
manner. That its author is thoroughly imbued \\rith the 
spirit of ihe subject \Vill become painfullJ' obvious on 
reading the initial parag1·aph. ''Flashes' ' is an abstract 
cha1·acter sketch in masterly style. I do not hes itate to ~ay 
that tl1is cont1·ibution is a trt1e and ,·i,1 id pen pictt1re of the 
T,,,entieth Century man. 

T /1 e 111 arrc /1. Li te1·a,·y comes for its share of 
opinion. It ha8 the same neat appearance 

bt1t the cont1·ibt1tions show that there has been a falling off 
of tl1e lligher lite1~a1·y st)rle ancl an1bitious J)l"Oductions ,,1hich 
l1c1,1e cha1·acteri7ed fo1·mer issueq of tl1e Lite1·a1·y. Tl1e poem 
•'Aficrmrtth'' co11c1·etcl)r exp1·esscs tl1e cen t1·rtl thot1gl1t of the 
,,1 J1ole poc1n. ''Soli tt1de'' ,,1ot1ld ha,1e gi,re11 g1 .. eate1· inteI·es t 
in pe1·t1si11g tl1c 1nnga zine l1acl it appea1·ecl 0 11 tl1e page occt1-
fJiecl b)7 ,, rte1·n1~1th.'' ,,rl"'he Ga111e fl e ,~1011 '' p1·esents 1·atl1Cl" 
g1·otesqt1ely cl. ,, ot1ld-bc sl1or t stoI")7 ,,

1itl1 mo1·e ''gc1me'' 
t l1an sto1·)1 01· J) ot. '' A Dc1, in tl1ens'' nn1·ri1tcs a11 inter
e ... ti 1g , 1 ic:it- to t l1e cl,1s ic cit) of ~111liqt1it . Its g1·eate. t ,vorth 
lieL i11 tl1f' J'act that it t1·e~,t~ tl1e ct1 to111 of tl1e cit,r in .. 

The Literary 

eo1111),1 ri so11 ,,1ili1 tl1e ctt to111s o ·· n1ocle1·11 titie ,of ot11· 0,
111 

('Ot111t1·)r. ''1'o iothf"'l' ' i~ n 1 ex1)1·es io11 o:f ,1 bcc1t1tift1l ent.i-
111e11t. ] t i lJr1·icnl to tl1 "lxt:\nt tl1~1t it cot1lcl en. il)7 be set 
to 111t1~,i · ,111d n1acl :\ <1 snc1·0d 11) 11111. '·Tl1e \~ ilct C:1t il V\ "'11., 
<>f .. 011 tl1 rl'cx,1 ' is a 111c<.iio 1·0 diM c1·t~1tion co11c 1·11i11g l'h 
·c)111111011-1)l,lc :1fT,1i1·s of ,,10 te1·11 lii·c. \~ a1· '.) left to ,, on
f' 1· , 111 \1·, ll10 jol~es a1·e an<.l ,,111 1 tl1e1· i 11otl1i11g- tl1at 

Yi, \ loc:1 l colo1·. 
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The Carolinian comes to hand with a simple 
The Carolinian but attractive cover. As a whole the contents 
are very good. The poetry does not seem to be up to the 
standard, but we must remember that it takes inspiration 
as well as preparation to write poetry. The prose is excel
lent. Since ''World Peace'' is a subject being discussed 
to-day, it is well that we should r ealize that it is no new 
thing and that it burdens the mind3 of '''!'he Great Amer
icans.'' We think that the magazine might \Vell add a 
department in vvhich could be found the pleasantries of the 
campus, the things so dear to a man after his college days 
have passed. 

The Concept We are pleased to accept the invitation of the 
Editorial Staff of The Concept and give our 

opinion of the February issue. It has a well-rounded corps 
of departments, which indicates its desire to include every 
phase of college life. ''Thackeray in America,'' is an enter
taining essay. Along with other essays, it has an abundance 
of enjoyable short stories and poetry. As a whole it is one of 
the best. 

The Tattler The Tattler for March offers a splendid mag
azine. The Tattler is artistically covered. 

Its general build is above the average. The poems for the 
month are good. ''A Personal Account of 'Boots' '' starts 
off rather dull, but towards the close it develops into a very 
interesting story and ends unusually strong. ''From Sun 
to Sun'' is short, but done in a masterly " Tay. ''When Miss 
Carlotta Leaped'' is certainly very long for a college mag
azine and could have been made more interesting if it had 
been shortened. The plot is good. The essay on Robert 
Burns is good and ''About Mountains'' is a bit of interest
ing information for lovers of Nature. 

The Blue and 
Bronze Tlie Blue and Bronze takes advantage of its 

colors to make a most pleasing cover. The 
Belmont Magazine does not devote much space to short 
stories, but rather makes the magazine more of a delineator 
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of the life on the campus. It contains, however, two articles 
that help to balance up the general make-up of the mag
azine. ''Craddock and the Short Story'' is carefully 
thought out, a valuable bit of history of the short story, and 
is a careful criticism of Miss Murfree's works. ''Char
acteristics of Wordsworth'' is a well arranged history of 
Wordsworth. His own writings are possibly a little over
,vor ked in the article. The Blue and Bronze would appear 
much better with a lighter type of printing. Otherwise 
the build is attractive. 

We acknowledge f ollo~ring exchanges for March: Van
derbilt Observer, Minnesota Magazine, Bessie Tift Journal, 
Isaqueena, Univer·sity of North Ca1·olina Magazine, Tattler, 
The Lite1'·ary, Blue and Bronze, The Notre Dame Qua1~te1"l?J, 
Fut·man Echo, Moiintain Reflections, Swana, Palmetto, 
OJ~ange and Green, Mississippi College Magazine, Colle
gian, Wofford College Jou1"nal, Emory and Henry Era, The 
High School R ecord, Emory Phoenix, Orange and Blue; 
Davidson College Magazine, Trinity A1"chive, Journal, 
E1~othesian, The Chisel, Purple and White, Acorn and the 
Rei1ihardt Moiintaineer. 
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E. CLEM POWERS. 

The days of heroic deeds are not all passed. Mr. Charlie 
Lanier, of the Senior Pharmacy Class, while on a recent 
visit to Forsyth, rushed in between carriage wheels and 
1·escued a little child from imminent death under plunging 
horses' feet. Mr. Lanier was rather severely bruised up, 
but we are glad to know that he is much better now. 

Through the efforts of Georgia, Mr. Rice was barred 
from tl1e Tech games, because he, a resident of Macon, 
played a game of amateur ball here during the summer. The 
bar will be lifted in the near future, we understand. 
Strange that the protest should have come from Georgia, 
but.-

''Judge of the Nations, spare us yet, 
Lest we forget, lest we forget." 

Phillips : 
Grocer : 
Phillips : 

''Give me a package of raisins.'' 
''We only have them in bulk.'' 
''Well, give me a bulk, then.'' 

Prof. Steed (afte1" discussing ''red shirt'' socialism, athe
ism, etc.) : ''So we might conclude, Mr. Chism, that all 
these 'red' isms are dangerous." 

''It was a gala night," and the long procession marched 
slowly by, ''singly and in an endless file." Sometimes in 
silence, sometimes in loud acclaim, they passed from place 
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to place. Such was the celebration of the victory over 
Tech. Some one asked afterwards where the boys got 
those white clothes tliey were dressed in. The parade was 
one of the best in years. More than two hundred real 
college men threw their dignity to the winds and helped to , 
swell the crowd. A great deal of enthusiasm was ex
hibited. Parallel with the foregoing services were the per
formances of April 1. The entire student body, with an 
exception here and there, took the day off for a review of 
the shows and shops. A considerable amount of pleasure 
was experienced. 

Professor Sellers, who has been teaching at Wesleyan 
a class of young ladies of the female ''persuasion,'' one 
morning, under the excitement of the surroundings, opened 
up thus wise: ''Now, young gentlemen, close your books 
and let's commence." He has not until yet fully appre
ciated the ripple of laughter that followed. 

Stephens: ''Ralph, how many annuals did you sign 
up for?'' 

Donehoo: ''Only one. Two would be superfluous now, 
since we have decided to use one together.'' 

The Glee Club has been very successful in the various 
tours so far in the season. Their concert at Wesleyan was 
said to have been one of the best ever given in the city. 
They have been royally entertained everywhere they have 
been. 

Aderhold: ''Can anybody take up Ethics the third 
term, doctor?'' 

Dr. Harrison: ''No sir, only the capable ones.'' 

One of the rare treats in art was the recital given by 
Miss Mary E. Miller, from Bessie Tift, under the auspices 
of the Ciceronian Society, on Monday evening, April 1st. 
Part I. of her program consisted of two original composi
tions and selections from Browning, Kipling, Dunbar, and 
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Riley. Part II. was an interpretation of the Betrothal and 
Renunciation from George Eliot's ''Spanish Gypsy.'' Miss 
Miller showed thorough familiarity with the work, training 
and genius in the art of expression, and an understanding 
of human nature. The Glee Club enlivened the intermis
sion with some happy selections. After the completion of 
the program, a reception was given in the society halls in 
honor of the guests. 

• 

Friends of Tutt Dunnaway will be glad to know that he 
has been promoted by the Cudahy Packing Co. He is now 
in Birmingham. 

The student body regretted to learn of the death of 
Professor Bonnell, of Wesleyan. His place will be hard 
to fill. 

K. A. Gaines : ''Say, Jenkins, would you wear white 
shoes and trousers to the Junior Prom.?'' 

Jenkins: ''Not unless you intend to pose as a wall
flower.'' 

Collins: 
Baskin: 
Collins: 

ma tic.'' 

''Baskin, how do you like to cook?'' 
''I like it. It seems so romantic.'' 
''You won't like it next year. It'll be emble-

Dr. Harrison (in Psychology) : ''Mr. Carson, do you 
believe in the assertion of free will?'' 

Carson: ''No, Doctor, I believe in the Conservation of 
Energy.'' 

Those interested and those disinterested in the question 
of woman's rights gathered some pleasing and profitable 
instruction from the debate of the Lawyers vs Ciceronians. 
The question of admitting the fair sex to the bar (legal 
expression) was thoroughly thrashed out in each side's 
efforts to win. The Ciceronians were represented by 
Messrs. E. L. Baskin and P. E. Lester. The Lawyers put 
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forth as their champions, Messrs H. Langdale and R. 
Stapleton, and they won. 

The debate doubtless did much good. Many ambitions 
were inspired and many crushed. It seems as though 
women will never be free. 

For reasons which it were not best to publish here, we 
have carefully omitted signatures from the following Bul
letion Board clippings : 

(All copyrights and patent rights reserved.) 
Wanted A catechism, for reference work. 
There will not be any lesson in Arithmetic to-day. 
All those interested in parallel reading are invited to be 

present. 
Laguerquaesit to the telephone. 
I have lost a very important Latin book. Finder please 

return and great shall be thy reward. 
Everybody desiring to be represented in The Cauldron 

must be in by Sunday. 
Lost, strayed or stolen, one black cat with long, droop

ing lashes, and flapping white ears. Finder please keep. 
To be sure such degeneracy was not anticipated by the 

founder of the Board. 

Doubtless some of the members of the student body, ere 
this appears, will have already learned that on May 7, 8, 9, 
Macon will entertain the Confederate Veterans' Reunion, 
a part of which assembly ,vill consist of a remnant of the 
remnant of the heroes of the gray. And Macon, consonant 
with her hospitality and generosity, is making gigantic 
preparations to entertain the visitors as befits the occasion. 
Every Mercer man does and should feel a vital interest in 
tl1e success of the city's efforts, for we are not only a part 

" of the old and the new South, but we are a part of Macon, 
and a big part; and whatever is good for Macon is good for 
us, and vice versa. We can help to handle the proposition. 
Our aid will be needed. Let us not be laggard in proffering 
our services. Right royally in the past has Macon come to 
our succor. Now is the opportunity to show our appre
ciation. 

• 
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In the death of Solicitor Walter J. Grace, on March 31, 
Mercer, Macon, Georgia, the country, lost a tried, true and 
valued friend. Mr. Grace was one of the most active and 
efficient prosecutors in the state. He had many friends in 
the student body here, who regret his untimely taking off. 

A number of the more socialistically inclined of the stu
dents found a time to give expression to some of those 
emotions that are too deep for human language, at 
the ''Prom.'' at Bessie Tift. They all returned, however, 
without any serious mishap. 

''But few people have ever been injured by an accidental 
discharge of their duty.'' 

• 

• 
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J. J. PILCHER. 

A FREQUENT RESULT OF THE HOP. 

Afflicted Stude: "Um-ah-er-er-er! Ha, ha."-
J eweler (to his assistant) : "Bring me that tray of engagement 

rings, John. "-Gargoyle. 

STILL LOOKING. 

"You can look for lots of money and a very easy life," 
Said a f ellow to a ch arming girl, "if you will be my wife." 
So she took h im at his v1ord and soon she took the marriage oath. 
Now she find s, ha told her truly-she is looking for them both. 

-Judge. 

Smith and Jones were talking about the fine points of their 
respective sons. 

"That boy of mine," r em~rked Smith, "is the genuine article. 
He's all wool, you can bet!'' 

'Shouldn't wonder," commented Jones. "I noticed he shrank from 
washing."-Tit B its. 

A CHAMELEON. 

''When I don't go out in comp'ny, I'm so blue, a nd when I do I 
get so red, 'cause I'm so green." 

"The first man who ate an oyster should have had a Carnegie 
medal.'' 
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"A man can't always regulate himself according to history. There 
was Samson who lost his life because he had his hair cut, and 
Absalom because he didn't." 

SOME COMMON QUESTIONS ANSWERED. 

Dear Miss Bluffem: Can you tell me a good recipe for preserving 
peaches? Signed, Alice Newlywed. 

I would suggest a good facial cream, a skillful dressmaker, and 
hairdresser, and a long walk every day. 

Dear Miss Bluff em: Should a tnan propose to a girl on his 
knees? Archie Bald. 

If you have proceeded so far that the girl sits upon your knees, it 
would be a serious breach of etiquette if you did not propose to her. 

Dear Miss Bluffem: In entering a theater, should a man follow a 
lady? Carrie Bean. 

Why, in this case it depends on who the man is. If he is a licensed 
detective he has a right to. If he is a bill collector, it would be 
much better for him to wait until next day. If he is simply a flirt, 
he should be checked at the door.-Judge. 

LAW STUDENTS 
I 

We offer you our services. 
We are the largest General Law Book 
House in the South. 
We have many thousands of volumes in 

stock, and can supply your wants as stu
dents and after graduation. 

Call on us. 

THE HARRISON COMPANY 
Publishers and Law Book Sellers. 

50 E. Hunter St. Atlanta, Ga . 
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Apropos of Oscar Brow11ing's memoirs, Brander Mathews recalls 
a clever epigram once written by a student on Professor Brow11in~'s 
increasing corpulency. It ran as follows: 

0. B., oh, be obedient 
To nature's stern decrees; 

For though you be but one 0. B., 
You may be too obese. 

-Catholic Fortnightly Review. 

"Trouble and sorrow are often mere squints of vision." 

JUSTIFIED. 

"The hour of twelve has struck," hissed the ghost. 
"I don't blame it," replied the materialist, "It was worked to death 

long ago." 

THE RULE APPLIED 

Magnate (given to advice) : "My boy, it is the little things that 

tell." 
Young Business Man (savagely) : "I know it! She's got a little 

brother.'' 

COLLEGE MAN. 

I'm the original college kid, 
I wear the original college lid; 
The cut of my clothes is all the sneeze; 
I wear my pants turned up to my knees; 
I take in every swell affair, 
There is nothing doing when I 'm not there; 
You never can lose me in getting a bid, 
For I'm the original college kid. 

-Ex. College World. 

Arthur Johnson & Co. ~ 
STUDENTS' 

POPULAR ATHLETIC WEAR 

112 West 42d Street 
NEW YORK CITY 

Sweaters, Jerseys, Class Hats and Caps, Pennants, Base .. 
ball, Football, Ba~ketball, Tennis and Track Supplies. 
Send for catalogue. 

Look up our agent, G. F. Kelley and get the 
GOOD KIND 
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THE AMATEUR. 

One line he had to speak: 
''The queen has swooned," that's all. 
"The swoon has qt1eened," he cried
A laugh rang through the hall. 

Gr1tting his teeth, he tried 
That cussed line once more: 
"The coon has sweened"- The laugh 
Became a perfect roar. 

Again: "The sween has cooned." 
Gosh, how the crowd did scoff, 
Till from the wings a voice: 
"You doggoned fool, come off!" 

-Boston Transcript. 

QUICK LUNCH PHILOSOPHY. 

Ma ';tication is the thief of time. 

He who gulps and runs away, 
May live to gulp another day. 

Bolt and the world bolts with you; 
Chew and you chew alone. 

Always say pie. 

Some men are born dyspeptic, some achieve dyspepsia, and others 
have wife's biscuits thrust upon them. 

There's many a tip twixt the cup and the sip.-Judge. 

TELEPHONE 575 TELEPHONE 575 

CHAS. A. HILBUN 
Optometrist 

and Manufacturing Optician 
Sl6 SECOND STREET MACON, GEORGIA 

-Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 
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On one of the famous scenic routes of the West, there is a brake
man who has lost the forefinger of his right hand. 

His present assignment as rear-end brakeman on a passenger 
train, places him in the observation car, where he is a target for an 
almost unceasing fusillade of questions from tourists who insist upon 
having the name, and, if possible, the history, of all the mountain 
canyons and points of interest along the route. 

One especially enthusiastic lady tourist had kept up her Gatling 
fire of questions until she had thoroughly mastered the geography 
of the country. Then she ventured to ask the brakeman how he 
had lost his finger. 

''Cut it off in making couplings between cars, I suppose?" 
"No, madam, I wore that finger off pointing out scenery fu 

tourists."-Everybody's. 

SAME AS HOME. 

Zoo-Keeper: ''This camel went nine days without water.'' 
Tommy: "Say, did his pipes freeze, too?'' 

First Guest: "I wonder why speeches at banquets are called 
'toasts'?'' 

Second Guest: ''I suppose because they are so dry."-Smatrt Set. 

Campbell T. King James T. Oliphant 

KING & OLIPHANT 

PHARMACISTS 

Agency for HUYLER'S 

LESTER-CLARK SHOE COMP ANY 
THE BUSY STORE 

MANY DIFFERENT STYLES IN BLUCHER, 
BUTTON OR TIES 

555 CHERRY STREET MACON, GEORGIA 
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NOT ON DISPLAY. 

He (to the lady at the news-stand): ''Do you sell cigarette papers?" 
She: ''No, sir: I don't believe there are any cigarette papers 

published.'' 

ONE TOUCH OF NATURE. 

Look, love! the rusty pine-tree grieves 
To waive its flowery plumes 

Beside the fresh green chestnut leaves 
And snowy cherry blooms. 

Just so, my love, last season's hat 
Appears on opening day; 

It's faded lilacs drooping, flat, 
When roses are au fait. 

The pine-tree, love, though frayed and sere, 
Will soon spruce up anew; 

But my poor hat-Thanks, hubby, dear! 
Yes; twenty-five will do." 

THE BENSON CLOTHING CO. 

respectfully solicits the patronage of 
Mercer Students 

Men's High-Grade Clothes, 
Furnishings and Hats. 

317-319-321 Third Street 
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Mrs. Cannibal: ''Don't eat that little missionary.'' 
Cannibal: "Why not?" 

313 

Mrs. Cannibal: "It will take away your appetite for dinner." 

IT REMINDED HIM. 

"The dew is falling," she said. "Let us go in before it settles." 
"Yes," he answered, but a worried look stole into his face. Little 

did she dream that with him many dues were falling that he was 
utterly unable to settle. 

''Checks are occasionally seen this spring, and are growing larger 
as summer approaches. If you find that your checks are no good, 
stripes may be substituted." 

''Narrow skirts are being sold in pairs now. They may be worn 
one at a time in polite society, but for athletic purposes one may be 
placed on each limb." 

A little butter now and then, 
Is relished by the boarding men. 

-Exchangei. 

UNIVERSITY PLACE 
GEO. SPARKS, '09, Manager . 

Up-to-Date. The Latest 

SODA WATER and CIGARS, 

COLLEGE SEAL STATIONERY, 

NOVELTIES and ATHLETIC GOODS. 

739 College Street. 
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Teacher: ''One beautiful autumn day, Little Red Riding Hood 
was walking along a path in the woods, when she came to a sharp 
turn; and whom do you think she saw standing there with a row 
of shining white teeth gleaming at her?" 

Up went a little hand. 
Teacher: ''Who was it, Willie?'' 
Willie: ''Teddy Roosevelt.'' 

"Do not forget you have no wings, and look before you leap." 

CUNARD STEAMSHIP CO., LTD. 

• 

ANCHOR LINE 
NORTH GERMAN LLOYD 

WHITE STAR LINE 
RED ST AR LINE 

HOLLAND-AMERICA LINE 
AMERICAN LINE 

TICKETS ON SALE TO ALL PARTS OF EUROPE 
AND INFORMATION CHEERFULLY FURNISHED 

J. E. RICKENBAKER, AGENT 
603 Cherry St., MACON, GA. 

Telephone No. 305 

ROBERT J. FLOURNOY ALBERT T. VAUGHAN 

FLOURNOY & VAUGHAN 
JEWELERS 

370 Second Street, MACON, GA. 
(Next to Taylor-Bayne's) 

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY 

Correct Styles in Engraved Cards, Invitations and 
Monogram Stationery 

Phone 627 
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Having managed to enter Mercer University, he was 
graduated in 1855 and enjoyed not only the distinction of 
being one of her oldest graduates at the time of his death, 
but also the honor of being the highly esteemed President 
of the Board of Trustees. A trustee not in name only, but 
in fact, he ever had the best interests of his Alma Mater 
at heart, and many have been the acknowledgments of his 
timely help and wise counsels which have helped to make 
Mercer what she is. Never was he so absorbed in his pro
fession but that he could stop and inform himself of the 
conditions of the school under his trust; never did he 
hesitate to give freely his time and thought to help solve 
the problems confronting her. But even more substan
tially did he show his love for his college by being its most 
liberal benefactor since its early days. Al,vays generous to 
the cause of education, he donated an immense part of his 
r esources to the betterment of his own college. What bet
ter example 1s there for the emulation of the true sons of 
Mercer than the spirit of this man to whom his Alma 
Mater is so indebted? Well may Mercer be proud of her 
distinguished son who holds a high place on her roll of 
honor. When her contributions to the governor's chair 
and the leadership of church and state are recounted, then 
let the memory of Mercer's ''Grand Old Man'' be honored. 

Aside from his loyal support of Mercer, Judge Lawson 
was ardently devoted to other phases of education, being 
a n1ember of the State Board of Education, and a trustee 
of Eatonton public schools. He received his own early 
training at the ''Little Red School House'' of Joel Chandler 
Harris, and while he lived, preserved an active interest in 
the welfare of secondary education. But not only ,vith 
educational affairs was Judge Lawson concerned, for his 
long life was spent in the profession of law. Time and 
again was he honored by his county and state, and his 
public service was marked by a faithfulness to his country 
second only to his fidelity to his principles. As a repre
sentative of his county, he was present in many sessions of 
the Legislature between the years 1861 and 1889, and was 
afterwards elected Judge of his circuit. One of democ-

• 
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Among the numerous benefits of Judge Lawson to others, 
what is greater than the example which his life of upright
ness and service affords for our emulation? He was true 
and loyal to what is best in life, and has paid his debt to 
society in that he loved his fellow-man. His acts of benefi
cence will never be fully known, so free was his nature 
from ostentation; but many there are who remember his 
kind help in time of need. By his death, his state has lost 
a leader, his Alma Mater a benefactor, his church a main
stay, and humanity a friend. With his striking physique 
and noble character, he was indeed a ''big man cast in a 
big mold.'' 

The Voice of the Winds 
W. B. MURRAY. 

Each ivind bears a t<hle in the breath of its wings, 
And of far away countries and islands it sings; 
Of the dancing and flashing of fires by night, 
Of the Northern Aurora and the twinkling sight 
Of the witl-o'-the wisp, and tlie warm southern seas, 
Scent-laden with odors from tropical trees; 
OJ the land of the East and the land of the West 
And the dark ships that pass o'e1'" the foamy wave's crest. 

Some breathe their song low in the calm of· the eve, 
And a magical tale of their wanderings they weave; 
Some shtriek 1<YUt the;i/J" woe in the dark of the night, 
Of the grief and the shame in the land of their flight, 
And the clea1· voice of some in the light of the morn 
Rings loud o'er the dew as the blast of the horn, 
As they tell of their wanderings, and leave, as they go, 
Awake in our· breasts the great wonder to know . 

• 
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DIAS DA LOS BIENES Y LOS QUITA 

Dios da los bienes y los quita 
W. C. SPARKMAN 

319 

N the banks of a Florida river, which shall be name-
less here, stand the ruins of an old Spanish castle. 

This crumbling relic of the days \vhen the gold-laden gal
leons sailed the Spanish Main is almost hidden by the trop
ical growth of vines and shrubbery. All the woodwork has 
decayed and there remain only a few scattered heaps of 
stone and rough brick. Near the river bank is what was 
apparently an underground dungeon, half-filled with earth 
and debris. On a stone in the ,vall of this dungeon are 
roughly carved the Spanish words, ''Dios da los bienes y los 
quita.'' I have often lingered about these ruins, d1·eam
ing of the life that once existed here. The inscription on 
the dungeon wall has been the stimulus for many a wild 

. flight of fancy. 
• _ · During the adventurous days of the sixteenth and early 

· seventeenth centuries, this castle was one of the outposts of 
the Spanish dominions. Many were the treasure ships that 
put into this river to escape the dangerous gulf storms, and 

~ the more dangerous English. The governor of the castle, 
Don Miguel, was a member of a noble family. Proud of his 

· ancient ancestry, he maintained, on a small scale, the pomp 
and grandeur of the Spanish court. Though the castle 
was surrounded by a savage wilderness, within was all the 
magnificence and gaudy display of this extravagant gold
surf eited age. As the duties of his position were few, 
Don Miguel kept up a daily round of balls, dinners, and 
entertainments. To his castle flocked all the gallant among 
the adventurers in the New World, and the center of this 
gay society was his daughter, Valencia. From St. Augus
tine to the Land of the Incas, she was famed for her beauty. 
Even in Old Spain she was known as the Queen of Ne,v 
Spain. Many were the men of noble blood who had sought 
her hand . 

• 
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To this castle one day there came a handsome young 
wanderer. His name was everywhere synonymous with 
strength, valor, and chivalry. But Braganza was out of 
favor at the Spanish court. Therefore Don Miguel, who 
hoped for preferment, while extending his hospitality, 
maintained a spirit of coldness. However, Braganza recog
nized the welcome that shone in a pair of dark eyes, and 
lingered. In a few weeks he had won the heart of the 
beautiful Valencia, but winning her hand was another 
matter. 

When Braganza boldly faced Don Miguel and asked for 
the hand of Valencia, the governor stormed. Never would 
his daughter, who was free to choose from the nobility of 
Spain, marry a man in disgrace. In his rage he ordered 
Braganza to leave the castle immediately. But the cun
ning Valencia was not to be so easily deprived of her love1·. 
A vessel was soon to sail, and, through the collusion of a 
kindly priest, she secretly boarded it. As the boat drifted 
down the river, the churchman spoke the words that united 
the lives of the young lovers. 

When Don Miguel discovered that his daughter had fled, 
his rage knew no bounds. He ordered the vessel in which 
she escaped to be pursued. At first the pursuit seemed use
less. But the heavily-laden galleon was slow in getting 
out of the river. She was just about to disappear in the 
gulf when the swift little vessels came in sight. When the 
governor's men reached the galleon they showed orders for 
the return of Braganza and Valencia. The boats made 
their way slowly back up the river. When the castle was 
reached the daring couple boldly faced Don Miguel. The 
governor intended to punish Braganza only. But as ~oon 
as he knew that they were married, he lost all control of 
his feelings. After a storm of abuse he ordered them t') be 
securely guarded. 

That night the dining hall glittered with many lights. 
Everywhere was the bustle of the final preparations. The 
magnificence of the decorations, the glitter of the silver
ware and gold, the heavily-laden table, all seemed to token 
a marriage feast. But the guests were absent. The 
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governor entered and sent for his daughter and her hus
band. They appeared, calm and resolute. On the table 
were two wine cups. Don Miguel said, ''You have disobeyed 
my orders, and, according to the laws of Spain, it is my 
duty to punish you. On the table before you are two cups. 
One is harmless, the other contains poison. Each of you 
must drink.'' 

The horrible suggestion caused the lovers to turn pale 
and tremble. Braganza started to protest, but the governor 
commanded silence. Valencia besougl1t her father for 
mercy, but his hard heart knew no pity. Turning to his 
bride of a few hours, Braganza tried to speak words of 
comfort, and, telling her that death would not separate 
them for long, he kissed her good-bye. Each with a 
trembling hand picked up a glass and drank. For a moment 
there was the silence of death in the room, and then in the 
midst of this hush of fear there came the sound of a 
woman's agonized cry and Valencia fell to the floor in con
vulsions. Only a minute more and death had come to her. 

The governor, seemingly untouched, ordered Braganza 
thrown into the dungeon. As the unhappy lover paced his 
prison floor, the realization came to him that he had noth
ing to expect from the governor. But he wanted nothing, 
cared for nothing. He cursed the fate that gave the one 
whom he loved such a father. When his passion had ex
hausted itself, he began to think only of the one who had 
sacrificed everything for him. He looked forward to death 
as the means of being with her again. As the weary hours 
dragged, he roughly chiseled these words on his prison 
wall : ''Dios da los bienes y los qui ta.'' A few days later a 
lifeless body floated down the river and out to sea. 

* * * * * 
Is this the true story of the words, ''Dios da los bienes y 

qui ta''? I know not. It is the dream that came to me as 
I leaned against the dungeon wall gazing into the black 
depths of the stream beneath. 
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Dear Elton: 

THE MERCERIAN 

A Letter From Italy 
NUMBER II. 

J. M. GUERARD. 

In my last letter to you, I promised to write you of 
Rome, but as I am now in Venice, I shall briefly descrioe 
our trip up to date. 

Last evening we arrived after the dustiest trip I have 
ever taken. We passed through twenty-nine tunnels, and 
as the road was on an up-grade the smoke just poured in 
the coaches. Just before reaching the station the road 
passed over a long stretch of marsh land, and low islands, 
and at the station we boarded a gondola for the hotel. Some 
festive occasion was being celebrated and everything was 
in gala attire. Gondolas were .decorated with lanterns and 
bunting and filled with young people laughing and singing 
to the accompaniment of music, and apparently having the 
best possible time. 

The first place we visited was St. Mark's Square, which 
is the most important section of the city. After winding 
in and out along the alley-like street, we arrived at a large 
paved open square, surrounded by an arcade on which open 
a large number of souvenir stores and glass and lace fac
tories, and at the farther end of which are the mosque-like 
cathedral, the lions of St. Mark's, and the bell-tower. Here 
also is located a famous prison with the ''Bridge of Sighs.'' 
On top of one of the buildings is a large bell on which two 
automatic men strike the hour with sledge-hammers. We 
took a ride on the Grand Canal, visited the glass and lace 
factories, and the Rialto, which bears only a trace of the 
great business mart it was in the time of the Merchant of 
Venice. The city is just as beautiful and romantic-looking 
as it is represented in pictures. There are the white stone 
buildings rising out of the water, with the barber poles in 
front; the sailing-vessels with their stained sails and the 
barges and gondolas. 
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We spent a couple of days in Florence, and as there were 
two young men in the party who spoke a little Italian, the 
three of us decided to make a trip to Pisa to see the Leaning 
Tower. Two art galleries containing a great many of the 
masterpieces of the Renaissance, the tombs of the Medici, 
and the first public library in Europe, sum up the most inter
esting places at Florence. The arrangement of the library 
was rather unique. It consisted of rows of benches about 
waist high with the volumes chained to them. The print of 
the volumes seemed to strive to please the eye as well as 
instruct the mind. The architecture of the cathedral here 
and at Pisa was different from anything I have seen in any 
other city. The blocks of black and white marble are very 
artistically arranged to beautify the structures. The front 
is decorated with niches containing the statues of apostles, 
saints, etc. Crowning the rear is a tall dome, while in front, 
close to the church is the tall baptistry. The quality and 
abundance of the statuary, frieze work, frescoing and other 
devices of adornment in Italian churches stand as a n1onu
ment to the skill of Italian artists and bear evidence of the 
days when the whole world contributed to the rearing of 
these magnificent edifices. 

On arriving at Pisa, we went immediately to the Leaning 
Tower. The tower is hollow, with a spiral stairway lead
ing to the top. In the ascent we experienced, in a slight 
degree, the effect of the motion of a boat, and wl1en we 
reached the top, were breathing as though we had completed 
a Marathon. Near the tower is the cathedral which con
tains the bronze lamp which suggested to Galileo the prin
ciple of the pendulum. I guess you will be surprised when 
I tell you that the Italian churches have no pews. There are 
simply a few benches placed in front of altars erected at the 
side. In the rear of the cathedral is a baptistry. The keeper 
shouted in here for us so that the echoes reverberating back 
and forth gave the tonal sound of an organ. To the left 
of the church is a large and very old cloister. On the wall 
is a picture representing a battle between the forces of God 
and those of Satan, which is calculated to convert the most 
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hardened sinner. It tended to put me in a philosophical 
mood, when I thought of the probable career of the cru
saders and the pious and famous men whose graves I was 
walking over. 

When I attempt to describe some of the interesting places 
at Rome the images of the places we visited crowd my mem
ory so fast that I am bewildered and at a loss what to 
describe first. There are the old aqueducts, which look like 
a continuation of tall gateways; the Appian Way, with its 
tombs and catecombs; the colossal ruins of the baths, Col
isseum and Palace of the Cresars, and the marble columns 
and arches. 

On the banks of the Tiber stands the Castle of St. Angelo, 
one of the oldest and best-preserved of mediaeval castles. It 
contains some famous dungeons, old furniture, arms and 
armor. On the top is a large statue of an angel which com
memorates a legend of the fortress. Close by the tower 
is world-famous St. Peter's. 

As you approach the church, you enter a large square 
surrounded by a portico of over three hundred columns and 
pillars. Within the church everything is as grand as artistic 
skill can make it. The frieze work, frescoes, columns and 
statuary of the interior are so perfect, and so harmoniously 
and proportionately arranged as to give to the eye a sense of 
perfect beauty. Adorning the walls and dome are the magni
ficent life-size mosaic pictures, which only a close inspection 
could satisfy me were made of small blocks of colored marble 
instead of being oil paintings. Around the interior are 
the large stone sarcophagi of the popes adorned by emblem
atic statues. On the right side is the large bronze statue 
of St. Peter. At the further end is a stairway leading to 
the tomb of St. Peter and the treasures of the Pope, which 
consist of processional robes and handsome gold and silver 
ornaments given by various sovereigns. Adjoining the 
cathedral are the Vatican, with its fine art collection, and the 
Cistercian Chapel adorned by the frescoes of Michael 
Angelo. The picture of Judgment Day, besides its well
known qualities, contains a bit of humor. The artist who 
had obtained permission to work in private, placed all his 
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enemies in hell and his friends in heaven. One of his ene
mies slipped in one day when the door had been left unlocked, 
and was greatly angered to find himself placed in hell. He 
appealed to the pope, but Mike had his way. 

The Italians are very proud of their churches, and, indeed, 
they are among the most interesting places to be seen. 
Every church has one or more relics. This one contains the 
post to which Jesus was tied when flogged, another the steps 
to Pilot's house, another a portrait of the infant Christ and 
mother, claimed to have been painted from life, still another 
the head of St. Peter and St. Paul, and so on ad infini tum. 
Under one church are three crypts with the walls and ceiling 
(I might say artistically if it was not so grotesque) adorned 
with human bones. The exterior of most of the churches is 
not kept so well, but the interiors of nearly all of them 
attempt, with their marble and alabaster columns, their 
statuary and frescoes and gold trimming and mosaic work, 
to rival the grandeur of St. Peter's. Especially is this true 
of St. Paul's, St. Maria Maggiore and St. John's Lateran. 
The Pantheon of Agrippa remains as a fine specimen of 
a pagan temple. It was saved by being converted into a 
basilica. 

One of the finest works of art at Rome, in my humble 
judgment, is the Trevian Jt.,ountain. It consists of a statue 

..... 

representing Oceanus, standing in a chariot made of a large 
sea-shell, drawn by two pairs of prancing horses, with the 
riders endeavoring to manage them. The water flows over 
rocks so skillfully arranged that it looks like the god had 
taken a notion he wanted to drive down the rapids. To the 
right and left of Oceanus are statues representing health 
and abundance. 

Of all the places in Rome there is probably none more 
interesting than the Roman Forum, even though there 
remain only three columns, a single arch and the founda
tions and scattered debris from the marble temples. The 
satisfaction you derive is from the historic feeling you 
experience as you walk among the ruins, see the rostrum 
from which Cicero delivered his orations, and the spot 
where Cresar's funeral pyre was made, and reflect on the 
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events and the people which the place associates in your 
mind. 

Close by the Forum is another interesting place the 
Lateran Prison, where St. Peter and St. Paul were con
fined prior to their martyrdom. By descending steps which 
lead into the side of a hill, a damp circular cell is reached. 
There is a small opening covered by grating, through which 
the prisoners were lowered to another cell. In the lower 
cell is a spring which the apostles are said to have caused 
to flow in order that they might baptize their jailers. 

The places with historic and religious associations are, 
of course, the attraction which makes Rome the Eternal 
City for visitors, the Mecca for all lovers of history; but I 
will close with a word of modern Rome. The city is clean, 
orderly and progressive-looking. If you could see the large 
percentage of the male population attired in uniforms of 
various regiments and of functionary and dignita1 .. y posi
tions, I know that you would be glad, as I am, that we live 
in a land of freedom, security, and opportunity, with our 
history to be made and not to reflect upon. 

The Voice of May 
J. J. SIZEMORE. 

What mystery this that fills the air, 
That breatlies and dwells in G.J.ll things fair? 
These hundred fleeting, winged signs 
That tell how sky with earth combines, 
Like friendly, secret, leaguing power·s, 
Forgetful of dark, drea1--y hours, 

To make a holiday? 
Oh! 't is the voice of May. 

• .. Hark! how the voice of rippling rills, • 
Reechoes from the nearest hills, 
And music from ten thousand bells 
Upon the wood'land ridges dwells; 

.. 
While shining shallows in their streams, • 

Bestrewn with flowers, commingle gleams, 
And make the season gay, 

O happy, happy May . 

' 

.. 

• 
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Reveries 
A. T. CLINE. 

When upon a day ill-fated 
deadly gloom has conquered life, 

And your mind and soiil are weary 
of this toilsome woT·ld of life, 

Let your thoughts revolting wander 
back to scenes of childhood days, 

Where amid the fields and for est 
nature is one song of praise. 

The1"e forgetting self you revel 
in a w orld of J·oy and ease, 

Deepl':J d1--inking scented breezes 
from tli e blossoming apple trees; 

See once more the fields of clover 
such as prompt a painter's dream; 

In the meadow, cattle feeding 
'twixt the Jiills and murmuring stream; 

Hear again the partridge calling 
to his mate acr·oss the way, 

While the farmer, gaily singing, 
garners in the new made liay. 

Great the import of these memories,
recollected hopes and f ears, 

Guiding still Zif e's fic~~e fo1"tune 
in its course of endless years . 

-

-

-
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The Puget Sound Marine Station 
PROF. G. L. CARVER, 

N selecting a place to spend the summer vacation of 
'11, I wished to find one that combined several f ea

tures: first, an opportunity for study and investigation of 
plant and animal life; second, a good outing, camp life, if 
possible; third, an opportunity for association with promi
nent college men and women doing work along my line; 
and fourth, the expense must be light. It would seem im
possible to find one place combining all these advantages, 
yet there are two or three combining some of these good 
points, and at least one that includes all. 

The first Marine Biological Station for sea-shore study 
of plant and animal life was established at Naples, Italy, 
about thirty or forty years ago. This station soon became 
very popular among the eminent biologists, as it afforded 
the advantages, while working out many biological prob
lems, of having fresh material continually at hand. The 
success of this station at Naples led to the establishing of 
the Marine Biological Station at Woods Hole, Mass., under 
the supervision of several of the largest universities in the 
Central and Eastern United States. 

In the summer of 1902, Professor Kincaid, of the Univer
sity of Washington, realized a long-cherished hope in the 
establishment of a Marine Biographical Station on the 
Pacific Northwest. The Pacific flora and fauna are much 
more abundant and varied than those found on the Atlantic 
coast; and after considerable investigation, Professor Kin
caid selected Friday Harbor, on San Juan Island, as the 
proper place for the station. This island is one of a pic
turesque group of over one hundred islands that make up 
the San Juan Archipelago, lying in the northern part of 
Puget Sound. The tidal currents caused by a rise and fall 
of a twelve-foot tide, sweep through the Strait of Juan De 
Fuca and around the islands, thus favoring the growth of 

• 
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the surf-loving plants and animals. The diversified sand
stone, lime-stone and metamorphic rocks give an extremely 
diversified coast, and numerous reefs exposed at low tide, 
present rich collecting grounds. The various channels and 
bays, varying in depth from shallow places to a thousand 
or more feet, afford ample opportunity for deep-sea 
dredging . 

It was my privilege to be a member of the first sum
mer's party (about twenty), and a pleasant summer we 
had of it. Most of our time was devoted to making collec
tions for the various educational institutions which we rep
resented. Since then the efficiency of the station has rapidly 
progressed. A good three-story laboratory building affords 
places for general class, laboratory and lecture work, rooms 
for individual research, dark-rooms for the photographer, 
and a good working library. A well-arranged cook-house 
and dir1ing hall has recently been built. ,.,,he hall contains 
a large fireplace, and a piano and is the place for social 
affairs once or twice a week. Some of the stunts ''pulled 
off'' by the supposedly staid and serious college seniors and 
professors are at least interesting if not surprising. You 
may wonder why a fireplace is put in a building used only in 
the summer, but many evenings in July and August are so 
cool that a fire in the fireplace not only lool{s but feels very 
pleasant. A steamboat to take collecting parties out eve1'"y 
day or two has on board a large dredge twelve feet long by 
three feet wide, carrying a net about te11 feet in length for 
the purpose of bringing up animal and plant life from the 
bottom of the channels and bays. Abundant rowboats be
longing to the station are available at any time. 

Regular courses are given in General Botany and 
Zoology, Embryology, Algology, etc., under prominent biolo
gists. Perhaps the most popular one is the one in General 
Ecology, by Professor Kincaid. 

Nearly everyone sleeps in a tent, but when I reached 
there some five days after work had begun, I found all of 
the forty-two tents full, so Professor Kincaid, who had 
alPeady given up his tent, and myself, slept in the garret 
of the laboratory building until the preserved and dried 

• 
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specimens began to in,,ade our domicile, cau ing u. to mO\'e 
into a ne\vly-erected tent. Tl1e ten a1·e situated on a 
steep slope among the large fit" treeL, \,1itl1 a little platfo1·m 
facing out over the Sound, and one ca11 ee 01ne of its green 
islands \\'ith sno\v-capped it. Bak 1· loo1ning up in the 
distance. There is a cha1·m about the place, a nea1·ne to 
nature, a ne,v ,1ie\,1point of life that i \\1orth going ma11 ', 

many miles to enjoy. 
I ,vill outline one of the pleasant, a ,,,ell as profitable, 

trips \Ve tool( duri11g the pa .. t summe1·. TI·ips a1·e announced 
t,vo or three days in advance, that all specimen in the lab
orator)1 ma}r be prese1·ved and ever)rthing JJUt in l1ape for 
an absence of t\\'O or three da)T . ook are bu )' J)utti11g 
up provisions. Early on the morning of departt1re :-111 
ladies and gentlemen roll up their blanket and take them to 
the dock, where they are loaded. 

As the fi1·st objective point ma)' be a11 11
1and ten or t\\'enty 

miles distant, the morning trip ,,,ill be \1e1·J' inte1·esting 
especially to those from inland. Perhaps our route lie.'.) 
past some salmon banks, ,vhere a long 11et i strung along a 
line of piling driven from the sho1·e out to a distance of 
perhaps a quarter of a mile into the channel, so that all 
salmon running along the shallO\\' beach ,,1 ill go into the 
enclosed area at the outer end of the nets. The ducks and 
divers seek distant parts as some of the ladies test their 
marksmanship on them. The ducks are usuall:}' pe1·fectly 
safe, but do not realize it. At our approach, the seal take a 
long breath and goes belo\v, only to be ·een t,\"O or three 
minutes later eithe1· far astern 01· to one side. 

An interesting sight is the acti,ritJr on board a pu1·se 
seiner's fishing launch ,vhen a scl1ool of salmon is sighted. 
The blowing of the ,v histle to notify~ other vessels of the 
find, that they may not invade the co,1eted ter1·itory, the 
circling of the school \Vhile paying out the net, the l1auling 
in again of the net, the closing of the bottom opening b)r 
pulling the purse cord, the scooping of the fish into the .. co,,1, 

sometimes as many as several thousand, are all inciden
tal features that enter into one of the many interesting 
events of the trip. 
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When we reach the island, some of the party man the 
boats for deep-sea dredging off the island, while others, if 
the tide is out, take pails and rowboats and collect speci
mens of animal and plant life on the rocks or tide-flats. All 
return to dinner, and after the party is served, cafeteria 
style, each member takes his or her dishes down to the 
beach and by means of sand and salt water soon has them 
so clean that a dip in hot water prepares them for the next 
meal. After a busy afternoon by the botanists, zoologists 
and geologists, each following his or her own line of work, 
a beach supper is enjoyed by all. After supper, if not too 
tired, the men collect a large pile of driftwood and have a 
big campfire around which all gather, sing songs, tell stories 
and enjoy good comradeship after the activities of the day 
have been laid aside. After a pleasant evening the party 
breaks up. Each r-as selected a level place, either on the 
moss under the trees or on the rocks out over the water. 
Spreading his roll of blankets on the ground, he turns in, 
and the early sunrise over the distant islands or clear stretch 
of water is the signal to the sound sleeper that breakfast 
is about ready to prepare him for another busy day. 

The party is never out for more than two or three days 
at a time, for although some industrious members may 
bring in a lot of clams for a clam-bake, or crabs, or even a 
large pail full of Royal Ann or Lambert cherries, which they 
have bought from some rancher living on the island, these 
things go but a little way toward satisfying the needs of ... 
a large party of healthy, hungry people. 

The journey home is always pleasant, and as we near the 
camp at Friday Harbor, the station yell is given to supple
ment the whistle. The following yell made up of the scien
tific names of an animal and a plant was used very often: 

Pecnopodia Helianthoides, 
Pecnopodia Helianthoides, 
Kelp, Kelp, Kelp. 
Kelp, Kelp, Kelp. 
The day after the return is usually taken up in preserv

ing the specimens collected and then all are ready for a few 
days laboratory work before taking another strenuous trip. 

9 
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Advanced students do their research work and take the 
trips as they feel they can spare the time. Each trip is a 
genuine picnic. In fact the summer there is one long picnic, 
with plenty of fun, plenty of work, plenty of outdoor life; 
and yet the summer spent there affords an opportunity for 
study and investigation on the part of the biologist, at a 
small expense, that can scarcely be equaled. A student will 
absorb enough without effort to make his trip a profitable 
one, and the association with many of the brightest young 
men and women undergraduates and many of the prominent 
biology professors from many universities and colleges in 
this country and England, completes, to my mind, the proof 
that the Puget Sound Marine Station is almost an ideal 
place for the biologist to spend the summer. 

After the Seventeenth Century Lyricists. 
J. J. GUILLEBEAU. 

My lonely life has found a light 
To drive the clouds away, 

And change the darkness of its night 
Into a peaceful day. 

The path I tread is drear and lone 
Without those gentle beams; 

But when they shine, all cares are gone, 
And life's a way of dreams. 

I would this light were ever mine 
To cheer my 1·ourney through: 

The rays so pure, so sweet, divine,
H er beaming eyes of blue. 
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RUN TO EARTH 

Run to Earth 
A. T. CLINE. 
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T was almost midnight, and we had seated ourselves 
on the ground around a fire which was leaping up from 

a pile of dead twigs, and were enjoying deep draughts of 
tobacco smoke from our well-filled pipes. 

The small, round eyes of a half dozen 'possums lying a 
short distance in the darkness reflected the glimmering fire
light and were constant reminders that the split stick held 
the tails of all that was necessary for so many excellent 
roasts. It was late in the fall and as each of us told some 
tale of thrilling adventure, the chilly November winds could 
be heard moaning through the shaggy tree-tops high upon 
the side of Horseshoe Mountain. The fire had begun to die 
away, and the damp, chilly darkness had cast a feeling of 
loneliness and gloom over our tired bodies. 

Joe Davis, who had listened silently while each of the 
competing tale-tellers took his turn, was now reciting in an 
unassuming way a narrative which we confidently expected 
to cap the climax. 

''Fellers, you may not believe it, but we just couldn't 
get Rastus' old dog Trail away from that place 'till we ,vent 
off and left him. After we had gone about a mile he over
took us, and in a very few minutes the pack struck the 
trail of what we thought was a sure 'nuf fox. But darn 
my time, after it had circled just like one of thone silver 
grays, if it didn't make a bee-line for the very spot in tl1at 
blooming swamp where old Trail had treed before. 

''We came back to the place again, and while we were 
1·iding around looking to see what it could be that the dogs 
had been running, my horse knocked up a piece of old 
rusty chain with his foot. We could not understand ,vhere 
the chain could have come from, nor ,vhat the dogs ,vere 
after. After we had ridden on for something like an hour 
without striking any trail, suddenly the dogs began bark
ing and running just like they had jumped something out of 
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t}1 bru 11. 1 or a ,\,}1il ,,e 11jo)' 11° 1>1·0~1 c f 1 -
i11 · l1e 11i :r}1t' .. l1u11t ,,1i 11 a ood J"ac . 1 u : II ]1011 , 1 r 
Jost ,, l1e11 ,,, · .. a,,, J1a tl1e }1,ou11 ,, 1·e )1 ad d , ,, a. , f1·0 n 
tl1e n1oui1 ai11 di1· )c JJ1 to, 'a1·d l1at la \\' ' m11. 1 ju 
I'OSe llJ) in ll1.' sti1·1·t1J 31ld a. r ' 0)' f aiJl t 11 \ 1 1'. 1 lie,, .... .... 
j11 g}10 .. t b fo1· }Jt1t di11 cl if u lJ fo1· .J 110. fi11-

i 11 cl hi nf e11c a cl101·u of . , 11> f1·om ota · J1ou11d old 
u h:it t l1 l r J1ad con1 tJJ)On 11 J'dina1")1 1· il. Tl1 . ' I cl a, a , 
do,, n t11 far sid :ll of tl1e rid , a1·0L111 th foot of !1 n1ou11-

tai11 puJ· #111d ,, e1·e co111ing l)ack o,,,a1·d u follo,1li11 the 
cou1· e of a s 1"eam l1a t Jed l1i ,.1, llJ) i11 o t11 111ou11tai11. 

AJJ at 011ce tl1e \'toocls c a d to ecl10 ,,,,ith tl1 l1oal· e 
sound f1~01n tl1e l1ollo,,,_tJ1r·oa e J1ou11ds . \~']1 11 tl1 1 l a1·k
ing ,,1a 1

4 e urned, it n1011oto11ou 011e r , aled t}1,e fact tl1at 
the fleeing animal l1ad 1 een d1·i,, 0 11 to a1·tl1. A · l1i JJoin 
Joe Da,ri .. , ,,1 JJ0 l1ad bee11 sla11cli11 T i11 lJrea l1le s sile11ce ~ i11c 

his ale hacl been i11te1·r·u1)ted 1·eJle I ou 1 ''\~7110 -JJe , J JI }Jet 
bj' go11)1

, it' a coo11. Olcl Trail clo11 t go i11to SJJa n1s Jil{e l1at 
O\"e1· an)7 'pos um. ' 

As he b1·oke in a 1·un do,,ri1 the 1·idge, i11 the directio11 of 
the bar·king, he callecl out ''T31·i11g 011 tl1e axe a11d keep UJ) or 
I'll lea, e .)' OU in tl1e da1~l{. ' 

\~ e to1~e th1·ough the unde1·b1·u 11, o,1e1· log , i11t tl1e top 
of fallen tree , stumbling and falling gettin.g up agai11 011ll' 
to be t1·ippecl once mo1~e b)1 ti1e t1·aili11g 1nuscadi11e , ines. 
Joe, ,,1ho ca1·1·ied ou1· 0111}1 Jante1·n ,,,a the fi1·~t o 1~each the 
dogs, and ,,,.e fou11d J1i1n cutting a ,., itJ1e fo1· t,,,.i i11g out J1i 
, 1 ictim. 

''B)7 jing , bo)., I'll be blan1ed if it ain't a groL111d-J1og. 
The dogs su1·e l1ustled l1im i11to l1i den. ot 1nuch cl1ance 
to get the di1·t)1 c1·itter· out. Tl1ought I d see ho,\1 fa1· lJack 
thi hole goes, though.' 

Just then 011e of the ) oung J1ound disapJ)ea1~ed ·\,1ithi11 
tl1e g1~ot1nd, ,,1ith Joe's faithful olcl T1~ail clo e bel1i11d J1in1. 
The1~e \\1eI·e ou11ds of a mor·tal co11fiict a11d t,,,o 01· tl11"ee 
seconds late1· the old dog can1e out ,,,itl1 a lo11g gapi11g as11 
on hi left side. TJ1e J ounge1~ d,og did 11ot 1~etul'·n and \\1hen 
all ,,1a quiet agai11t Ra tus ~ o ... ebee 11issed out f1--01n 1 et,,,ee11 
his cle11ched teeth, ''That's a daI·n catar11oun and tl1e lJeast 
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has done killed my pup already. Look, Joe! Darn him, he's 
most ruined your dog, too.'' 

''Let's pile leaves in the den and smoke him out,'' said 
Joe, as he examined l1is gun to see that it was in good work
ing order. ''I'll stand in front here and if he ever shows 
his nose, I'll put a daylight hole through his head.'' 

''Heap more leaves on the pile and make it burn more, 
so's it'll smoke bigger," said Rastus, standing with an axe 
in a striking position. ''It must be getting pretty rough 
on him back up in there by this time, but darned if I don't 
chop his head off if he ever pokes it out.'' 

But Joe had no opportunity to use his revolver, nor Rastus 
his axe, for notwithstanding the fact that they burned leaves 
in the opening till the gray morning light began to break 
upon the frosty hillsides, still no cat appeared. 

When the sun was up, Rastus and Joe were left on guard 
while the rest of us went home for breakfast and tools with 
which to dig the animal out. When we returned fully pre
pared to remove the earth that lay between our victim and 
the outside world, Joe had hit upon another scheme. He 
wanted us to build a dam across the stream which flowed 
near the mouth of the den and ''drown'' the animal out. 
This was a very reasonable plan and a small mound of earth 
on each side of the stream showed that it had been dammed 
before, and perhaps for this very purpose. But we pre
ferred the direct rather than the indirect method of ap
proach, and began to dig away the hillside as rapidly as 
possible. 

We had not worked long before we found that the pas-
sage was a small man-made tunnel. Its size increased very 
rapidly, and we soon came upon the body of the unfortunate 
hound. It was bloody and fearfully torn and lascerated. 
While we were examining the passage by holding a lighted 
lantern as far up in it as possible, to our very great surprise 
we discovered a white human skull partially covered by 
leaves and rubbish. A more careful examination revealed 
nearly all the bones of the human body scattered around 
near the skull. These, bleached by time, were now spat
tered and smeared with the red blood of the deathly grapple 
between the cat and the dogs. 
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\\
7hile our tl1ough ,,,ere comJ)l tel}' absorbed b11 thi 

unexp ctecl di CO\ er}', t}1 cat, quick r t11an a fla h, jump d 
from the darkne. L of th ca,1 I ap cJ o,, r th })ank of 
earth jn f1·ont, and ,,,jth :1n a )' . ,,,jng of i grac fu] l>od}', 
bounded light).}1 out of ight do,,,n the . tr am. Th hound , 
after f0Jlo,,1ing it in a half-}1earted ,,,a1, for onll' a short 
distance, came lazi I)' l)ack a11d str tc}1 d th i r ti r d bodi 
again on the dr)' unny lea,1 a s l1ort cli tance a \\' 8J' on th 
hillside. 

After a Jong discuss ion, in ,vJ1icl1 nt1merous xplanations 
,,·ere offered and manJr theorie sugge. ted, \\'e finally cam 
to the conclu~ .. ion that the tunnel ,,,a . dug b)' the Indian. in 
search of gold. ro sooner had ,,,e . ettled UJ)On thi. th or)' 
than ,Joe Da,1is , ,,,ith lantern in hand and faithful Rastu 
close behind him, entered the ca,,e, cr·a,l'ling on hands and 
knees. He \\1as unable to re i t the temptation offered l)}' 
the hope of a luck.\" find of a fat for·tune of the )1ello\v metal 
at the end of the pa. sage. 

Both men soon appea1·ed, Joe in front b1·inging fort}1 an 
old arm}1 1·ifle almost eaten up b)' ru. t ancl an olcl COJ)per 
fr}'ing-pan. Rastu had found the blade 01 .. an it"On hand-axe, 
an a1·mJ" canteen, and a collection of bottle of different 
sizes. The)r told us that at the end of the passage there ,,,a a 
small 1·oom " 'alled up \,; th rough stone"' , and that there ,,,ere 
many evidences that this room hacl once been inhabited. 
"\Vhile the cro,vd ,,,as examining the gun, pan, and canteen, 
Rastus ,,,as noticed closely scrutinizing the bottles. Tl\TO 

of them, ,,1 hen their glass stoppers \'t1ere removed, pro,1 ed to 
contain brandy, ,,,hich, so far as the mountaineers could 
judge, ,vas }ret in excellent condition. A third was empty 
and unstopped, ,vhile the fourth ,,,as closed but contained a 
roll of thick bro~1nish paper instead of the customary 
liquids. Through the dirt}r sides of the grimy glass there 
could be seen scra\vled hand\\Titing on the paper. The bot
tle ,vas opened and after many seconds of hurried guess ing 
and spelling, Joe Davis nervously read: 

''O God, there is no hope. I must die here in this cave, 
all alone, unkno"\\111. In case this note is ever found, it ,,,ill 
reveal the fact that its \\Titer \\~as Capt. Richard Nevels, a 
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deserter from the 28th Ark. Inf., C. S. A. This cave was 
pointed out to me by an Indian scout of my company who 
had dug it for a hiding place when his tribe was deported. 
For over a year I have found a refuge here, but now I feel 
my end is near. The rains must have caused the side of 
the hill to slide into the stream in front of the opening to 
the passage. The water from the obstructed stream is ris
ing higher in my cell, I am now almost suffocated, but 
hope '' 

There were several lines at the end which were scrawled 
in such a way as to render them illegible. 

Every effort was made to locate some friend or relative 
of the ill-fated man, but all in vain, for it was found upon 
investigation that the roster of the regiment mentioned con
tained no such name as ''Nevels.'' Furthermore there had 
never been an Indian scout from the Cherokee tribe. The 
cave gave up its skeleton, but not its mystery. 

' 
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Tl1e Lyricism of ''Ir1 Memoriam:· 
,, . 13. i\1 RR ) ' . 

E r. Y"., 0 ~ i th 1nost cons r,,ati\, of all }1 1·oma11-
- tic po t bo ·]1 i11 pi1~jt ancl in fo1 .. 111. JI \\1a a Jo,, r 

of natu1~ , but t111Jik ,, ord ,,1ortJ1 h _ cljd 11ot o to 11 -
treme in blind ,,,01 .. J1ip; l1e hac1 \\. ircl co11c 'lJJtio11. 11d a 
magical t.u1·n lik oler·iclge hu t111c11.1111in 11 , r J o . -

ses. ed his ,1e1· c; doubt and }1aclo,•l, ,,, 1· ,,i it cl t1pon J1in1 
but ,,,e find no monoton), of BJ1ronic ,\1}1i1np ri11 s 01· JlI'

1
e

dominating strain. of cloubt Jike Arnolcl's · he Jo,,ed 11 J'icJ1 
and ,1ar)1ing tints of Krat , but h n ,,er ~ oa1· d 011 flo,,· r. 1 

\,
1ings to I·etu1·n 110 mo1·e; spiritual ideal Jike tlio. of - 11 1-

ley aJ,,,ays floated before him, but the t}1er·ea] ,,j io11 11 2 , 1 1· 

reduced him to the ,,·01·Jd's encl. But from acl1 J)}1jJo~ op}1j1 

11e has taken a ,,,hispe1" and bui]t a faith tl1at. t ear]il)1 grol,1~ 

and f1·om each /t~1le a pa1·t to mal<e the t3 Je of 1"'enn)1son. 
''In l\.1emoriam'' is suscepti b1e to t,,10 main t1 .. eatmen t , 

one from the point of ,1ie,,1 of its thougl1t, as an expr io11 of 
nineteenth centu1·y spi1"it, and the other of its JJoetical q11ali
ties as an expression of nineteentl1 ce11tt1rj1 1) ricism. 1 h

1

e 
philosophy of the poem has been flouted bJr \\1i e heacJs ancl 
)

1oung blood, and societ)r has taken up the phrases and 
flashes as a crite1"ion of lite1·a1·y fitne.... . Lea,1 ing aside a)J 
question of the since1"eness of TennJrson s emotion ancl the 
true natu1"e of his philosoph)", ,,1e can Jook ,,1itH one acco1·cl 
on the ly1:·icism of his verse. 

Before discussing the qualities of JJr1·ical poet1·J1 and 1nak
ing an application to the ''In l\1emoI·iam,'' it \\1ou1d be ,,1ell 
to notice the circumstances under ,,1hich the poem ,, as \\'l"it
ten, as it can be , 1ie,,,.ed as a collection of ly,·ics 01· a collectio1i 
of l11rics. It \\'as ,,,ritten in commemo1·ation of the death of 
hi8 friend, A1 .. tl1u1'" Hallam, ,,,ho died of fe,·e1 .. in , enice 
It seems to me that he used the death of his friencl a a 
background to expre s his vie,,1s on the ultimate que tion, 
and as these thoughts came to him he ,\ rote them do,\ n. 
Tl1ei1· ,,rriting extended o,;er a period of thirteen }'ears, ancl 
therefo1·e depict the moods and gro"1ing faith of Tenns on. 
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And since it is a poem of moods and feelings, it will natur
ally be the outpourings of a sorrowful heart, and through 
its lines we expect to find echoes of the lyric cry. 

This lyric cry was not the first voice of poetry. In the 
childhood of the race, the time of struggles and darkness, 
when men and gods fought for supremacy, the poetry was 
filled with the clash of battle and the external movement of 
things. It was not until the period of peace and quiet that 
introspection crept into the lives of men and the lyric cry 
was first heard in the songs of poets. The rush of the battle 
and the deeds of heroes were well couched in songs of 
strength and music, but the inward passions, the bursts of 
joy and sorrow in clear or mellow tones were reserved for a 
later day. Lyric poetry must have beauty, and not alone 
beauty of form and verse, but a beauty of quality that 
lingers in the mind of the reader as the far away breathings 
of a day-dream. The form, the color, the sound must make 

~ the mood that bears a charm to move the reader by its sway. 
; · When it is emotional, spontaneous, imaginative and impas

sioned, it is a cross-section of human life, a song of human 
sufferings, of human love, of human joys, of human hate; 
a story of a man's inner self, an outburst of pent up grief, a 
calm song of the soul's peace. ''Charm is the expression of 

: its expression, the measureless under-vibration, the thrill 
within the thrill. We catch from its suggestiveness the very 
impulse of the lyrist; we are given the human tone, the 
sight of the eye, the play of feature, all, in fine, which 
shows the poet in the poem and makes it his and not 
another's.'' 

In the ''In Memoriam,'' we find these lyrical qualities, 
the songs of grief, the songs of peace, the songs of doubt, ' ... 
the songs of faith that have their words, their pictures, their 
sounds that make them lyrical moods. Tennyson was a 
maker of moods, a painter of pictures and an adapter of 
sense to sound. At this he is supreme, and there is none 
other who searched after the truth in his own soul more 
than he. Then he had the power of voicing his search in 
his moods, his pictures and his sounds, and that is why 
Tennyson is a great lyrist, and ''In Memoriam,'' so univer
sally subjective, a great collection of lyrics. 

• 

• 



• 
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Glancing through the poem, one is struck by the number 
of passages that appeal through their lyricism of mood. 
The eleventh is a lyric of calm, and the lines themselves 
flow in a smooth and easy manner so that the reader feels 
the pervading quiet: 

''Calm and deep peace in this wide air, 
These leaves that redden to the fall, 
And in my heart, if calm at all, 
If any calm, a calm despair ; 

Calm on the seas, and silver deep, 
And waves that sway themselves in rest, 
And dead calm in that noble breast 
Which heaves but with the heaving deep.'' 

From this he moves to one of grief and in the lines, 

''The Wye is hush'd nor moved along, 
And hush'd my deepest grief of all, 
When fill'd with tears that cannot fall 
I brim with sorrow drowning song. 

''The tide flows down, the wave again 
Is vocal in its wooded walls; 
My deeper anguish also falls 
And I can speak a little then,'' 

one feels that the brim of tears is near unto overflowing. 
When he describes the Christmas nights that pass without 
his friend's face about the festive board, he falls back into 
his lyrical cry and in lines filled with pictures and images, 

' tells us of the sorrow that lurks in his soul and dims the 
glitter of the Christmas stars. At night he thinks of olden 
days and is enrapt in a lyric of fancy, a dream of silvery 
sounds: 

''When on my bed the moonlight falls, 
I know that in thy place of rest 
By that broad water of the west 
There comes a glory on the walls : 
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The marble bright in dark appears, 
As slowly steals a silver flame 
Along the letters of thy name 
And o'er the number of thy years. 

The mystic glory swims away, 
From off my bed the moonlight dies ; 
And closing eaves of wearied eyes 
I sleep till dusk is dipt in gray;'' 

A pure lyric with lyrical climax, a gradual swell into the 
last stanza where there is a climax of sound and thought, is 
found in the lines : 

• 

''Sweet after showers, ambrosial air, 
That rollest from the gorgeous gloom 
Of evening over brake and bloom 
And meadow, slowly breathing bare 

The round of space and rapt below 
Thro' all the dewy tassell'd wood, 
And shadowing down the horned flood 
In ripples, fan my brows and blow 

The fever from my cheeks and sigh 
The full new life that feeds thy breath 
Throughout my frame till doubt and Death. 
In brethren, let the fancy fly 

From belt to belt of crimson seas 
On leagues of odor streaming far, 
To where in yonder orient star 
A hundred spirits whisper 'Peace.' '' 

The lyrical cadence is heard in the stanzas that begin: 

''Wild bird, whose warble, liquid sweet, 
Rings Eden thro' the budded quicks, 
0, tell me where the senses mix, 
0, tell me where the passions meet.'' 



J 
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Several years have now elapsed since the poem was begun, 
and again: 

''The time draws near the birth of Christ, 
The moon is hid, the night is still; 
A single church below the hill 
Is pealing, folded in the mist.'' 

And on that New Year's night he wrote that lyric so 
familiar to all, his dream of the future, tl1e broadness of 
his mind and the human love in his heart, a hope for the 
coming generations: 

''Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky 
The flying cloud, the frosty light: 
The year is dying in the night; 
Ring out wild bells, and let him die.'' 

He tells of no more Christmases, but of the Spring that 
breaks forth over the land, and the flowers and birds that 
bring peace again to his heart: 

''Now rings the woodland loud and long, 
The distance takes a lovelier hue 
And drown'd in yonder living blue, 
The lark becomes a sightless song. 

Now dance the lights on lawn and lea, 
The flocks are whiter down the vale, 
And milkier every milky sail 
On winding stream or distant sea.'' 

As the spring grows and after years of song and doubt, 
he falls back on the saving faith in the mystery of the ''ulti
mate question.'' 

Scattered through the poem there are many more lyrical 
passages, but these are the more obvious for their musical 
and pictorial qualities. The greatest obstacle to perfect 

• 

• 

• 
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enjoyment of the poem its its length. Unless one is a faith
ful admirer of Tennyson, the chances are that the impres
sion of sameness will weary him; but though Tennyson car
ried it too far, when we take the lyrics separately, with 
few exceptions, we can find no fault with their quality; and 
as is the destiny of all great poetry, they will endure. 

,,.. 

• • 

The Singer 
J. J. SIZEMORE. 

I sang a hundred simple songs,
The pangs and joys of love; 

I sang t}iem in my heart each day, 
But lit t le kneiu thereof. 

And while I sang, more blithe than gay, 
My heart still younger grew; 

Till what l once thought weak and false, 
I found m,ost nobly true . 

( 
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Taming the Genius 
V. T. JACKSON. 

OUR of the five cronies of Abe Stanley's country 
~ store felt as if a sacrilege had been committed and they 

had been appointed to avenge it. Silas Perkins had devel
oped an unusual talent. He had been accustomed to meet 
the boys every Saturday night; but until recently he had 
never evinced any particular ability except remarkable 
stinginess. 

A stranger to the community would be sure to hear sev
eral remarks about Si's particular inclination. For a long 
time he was known as ''Ham Bone'' Perkins, for the rea
son that when a party of neighbors had come to help him at 
a ''house-raising'' he had fed them on the hock of a rusty 
ham, collard greens, and cornbread. It was a neighborhood 
secret that he wore a beard in order to save the soap neces
sary to make a lather. The neighbors attributed his poor 
health to the fact that he was afraid the supply of air would 
give out if he breathed enough, and it was asserted that he 
would stop his clock at night to keep from wearing it out. 

In addition to these general remarks, each of his four 
cronies had a particular expression to apply to his stingi
ness. Bill Harris said Si was too stingy to drink enough 
branch water running on other people's land. Joe Hawkins 
asserted that on one occasion, when he went to Si's house 
to borrow a cup of sugar, there were a few flies in the can, 
and that Si caught every one of the flies and shook the sugar 
off their legs before he would let them go. Jake Wells said 
Si would divide corn with his croppers down to the grain, 
and then bite the grain in two, and Finch Mills said Si held 
a dollar so tight that he choked the woman and made the 
eagle scream. 

But recently Si had developed a talent that bade fair to 
eclipse even his fame as a skin-flint; he had come forward 
as the champion yarn-spinner. One night he told about a 
catfish being so large that he swallowed a bateau and 

• 

• 
• 
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knocked its occupants out on the bank. The next Saturday 
night he told about the trout in a certain stream being so 
hungry that one of them jumped out of the water and bit 
off a boy's nose. The next time he told about a man going 
to a spring for a bucket of water, and on his way back, the 
hoops of the bucket broke and the bottom fell out. Si 
asserted that the man went to the house, secured new 
hoops, rebound the bucket and caught the water before it 
hit the ground. 

Now, the other lights of Stanley's resented this ambition 
of Si's to win distinction in a new field, especially since they 
strongly suspected that he was assuming to shine with 
reflected light; for the four were certain that Si did not have 
enough originality to make up his yarns. So they had held 
an indignation meeting to discuss means of catching up 
with Si. They had collected a dollar and a half to be sent 
to Jake's city cousin for the purchase of yarn books. The 
books had come; they had looked them over, and had found 
Si's store of knowledge . 

As Si took his accustomed seat the following Saturday 
night, a chuckle shook the wise ones a thing which Si 
could not under stand. There was an air of suspense; things 
didn't move naturally. Politics, religion, farming, and even 
Jake's great-grandson evoked but slight comment. 

Finally the plot could be delayed no longer, and Finch 
began: ''Yer know I seed one o' th' mos' rema1 .. kabl' shots 
I ever heerd of las' fall. I seed er fell er shoot er dog jest 
as he was gittin' over er rail fence. He hit th' dog in his 
front foot an' made er slit in it. Th' dog's hind foot slipped 
through the crack below th' top rail an' went through th' 
slit in his front foot an' jest tied hisself to th' rail.'' 

''Shucks,'' said Bill, while Si looked from one to the other 
of the four. Las' fall me and my boy went huntin', an' 
hit ,vas so cold we had to stop an' build er fire. We built it 
jest below the waterfall at th' foot o' that steep hill back o' 
Mike Peavy's place. Well, after we got warm, we crossed 
th' creek. Yer know whar thet barb-wire fence l'"uns side 
o' th' c1·eek, don't yer? Well, jest as we got over th' fence, 
th' dogs come runnin' er rabbit down th' hill. Jest as he 
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went to jump through th' fence, my boy shot his head off. 
One o' th' barbs on the wire caught him back o' the neck 
and skinned him; an' er barb on the under side gutted him; 
an' th' rabbit was runnin' so fact thet he jus' kep right on 
goin' an' went through the waterfall an' got washed good, 
an' then fell in th' fire. By the time my boy got to him he 
was briled nice an' done.'' Everybody looked at Si, but Si's 
only response was an effort to suppress a ''dry grin.'' 

''Talkin' about shootin', makes me think o' what er 
cousin o' mine did year before last,'' said Joe, shifting his 
cud of tobacco. ''He went er huntin' an' skeered up th' 
bigges' drove er blackbirds ever seed in this state. He 
shot both bar'ls and didn't kill er bird, but atterw'rds he 
picked up about two bushels o' feet.'' 

''Aw, talk about somethin' else besides huntin' ,'' came 
from the midst of Jake's tobacco smoke. ''My wife had one 
o' her little nephews visit' us las' summer, an' th' kid 
couldn't stand terbacker smoke. So she put some broom
stra w in ur pail o' water an' set it in th' kid's room. Thet 
night a cool breeze began to blovv an' waked me up. I 
heerd er funny noise in th' kid's room, an' I tips in thar, 
an' what yer reckon? Thar was one straw a lyin' across. 
two more, an' one end was er fiddlin' 'Rocked in the Cradle 
o' th' Deep,' an' th' other end was er sawin' away on 'O fer 
er Life on th' Ocean Wave.' I know they was keepin' cor
rect time, 'cause another straw was jumpin' up an' down 
markin' time.'' 

''Now, Si, added Jake, after pausing a moment and ex
changing a wink with the others, ''hit's your time ter tell 
us erbout that fas' man what killed er cow with er rifle, or 
that stingy man that could tote six eels at one time without 
droppin' er one. Let's have it.'' 

Si rubbed his chin for a few seconds, and then he stood 
up. ''Abe,'' he said, with the air of a man overtaken by 
irresistible conviction, ''git us down seven packages o' 
cheroots, seven cans o' oysters an' two poun's o' sody crack
ers, an' charge 'em ter me.'' 

• 
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The Bone of Contention 
C. S. HENDERSON. 
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'' IT strikes me, Brother Ball, things are goin' to the 
bad 'round these diggins,'' said Deacon Black, as he 

stood whittling on a giant oak that stands in old Liberty 
church yard. 

''Railly does look like it, don't it?'' responded the little 
man with the gray beard, ''and you know, Logan, seems to 
me the spirits of our church is gettin' on a mighty low 
level.'' 

''I don't care anything about the low views, nor the spir
ituality of the church don't bother me perticular; but I 
know the crowds are dropping off might'ly, and us younger 
set don't have nigh the good times we uster have round 
here,'' said a Jong, slim, shaggy-haired boy. 

''You are right,'' retorted a short, stumpy fellow, with 
keen black eyes, as he arose brushing the whittlings off his 
homespun trousers. ''And by snaps, I believe it's all on 
'count of Aunt Lydia's new puttin' on's. You know when 
she uster sing everything was warmed up, and the preacher 
and all of 'em took on new life. But ever since she bought 
them things 'made by man,' well, to say the least of it, hit 
all seems contrary to natur, and her voice jest don't sound 
familiar, and she just can't git it off, so she's bout quit 
trying.'' 

These remarks occurred just before Parson Green rode 
up to begin the Saturday services at old Liberty Baptist 
church. Parson Green was a typical mountain preacher, 
one of the old school type which means no school at all. 
But ''he preached some mighty fine sermonts,'' as Deacon 
Crump put it. 

The one feature that was most prominent at each service 
of Old Liberty was the old-time tenor singing that Lydia 
Garrett, an old maid, furnished with her strong, shrill 
voice. She could be distinctly heard above all the others. 
To the old faithful few who had quit singing themselves, 
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but who fondly remembered the old four-note system, her 
type of music was a refreshing boon and uplift; and to the 
younger set she was a perpetual source of comment and 
laugJ1ter. When she piped out on one of those sharp, shrill 
shrieks, they cast eyes at each other and sometimes snig
gered right out. To a stranger, her tune or rather lack 
of tune was amusing, as the strains of her voice pla)1ed 
about the recesses of the room and reechoed with a combi
nation of sounds that ,vas entirely foreign to that made by 
any other creature he had ever heard. But whatever the 
effect, Aunt Lydia never kne\v the difference and heI· sing
ing was the dominant feature of the monthly services. 

One day ,vhile Aunt Lydia was all alone in her humble 
home, a stranger appeared ,vhose business was to extract 
teeth. But it so happened that Aunt Lydia had no teeth; 
she ''lowed she'd lost 'em by takin' so much strong medi
cine." The stranger then wanted he1~ to buy a set. No,v 
Aunt Lydia was always opposed to anything that 1-vas not 
natural or real, so she said ''she guessed she wouldn't take 
a set.'' But the quack doctor explained to her that the lack 
of teeth occasioned he1~ poor health, and persuaded her that 
it \vas her Christian duty to preser,re her body, ,vhich was 
the body of the Holy Spirit, ''which temple ye are." And 
' 'Besides,'' said he, ''it would aid your voice to have these 
teeth. Your talking would be improved, and if you should 
desire to cultivate singing and I think a woman of 
your age might your voice °"1ould be deepened, and the 
tones \\1ould become well rounded out. And above all, your 
general appearance would be why, you ,vould look at least 
t,venty years younger; and you are entirely too young a 
,voman to be without any of the charms of life." 

The unassailable logic with which the doctor had ex
plained her Christian duty and the ne,v charms of life which 
he had so convincingly presented, coupled with the thought 
of youthful appearance and redeemed beauty of bygone 
days, were too persuasive for Aunt Lydia to overcome, so 
in a few days the teeth were delivered. 

All who saw her expressed their surprise that any little 
thing could change one's looks so much. The whole settle-
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ment commented upon her new appearance either favor
ably or otherwise. At the next preaching day Aunt Lydia 
was among the first to arrive. Of course those who had 
not had an opportunity to see the new teeth before, took 
one good, lasting look at the poor woman then. 

Brother Green preached with his usual force. Aunt 
Lydia, being detained on the outside of the church with 
Sister Baker, whose baby cried, did not get in in time to 
join in the first part of the services. But when the closing 
song was announced, all the timid voices seemed to wait for 
her to lead off, and she sallied forth with her usual vigor . 
But her voice was muffled. She tried the harder, but her 
mouth seemed as she phrased it to herself to be filled 
with the ''works of man.'' At home when they bothered 
her, she simply laid them out, but of course she could not 
do that in church; so she gave up singing. People did not 
understand, and the failure upon her part threw a damper 
on the spiritual part of the congregation, adding a new 
source of comment and sport for the younger set. Of course 
Aunt Lydia was greatly humiliated, but she ''lowed it would 
be all right when she got used to them.'' So at the next 
services she tried it again, but after a few repetitions with 
like results, she became discouraged and entirely refrained 
from her part of the service. In a few months she began 
to stay away from the services occasionally, and finally quit 
going at all. The pastor lost his spiritual force in a 
measure; his grasp on the congregation waned, and his 
influence in the community seemed gently but surely to slip 
from him. 

The church grew cold, the members grew more and more 
indifferent and a revival of the old genuine type had be
come a thing of the past. Poor old Aunt Lydia could 
neither eat nor sleep with any comfort, and under her 
breath she could be heard to utter, ''O ! ye horrible 'works 
of man'!'' But she could not afford to be without them, for 
she looked twenty years younger as everyone said, so there 
was nothing left for her to do but learn to wear them. How
ever, when very busy, she would leave them out. 

• 
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One afternoon, while she vvas all alone and occupied ,vith 
her household duties, her encumbrances seemed an extra 
heavy burden and she gently laid them out on the dining 
table and went out into the yard to gather some roses for 
the coming Sunday; and while she was arranging the 
flowers, her mind went back to good old days of the past. 
She, too, had felt (more perhaps than others were able to 
appreciate) the chilly blast that had settled down with its 
deadening doom upon the community. And as she sat there 
amid the gentle breezes that played softly among the tall 
pine tops which silently bowed their heads to receive the 
veil of the coming twilight, she saw the golden sun slip 
slowly behind the clear western horizon, and she ,vatched 
with awe the last rays that streaked the sky with stripes 
of the fa ding day, and finally fringed the distant border 
with the lingering laces of light. She wondered if when 
the sun of her passing life went down, it too would be on a 
calm, clear evening. Would the last rays be fair and bright, 
and when sunk in the great western sea of eternity, would 
it go down with rays of righteousness still reflecting across 
the sky of a benighted world the living memories of a life 
well spent? To-morrow was Sunday School rally day. While 
she sat lost to the things that occurred around her, Bert, 
her orphan nephew, had come in from his regular Saturday 
afternoon hunt with his hungry, tired hounds, and she vvas 
reminded of the baneful effect of her influence as she heard 
him cry out, with an oath, ''Track, come out of that dining 
room.'y 

She arose and finished the work. She was expecting com
pany to-morrow, for they had more Sunday callers now than 
formerly. And when she was all through, she went for 
her teeth; but they could not be found. Had she rruslaid 
them? No children had been there. She called to Bert, 
out of course he had seen no teeth. Well, it was too dark 
now and she could find them to-morrow. The next morn
ing she arose early and searched the house, but they could 
not be found. Had they been removed by some mysterious 
hand? Her company didn't come. Bert went to the pond 
to set out his fish-hooks. He never went to Sunday School 
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any more, which was another reminder of the evil effect 
of her changed attitude. All the next week Aunt Lydia 
tried to solve the mysteI·y of her lost teeth, and daily the 
search for them was resumed, but they \\1ere gone. 

Saturday night came, and Bert, with some bad boys, had 
gone fishing again. To-morrow was preaching day. She 
decided that maybe it had all occurred to take her back to 
her old ways. The next morning she asked Bert to go with 
her to Sunday School, but he was too big now. Aunt Lydia 
got ready early, dressed as much as possible like she had 
of old, and was off long before the hou1· for services 

After she was gone, Bert, coming up from the fish-pond, 
saw old Track come from among some fig-trees in the 
back yard and drop a peculiar-looking bone from his mouth, 
then go sneaking off. Bert picked it up and after a slight 
investigation, said, ''There, by Jacks! 'Bout as I expected.'' 

Before this time Aunt Lydia had reached the church, and 
was once more in her long-vacated seat. She remained 
silent during the first song, but in the second she was seized 
with the old-time fire and once again her almost for gotten, 
but yet familiar voice filled their hearts with the vigor of 
of old. The congregation looked pleased, and the younger 
set took notice. The pastor's face brightened up, and all 
eyes were fastened on him as his bent body came slowly to 
the sacred desk, and in a voice eloquently sweet, he an
nounced his text: ''Behold, how great a matter a little 
fire kindleth.'' 

• 
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Hit It Harder 
J. C. MOORE. 

Wlien at l engtli your· steps grow weary, 
H it it lia1·der; 

Wlien yozt /ii1,ll tliat life is dr·ea,·y, 
H it it lia1·de1·; 

Do not sit ar·ound and wor"'t·y, 
Wliile tlie folks about you liur·ry, 
But ju.st muster up some cou1·age, 

H it it Jia1·de1-. 

Do not let you1· courage fail you, 
H it it Jiarder; 

Should life's dai·k despai1,.s assail you, 
H it it Jia1·der·; 

vVlien you1· power you should be wielding, 
Notliing can be wor.se than yielding, 
You must sow if you'd be reaping, 

Hit it lia1·de1·. 

W ell, w liat if you have no favor, 
H it it Jiarder·; 

Y oil may never, neve?'·, waver 
H it it ha1·der; 

Yes, yoil'll see some f ellows pout, 
Wlio will say ''He'll soon give out;'' 
But J·ust s}iow Jiim you're determined; 

Hit it ha1·der. 

Follcs will say ''lie cannot do it," 
Hit it harder; 

They per·haps were not put to it, 
Hit it harder; 

Life is not just me1,.ely living, 
Nor does it consist in giving, 
But a pa11 t of it is doing; 

H it it harder. 
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HOMER L. GRICE. 

What Next? 
The college year is almost gone, and here at 
Mercer seventy-four men will soon have 

finished their courses of study and be ready to take their 
places among the workers who toil and sweat and bring to 
pass. How much better equipped for their life missions will 
they be by having lingered here? How much clearer will 
be their conceptions of duty and how much stronger their 
loyalty to their ideals? As they ponder the great question 
of ''what next,'' what valuations do they place on the incre
ments of knowledge, experience, hope, and achievement 
that have come to them as members of the Mercer micro
cosm? The answers to these questions lie yet ahead; but it 
is not amiss to pause a moment and strive for a broad view 
of what a sojourn at Mercer has meant. 

First, it may be well to recognize that Mercer has her 
limitations, even as all things else, perfection should not 
be expected of her. She has not had such abundant mate
rial resources as those of which some other colleges boast; 
the numbers of her students have not run into the thou
sands yearly, like those of Harvard, and Yale, and Michigan. 
But she has had her baseball, her basketball, and her foot
ball teams; she has had her weekly paper, her monthly mag
azine, her college annual; she has had her literary societies, 
her public debates, her oratorical contests, her chemical, bio
logical, and physical laboratories, ministerial association, 
Y. M. C. A., and numerous other organizations. There have 
been political clubs, college politics, spirited contests of 
sundry varieties. There have been criticisms, anathemas, 
jubilees, and mournings. There have been victories and 
defeats, joy and gloom, hope and despair during these years 
of college endeavor. In short, Mercer has been a miniature 
world wherein friendship and enmity, loyalty and faithless-
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11 , a 11cl al 1 the oth I" tr,1i p culi a1· o m:111 11a, flouri~ h d. 
In this miniature ,,.rorld, as bo)'S, \Ve students have gone 

through in miniature ,,,hat hall confront us in stern reality 
next month, and beyond. We have found l1ere a faithful, 
loyal, and efficient facult)", men ,,,ho have been friend to 
us in a critical period of our Ii, es. The)' have labored ,, ith 
us, inspired us, taught us; they ha,1e elected for our tud~ 
those books whose authors, together with our professors, 
have impressed us v.rith the value of thoroughnes. , the 
beauty of truth, and the \\'Orth of democracy. Here ,ve ha,1e 
imbibed what is kno\vn the ,,rorld o, er as college pi1·it. 
Here we have attempted to reshap our arlie. t philosophj1 

of life. Here we have studied, each ,,1ith some special aim 
in vie,v. And no,v we are going forth, each to his o,,1n 
field of endeavor. 

Then WHAT? 
Some of us are to be doctors. Shall ,,1e minister to the 

8ick only because beyond the alleviation of the patient's 
suffering ,~le shall find a golden coin? or shall ,,,e, as friends 
of humanity, seek to lead the people in our respective com
munities to a fuller appreciation of the la,, s of sanitation, 
and give our time and strength to the fostering of a public 
spirit that will eventuate in the overthro,v of those con
ditions ,vhich to-day are standing menaces to the earth's 
millions of toilers in thickly-settled communities? 

Some of us are to be preachers. Shall ,,,e be content to 
preach platitudinous sermons and enlarge on the distin
guishing marks that characterize the followers of one creed 
from another? Shall we keep our voices silent when they 
should be ringing out in stern denunciation of social 
wrongs? Shall we be shepherds who shall lead our flocks; 
or timid, cowering creatures \Vho shall let the bleatings of 
the flock be the beckoning call which shall show us the way 
to go? Shall we be vital, effectual workers; or shall we 
meekly and sedately pursue the even tenor of our way so 
that those who devour widows' houses and for a pretense 
make long prayers, may never know that we are among the 
living? 
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Some of us are to be lawyers. Shall we whet our talents 
only that we may gain large fees for ourselves, even at the 
cost of justice? Or shall we be broad-minded, with high 
ideals, and willing to give of our time when the occasion 
demands (and it will often demand) to the defense of those 
principles and policies that defend the weak from the 
strong, the helpless from the greedy? How much shall we 
contribute to the uplift of society while feathering our own 
nests? 

Some of us will enter the political arena. What shall 
we be, patriots or demagogues, honest servants of the 
people or unprincipled grafters, progressives or reaction
aries? How hard shall we fight to bring about those reforms 
which will uplift the masses, regulate the operations of 
wealth, and conserve the liberties of the people? 

We might enumerate other callings; we might ask hun
dreds of other questions; but they v.rould 011ly add to the 
seriousness of the occasion; they would not .. nake it 1nore 
impressive than it already is. 

The point of the whole situation is this: ,ve are the 1r1en 
who shall have to tackle these questions. We must tackle 
them now. How much ''backbone'' have we? How strong 
are our convictions? How high and unselfish are our ideals? 
Shall we be inane, inert, unsympathetic; or shall we put 
into practice those ideals which have come to us by reason of 
our stay here? Shall we go forth as fighters, as doers, as 
conquerors for society's sake; or shall we toil for self alone, 
unmindful of the masses who have a right to look to us for 
help and leadership and sympathy? 

Men of Mercer! These questions confront you. What 
next? 

, 
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Girls, Girls, 
and Girls 

This i a strange ,,,orld, and ,•.ronderfully 
interesting at time.~. From the standpoint 

and outlook of several seniors, things strange and delight
ful have been happening here of late, \\'ell ever since the 
senior class picture appeared in the .11 tla,nta J 01irnal. Some 
few seniors, and by the way, the most modest and timid 
ones, have been receiving naive and fairy-like letters fron1 
coy maidens who, tucked away in hither and thither college 
walls, like the dancing gypsy girl in ''The Little Minister," 
l1a\'C startled and \vaylaid, yet escaped \Vith their identit~, 
still enshrouded in darkness, leaving the ,,ision-strucl\ 
youths to wonder what has gone \\Tong \vith the \vorld. 

At last the editor of Tlie P!Je1·cerian has come into an ex
perience also. The other morning there drifted in from 
Savannah a scented missive, evidently from an ex-college 
girl, doubly enveloped and sealed, a will-o'-the-wisp sort of 
letter from an unquestioned globe-trotter (she said she had 
met a Mercer man in Germany and was surprised to learn 
that he had quit playing the piano to teach French and 
German) who has learned to love nature and other things. 
The little maid \Vas somewhat mystifying. She spoke of a 
distinguished poet father who had once trod the green 
sward at Mercer, and said, that among other things, she 
had lately been flirting also with the lVIuse. And listen, 
Men of Mercer! she wanted Tlie Mercer·ian to publish her 
poems and, as a mark of appreciation, remit l1er the insig
nificant sum of one dollar a line. 

There were two of them, genuine feminine creations, 
full of love and love's attributes; and as we have been shy 
of poetry this year (may the gods and all college maga
zines forgive us our shortcomings) \Ve appreciate this 
eleventh-hour proffer. However, we think this ,vinsome 
damsel we are sure she is ,vinsome, should feel suffi
ciently rewarded in being the only girl ever to have a poem 
appear in The M er·ce1·ian; for, be it said, we shall yield for 
the nonce to the graces and the beauty and the winsome
ness of this unassuming Good Samaritan of the gentle sex, 
and let her sprightly spirit pervade our editorial page and 
carry its O\vn note of appeal to all ,vho have quarreled or 
may quarrel : 
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EDITORIALS 

DEDICATED TO QUARRELSOME LOVERS 

I. 

He said a thing to me untrue, 
And straightway in a rage I flew; 
I ripped and raged and pawed the air,
I was that mad, I do declare. 

II. 

But lovers can't have war for long,
It shows their disposition's wrong,
And just to prove that mine is right, 
I discontinued all my fight. 

III. 

So sweet-e-heart and I made up; 
We even touched the loving-cup,
That is, his lips well, 'twas no crime; 
Go quarrel, you'll find out in time. 
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A. T. CLINE. 

William Dean There was given in New York City just a 
Howells short time ago recognition of an unusual 
character. In the celebration of the seventy-fifth anniver
sary of William Dean Howells, all that was prominent in 
American literature came to do honor to this man, who with 
one accord has been awarded the title of Dean of America's 
living men of letters. There must be some unusual quality 
about the author who has thus held the place of prominence 
through all the years and through all the changes of thought 
and style. 

Howells is the connecting link bet,¥een the old 01 .. der and 
the ne,v-, between all that was great in American literature 
in those early days and the brilliant writers of to-day. 
Surely there must be some vital quality in the work of the 
man who serves this purpose; and perhaps the best ex
pression of this vitality, this quality of real human nature, 
is found in the book that stands out supreme from all 
Hovvells' other works, ''The Rise of Silas Lapham.'' The 
reason that the character of Silas Lapham is so noted in 
modern literature is that he approaches so closely a really 
red-blooded, warm-hearted human being. 

Mr. Howells was born in Western Ohio, and inherited 
from his father the love for literature and a position as 
editor of a country newspaper. His first prominence came 
when he published ''The Campaign Life of Lincoln.'' Dur
ing the Civil War, he held for four years the office of 
American ambassador to Venice. Here he made good use 
of his powers of observation and study, fitting himself in 
an eminent way to produce a literature of a broad and uni-

.,,. - .. . . J 
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versa! scope. While there he took up the study of the mod
ern European languages and was thus enabled to acquaint 
himself with the best literature of the continental coun
tries. 

Soon after returning to his own country he published 
some volumes dealing with the people and scenery of Italy 
and Venice. These revealed to himself, as well as his 
readers and friends, his wonderful genius and talent for 
fiction. During the last half century he has been editor of 
some of the leading magazines of this country, and has 
become possibly America's most noted literary critic. For 
many years he resided in Boston, but left that city some 
years ago to take up the duties incumbent on the editor of 
Ha1~per·'s and at present is famous for the masterful way in 
which he fills tl1e ''Edito1 .. 's Easy Chair.'' 

There is no recipe for a condensed treatment of a man of 
Howells' calibre, for he is to-day the most eminent of all 
living American men of letters. Of the score or more 
volumes he has written, three stand out in marked distinc
tion from the others. To have written either a ''Modern 
Instance,'' ''The Rise of Silas Lapham,'' and for a less 
serious purpose ''The Lady of the Aroostook,'' would have 
won for him a per1nanent place among the writers of fiction 
of America. To have been the author of all three of these, 
and a large number of others scarcely inferior, is sufficient 
to justify his right to the title of Dean of America's living 
men of letters. 

Someone, with possibly more love for rhetoric than fair
ness, has termed him a poet by birth, a romancer by in
stinct, and a realist by profession. It certainly seems that 
although Mr. Howells fancies himself a relentless realist, 
he in truth has too much poetry and romance in his soul to 
put into his works his outspoken creed. He has too much 
of the milk of hun1an kindness and by far too generous a 
disposition to live up to the standard set by himself for a 
true realist. If it were possible to pass the genius of an 
author through some kind of a prism and obtain a spectrum 
of his literary qualities, the rays of Mr. Howells' literary 
qualifications would be found to consist of a pleasing sense 
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of humor, genial irony, fine discriminating sympathy, and 
sincere love for humanity, all properly blended in just the 
right proportion to affect us deeply and leave an indelible 
impression of the beauty of his powers upon our memories. 
If, as some claim, his works possess a slight Tolstoian color, 
,ve feel that it is purely artificial, and not very apparent 
save to prejudiced minds. 

It is very unfortunate for Mr. Howells that the large 
proportion of the world's novel readers have come to asso
ciate the works of a realistic school alongside Zola and 
other writers who took for their theme realism of the 
criminal and degraded portion of mankind. While our 
eminent American does not believe that anything better 
or more elevating than reality can be invented by any man, 
yet his works appeal to no crude appetite nor the pleasure of 
surprise. In justice to him we must say that though he is 
most certainly a pure realist, yet his works are as sane as 
they are realistic. His is a realism which depends for its 
dramatic interest more upon the portrayal of character than 
on a simple narration of events. 

His avowed purpose in all his literary works is to treat 
the average, the commonplace, to give a true picture of the 
lives and characters of the men and women of his time 
and country ''His women do not lament in blank verse, 
neither do his men woo in oratorical prose.'' He thinks 
that the ideal or romantic characters of the early English 
novels are altogether untrue to our average peaceful life. 
He would do away with the conventional men and women 
of the conventional novel and substitute for these char
acters so well-known that ''you can go and ring the door-bell 
where they live.'' 

If Mr. Howells would allo,¥ himself to give full vent to 
his feelings, no doubt he would say, with Herr Nordau, 
that ''the literature of fiction is an enormous collection of 
tales of disease.'' Howells is sure that both men and women 
are mixtures of both good and bad and they did not become 
so except by slow degrees. We feel complimented to know 
that he thinks the human race as a whole is a ''pretty 
decent set of fellows.'' Most of us who read a great deal 
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of the ''sensational'' fiction of other writers, are even able 
to enjoy Mr. Howells' books though they are not filled with 
wild-eyed lovers, lunatics and assassins, who fire pistols, 
stir up conflagrations, commit murder or something worse. 
Of course we miss the ''thrill'' that comes from having the 
hero make love in a hysterical fashion and the ''tragic 
effect'' when he dies of dejection. We do not have the ex
citement that comes from r eading the cowboy novel which 
throws us into a kind of delirium-tremens, while the air is 
hazy with the smoke of gunpowder and blood, and liquor 
flows freely. 

Perhaps the one class of characters, concerning whom 
Mr. Howells has received most and bitterest criticism, is 
his women. The type of woman which lives in his books 
is utterly unlike that of Dickens, Thackeray, and other 
writers of the early English school. But he realized that 
ours is the golden age of woman, and though his women 
have the subtle insight, tenderness and abounding kindness 
of the former age, yet they do not wither away and die on 
account of some foolish whim or sentimental fancy, as some 
modern romanticist would have them do. Here he would 
agree again with Nordau in saying that most of us ''have 
obtained our ideas of women from poetry and fiction,'' and 
that in fiction she is not a sober zoological specimen, ''but 
the ideal of some impassioned male imagination.'' As 
Veron could say, ''we care no longer for Gods and heroes, 
we care for men.'' so Howells might add that ''we care no 
longer for goddesses and heroines, we care for women, real, 
individual, modern women.'' 
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The Functions 
of a College 
Magazine 

JOHN H. HUDSON 

Since the method of doing things now is 
speedy as to time, and concrete as to par
ticular detail, one has to adjust himself to 

the prevailing method or ''get left.'' This fact is obvious in 
every field of human endeavor. The world moves at the 
touch of a button. Everything is being done in a hurry, 
and according to some thinkers, ''will have to be done over 
again.'' If a sale is to be made, the salesman has to be there 
earlier and talk more earnestly and more pointedly than 
ever before. The preacher has to make his work intensely 
personal. The lawyer has to have from one to a dozen 
assistants, and then has cause to regret that he was not 
given a little more time. In the fierceness of the struggle 
for existence, men faint, electricity calls the doctor, the 
motor speeds the ambulance, but the men die on the way to 
the hospital. 

The editors of college magazines can not overlook these 
facts and get an audience. The college magazines, above 
everything, must keep abreast of the times. It represents 
the institution where principles for the sol11tion of the social, 
economic and political problems of the future are being dis
covered, systematised and put into the service of humanity. 
According to my thinking the functions of a college maga
gine may be stated under this classificathion: Primary and 
Secondary. Its first function is to be a medium through 
which the growing intelligence of the college world may find 
expression. There should be departments enough in the 
magazine to give expression to every phase of college life. 
In addition, there should be a special department for a lib
eral discussion of all the important questions of the day. 
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This, however, could be included in the editorial depart
ment. The little or no interest on the part of the average 
college student, in the great political movements, religious 
and social problems, is one of the remarkable things of our 
time. Instead of going into questions of the day, for the 
purpose of studying them thoroughly and helping to form 
public sentiment and mould public opinion, college students, 
as a rule, are glad to cling to the accepted dogmas and avoid 
the labors and pains attendant upon striking out on ne"v 
lines and different paths. 

Fame dawned upon Carl Schurz while he was a college 
student. The same can be said of Eli Whitney. The great 
awakening in China is due in part to her college students. 
No one can afford to overlook the work of the Austrian 
students during the years from 1846 to 1850. It is the busi
ness of the student to think; of the magazine to distribute 
the thought. 

The policy of the college, the alumni, and any matter 
of vital interest to the college; features of c1.1rriculum, 
arrangement of courses are things that concern students; 
they must think upon these topics and should have place in 
the magazine for the sane and proper discussion of them. 
The magazine can be made a stimulus to larger activity and 
greater endeavor on the part of the student. 

The secondary function of the college magazine should be 
to advertise the college from which it is issued. The quality 
of the work, depth and intensity of thought, style of cover 
and general make-up of a magazine indicates the rank of a ' 
college issuing the magazine. Every interest of the college 
must be accommodated. In doing this, it will solve the prob-
lem of support from the student body and the alumni by 
deserving and winning loyalty rather than by claiming it 
merely because it is run by the college. 

In the eyes 
of others: ' 'T lie ll1 er·ce1·ian contains many well-filled 

pages of literary matter this month, and 
many advertisements, too. 'Impressions under a Magnolia' 
is well written, and interests us as being out of the ordinary 
class of college magazine stories. We should be glad if this 
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clever author should become a regular contributor. ''A 
Page of History'' contains too many personal comments 
to be worthy of a place in a cyclopoedic account of affairs. 
If the title were changed to ''An Incident of the War,'' or 
something similar, we should probably find something nearer 
what we expected. ''Edith Wharton'' seems to be the out
come of a sincere appreciation of this author, but it is rather 
exhaustive to hold the reader to the close. If the space 
devoted to her had been divided with another author of 
equal right and rank, the r esult would probably have been 
better. ''The Hermit's Goodbye'' shows practice in tl1e 
technique of poetry. The editorials give thoughtful and 
fair-minded treatment of two topics which deserve it. A 
suggestion to this magazine is that it introduce an occasional 
variation by way of a drawing or photograph. Just look 
over your last number and see if you do not think so, too.''-
1 saqueena. 

''The Me1·cerian-The standard of the literary department 
is not as high as it should be. With more effort this could 
be attained. The stories are not well written or interesting. 
They are too masculine and give the effect of a picture done 
with a broad, free stroke, lacking the fineness of detail. ''U'' 
gives us a very good picture of the typical tramp, his innate 
love for the crossties and dusty road. Otherwise it is of 
little interest. The criticism of books and authors is 
splendid, carefully worked out and the reader's conception 
is the true one. He has condemned or commended as he 
deemed necessary. The spontaneous bubbling from every 
line of your exchange is rarely found. It would be a splen- , 
did thing if we could make the exchanges so interesting 
tl1at the reader would turn to them the very first thing.''-
The Palmetto. 

''The M ercerian seems to be well edited and makes a good 
appearance. One story, ''Impressions Under a Magnolia,'' 
is very good. It is short, but for a humorous story, as it 
is, it accomplishes its purpose beautifully. ''The Last 
Stand,'' is passable, a pipe-dream, but should not be called 
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a story. We are glad to find here ''A Page of Histor)1
." 

Our college papers and magazines should contain more of 
our local and sectional history. The study of Edith \i\'haI·
ton should be interesting to students, too. It seems that an 
athletic department \\'Ould reach a class of students that 
otherwise could not be reached." Jl!lississippi CoUege 

• 

Magazine . 

''All things considered, The Me1 .. ce1 .. ian, Mercer, is the 
best magazine that we have received." Pii1·ple a1id lVliite. 

''Having spent several hours over the December issue 
of this magazine, we lay it aside to sum up the imp1 .. essions 
that it has made upon us. 

''From the standpoint of ente1 .. tainment alone, it repa)TS 
the reader for whatever time he spends on it, being more 
like a regular· magazine than most publications of its kind. 
We derive the entertainment f1 .. om the sho1·t sto1 .. ies, ,snappy 
editorials, and the Dep,l1"tment of Book Revie,vs, ,,,hile 
even the Exchange Depa1 .. tment proves readable. The Book 
Revie\VS \Ve find in fc,v college magazines, and this de
partment of TJie lt1 e1·ce1·ia1i all the more interesting and 
inst1·uctive. The magazi11e, ho,,1eve1 .. , is fortunate in being 
able to publish tl1e c1'iticisms \\11·itten by C. G. Clement . 

vVe are sor1·y the ,,1rite1· of ''Old v\'ash Bro,,·n'' sa,,1 fit to 
close tl1e stoI·y so soon, for ,,·e belie,·e 11e could 11a,1 e, by 
m,1king it a little longe1·, p1·odt1ced a better stor)'. Tl1e ,,1 a)' 
in ,vhich he begins the sto1·),. leads u to expect a longeI· one 
t11a11 \Ve find it to br, ,1nd ,,·e are con eqt1entJ:v disappointed . 

111 t11e ess~1.y on ''Willia1n Vat1gl1n Mood),.," ,,,c fi11d a nt1m
ber of ideas \\1orth tl1inking ove1... Fo1 .. in tance, tl1e reason 
adva11ced fot" the ,,,eal{ened meani11g of ma11J1 of ,,1l1at ,,1ere 
once ot1r st1'ongcst c1.djccti,~cs. The st)·lc in ,,1hich thi e a)' 
is ,, rittcn is also pl a i11g. This is e peciall) t1·ue of tl1e 
introdt1ction, if ,,~e m,1Jr so designate tl1e fi1·st page". 

W c c11vy 1,ll e 111 1·c ' 1·ia1l, on the e,·iden t st1pport of t!1e 
c,tudent body ,,·l1icl1 it e11jo)1 ,. Tl1is i u11dot1bt dl~,r tl1e 
seer t of a good collt'ge pnpe1·.'' Tile Y llo1u Jacf.tet. 
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Every income has its outgo: all of which applies not only 
to the income and outgo of cash, but to the coming in of the 
Freshmen and the outgoing of the Seniors; and on the way 
they take a lot and leave a lot, and then make for the ''tall 
and uncut." It must be interesting to the disinterested per
son to watch the development of the college man. When he 
is a Freshman, everybody else thinks he kno"NS nothing; 
,vhen he is a Sophomore, he knows nothing of what every
body else thinks; when he is a Junior, he thinks nothing 
of what everybody else knows; and when he is a Senior, 
everybody knows he thinlcs of nothing else. We can say, 
however, for the present graduating class, all to the con
trary notwithstanding, and with due regard to individual 
feelings, that it is a bunch of right intelligent jobless fel
lo,vs, whom the world will be quick to take advantage of. 
Nobody ever heard of one starving to death; so let's cover 
them with good wishes and hope for the best. 

Over one hundred of the boys took advantage of the cheap 
rates and the Auburn series to visit Americus. It is a 
great town, and its people are genial and hospitable, all of 
,vhich, coupled with our taking two of three games, made 
the trip a very pleasant one. 

Dr. Gidley: ''Cheer up, Carter, I saw in the paper 
to-day that a man began the study of Pharmacy at the age 
of sixty.'' 

Carter: ''Professor, he must intend to roll pills in 
another climate.'' 
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An event of much interest and importance during the 
past month was a visit to the city and university by Gov
ernor Woodrow Wilson. It is seldom that we are favored 
with the presence of so distinguished a scholar and states
man, and Mercer did not fail to realize and take advantage 
of it. Mr. Wilson spoke here for about fifteen minutes, 
and among other things, touched on the growing influence 
of college men in state and national politics. His speech 
was greeted with much enthusiasm, and many availed them-
selves of his visit to Wesleyan to become better acquainted 
with him, Mrs. Wilson, and Miss Wesleyan. 

At the Auditorium that night, practically the entire 
student body occupied one-half of the balcony, the remain
ing half of which was left to the Wesleyan girls. The 
half-hour before the appearance of Mr. Wilson was made 
to resound with the cheers and songs of these young enthu
siasts. One of the best was the rendition by the girls of 
''Good-bye, Little Teddie, Good-bye,'' just as the speakers 
appeared on the stage. Mr. Wilson's lecture was very 
impressive, and did not seem to be a political speech, so free 
was it from muck-raking jargon, and mud-slinging. He 
went to the very fundamentals of good government, did , 
not preach trust-busting, but rather trust control, and 
showed that the proper governmental regulation of money 
problems was the most vital factor of peace, happiness and 
prosperity. His address contained no dickerings with elo-
quence, and yet was eloquent in its entirety. No doubt such 
a clean-cut masterful effort had a great influence on the 
result in Bibb. 

· Just at this juncture it might not be amiss to say a word 
in regard to the various college activities of the season. The 
success of the Glee Club has been excellent. Several fine 
trips were taken, and were well rewarded with both pleasure 
and price. The baseball team is closing a very successful 
fight. Throughout the season it lost only one series to an 
S. I. A. A. team. The two political clubs waked things up, 
and started on a fair road to national influence. The annual 
has arrived, and measured up to expectations. In fact, every 
line of endeavor has had a humming good year. 
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The Senior G. N. I. C. Class paid us a much-needed and 
highly-appreciated visit on their journey to their class din
ner in Atlanta. The effect on the faculty was tremendous, 
to say nothing of the impressions on the student body. 
Mr. Baskin was elected by the Senior Class to be present at 
the dinner and look after Mercer's interests. He was pres
ent, though whether Mercer's interests were presented is 
hard to ascertain; but we can scarcely blame him. 

The Spring Term Debate, wherein was argued the present 
value of labor unions to society, resulted in a victory for the 
Phi Deltas, who were represented by Howard and Collins, 
who were opposed by Davis and Barnett. The subject 
was an interesting one and was interestingly debated. 

Lanier ( tacking up pennants) : ''Suppose I should fall, 
fellows?'' 

Jenkins: ''Don't do that, Charley you look down-cast 
enough now. 

We hesitate to quote the following: 
''4/ 12/ 12. 

''One month after date I promise to pay J. A. Kelly $ .02, 
with interest for and in consideration of two one-cent 
stamps in hand paid. I further covenant and agree to waive 
all days of grace, lawyer's fees, homestead rights, statutes 
of limitations, and other useless and inexpensive conditions. 

''Witness my solemn sign and seal. 
''R. GRANT.'' 

Drawn by J. M. S. 

Pirkle (before ball game) : ''Mimms, do you think it 
will rain?'' 

Mimms: ''I don't know, but I think the air is going to 
precipitate moisture.'' 

Donehoo had had his order for boiled eggs filled and was 
dissatisfied that they were served in the shell. He had 
,vanted the shell removed before boiling. 
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Those elected to represent the Phi Deltas on the Blue 
Ridge Debate are Cline and Donehoo; those for the Ciceron
ians are Davis and Chapman. The subject has not yet been 
selected. The Phi Deltas have elected Howard and J. H , 
Jenkins for the Fall Term Debate; the Ciceronians, Lee 
and Dukes. 

The society halls have been the scene of many social 
events this season. The first was given in honor of Miss 
Miller and those ,vho came with her from Bessie Tift, 
immediately after her attractive readings given in the 
chapel under the auspices of the Ciceronian Society. Tl1e 
next one was given by the Florida Club. A brilliant pro
gram was rendered and the entertainment was elegant in 
all respects. The Ministerial Association, determined not 
to be outdone, followed suit and if it did not exceed, at least 
equaled those preceding it, in the brilliance of its per
formance. The ministers have elected as officers for the 
ensuing year: J. C. Grimes, President; C. S. Henderson, 
Vice-President; C. S. Devane, Secretary and Treasurer, and 
C. N. Cox, Janito14

• 

Little: ''Hawthorne, have you read 5,000 Leagues Under 
the Sea?'' 

Hawthorne: ''No, that is too deep for me.'' 

The Y. M. C. A. officers for next year are D. A. Howard, 
President; N. V. Hawthorne, Vice-President; J. L. West
moreland, Treasurer, and W. T. Smalley, Secretary. The 
Association is closing what its officers have made a great 
year and it remains for their successors to carry the good 
work on. They are amply capable. 

Many of the Alumni have paid us visits recently. Among 
them were Mr. Mason, ,vho left last year on account of sick
ness. He has regained his strength and signifies his inten
tion of completing his law course next year. Others were 
Alex Arnett, W. S. Brown, Lawrence, R. N. Steed, Hollings
worth and Simms. 

f 
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West: ''Garner, did you see 'Lena Rivers' when here?'' 
Garner : ''No, where did she stop?'' 

Mr. W. C. Sparkman was elected President of The Greater 
Mercer Club. The other officers are W. T. Smalley, Vice
Vice-President and P. L. Johnston, Secretary and Treasurer. 

Professors Sellers and Godfrey were hosts to the chem
istry and physics classes of Wesleyan College and the Mer
cer Alembic Club on the afternoon of the 13th. Having 
inspected the laboratories, all repaired to the literary society 
halls in the library building, where a reception was tendered 
the visitors. The Mercer Glee Club and the Y. M. C. A. 
orchestra furnished music for the occasion. Delightful 
refreshments were served. All in all, it was one of the 
most enjoyable social occasions of the entire year. 

On Monday evening, the 13th, The Mercer Prohibition . 
League held its first annual oratorical contest in the college 
chapel. Five young men, Messrs. Guy Wells, Lester Cowart, 
Claude Christopher, Norman Cox, and Nathan Burch, de
livered orations on various phases of the liquor problem. 
They were delivered exceedingly well and made a fine im
pression on the audience. The decision was rendered on 
points. Messrs. Wells and Cowart tied for first place. Their 
fate was then submitted to the three judges on delivery, 
who gave the decision in favor of Mr. Wells. The Mercer 
Y. M. C. A. furnished the gold medal, which bore the 
inscription, ''Mercer Y. M. C. A. 1912. Oration on Prohi
bition.'' Mr. Wells' speech, ''The College Man's Relation to 
the Liquor Problem,'' will appear soon in the Orange and 
Black. 

The arrival of the 1912 Annual marks a distinct epoch in 
college activity. Viewed from every standpoint the 
Cauldron is a success. Those connected with it, untiring in 
their efforts, have given to the college a volume which will 
grace any library. It will be a pleasure to any student in 
after years, when old faces have been almost brushed from 
memory's walls, and old names almost forgotten, to turn 

• 
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ATHLETIC SUMMARY. 

Now, that the various intercollegiate activities of Mercer 
for the year are over, it is perhaps well to give a summary 
of the results of the many football, basketball, and base
ball games, both for a matter of record and for the readers 
of The M e1·ce!fian to whom the Orange and Black is not 
available. 

Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mer cer 

FOOTBALL 

25; Locust Grove O 
12; Gordon I ust:itute O 

O; Auburn 29 
O; Citadel 5 
0; Georgia Tech 17 
5; Univ. of Georgia 8 
0; Univ. Mississippi 34 
6; Columbia College 6 

20; Clemson College 6 
5; Columbia College 6 

29; Howard College O 

Mer cer 102; Opponents 111 

BASKETBALL 

Mercer 45; Grant Athletics 11 
Mercer 24; Atlanta A. Club 23 
Mer cer 40; Americus 19 
Mer cer 16; Dawson 11 
Mer cer 24; Jacksonville 18 
Mer cer 33; Orlando 24 
Mer cer 29; Orlando 17 
Mercer 59; Tampa 9 
Mer cer 45; St. Petersburg 21 
Mer cer 70; Southern College 20 
l\1er cer 39; Auburn 19 
Mercer 21; Mobile 26 
Mercer 27; Athens 41 
Mercer 23; Auburn 20 
Mercer 24; Columbus 59 
Mercer 55; Atlanta All Stars 11 
Mercer 23; Columbus 4 7 
Mercer 30; Athens 18 

Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
I\1ercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
l\iiercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
ltcercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
Mercer 
lv.lercer 

BASEBALL 

2; Toronto 4 
7; Columbia College 2 
8; Columbia College 7 
4; Toronto 19 
6; Gordon Institute O 
4; Macon 6 

11; Gordon Institute 4 
3; Georgia Tech 2 
1; Georgia Tech 4 
4; Mississippi A.&M. 3 
2; 1V1ississippi A.&M. 0 
2; Mississippi A.&M. 3 
3; University of Ala. 9 
1; University of Ala. 5 
1; University of Ala. 2 

11; Columbia College O 
1; Auburn O 
3; Auburn 1 
1; Auburn 4 
6; Wake Forest 2 
1; Wake Forest 1 
1; Univ. of Tenn. 0 
5; Univ. of Tenn. 2 
3; Uni·v. of Tenn. 3 
1; Wash. and Lee 5 
1; Georgia Tech 4 
5; Georgia Tech 3 
O; Sewanee 2 
7; Sewanee O 

Mercer 627; Opponents 418 l\tiercer 105; Opponents 97 
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J. J. PILCJ-IER. 

An old-time darky was closing his sermon one night in Paradise 
Alley, and Uncle Rastus, who had been playing cards the night 
before, was seated in the amen corner sound asleep, dreaming of his 
favorite game. The old preacher said: 

"We will now close dis meetin' wid pray'r, an' we will ax Bre'r 
Rastus to lead." 

Uncle Rastus suddenly roused himself from his slumber and 
shouted : ''It ain't my lead! I jest dealt !"-Philadelphia Ledger. 

Mrs. Proudman: ''Our Willie got meritorious commendations at 
school last week." 

Mrs. O'Bull: ''Well, well! Ain't it awful, the number of strange 
diseases that's ketched by school children !-Tit Bits. 

''Only the foolish barber would have the cheek to cut an acquain
tance." 

. 
Minister: ''Well, Brother Jones, I hear that the Lord has smiled 

on you?" 

Jones ( who has 1·ecently become the father of twins) : ''Smiled 
on me? He laughed out loud at me."-Judge. 

HER CROWNING GLORY. 
Mary had a new spring hat, 

And though accounts do vary. 
Some people say her feet were all 

That could be seen of Mary. 
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REAL OPTIMISM. 
All of us probably have different ideas regarding the difinition 

of the word "optimism," but you will doubtless agree with me that 
the following little story illustrates the extreme meaning of the 
word better than Webster does: 

An Irishman at work on the seventeenth floor of a new skyscraper, 
lost his balance and fell. As he shot dow11ward past the third floor, 
a fellow workman heard him say fu himself: "Well, I'm all right 

yet.'' 

He: ''Did you kiss him in the cactus garden?" 
She: "Well, it felt like that." 

-Exchange. 

Willie: "The black keys on the piano are for playing coon songs, 
aren't they, ma?" I 

Aspiring Vocalist: "Professor, do you think I will ever be able 
to do anything with my voice?" 

Perspiring Teacher: ''Well, it might come in handy in case of 
fire or shipwreck.''-Corn~ll Widow . 

LAW SCHOOL GRADUATES 

We can supply the following Books 
which every Lawyer needs: 

Set of Ga. Supreme Court Reports. 
Court of Appeals Reports. 
Michie Digest of Georgia Reports. 
Set of Georgia Laws. 
Hopkins' Personal Injuries, 2 vols. 
McElreath on the Georgia Constitution. 
Powell's Actions for Land. 
Georgia Words and pi,rases. 

NOVELTIES and ATHL~TfC GOOD~. 

739 College Street. 
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''Lady,'' said Meandering Mike. ''would you lend me a cake of 
soap?'' 

"Do you mean to tell me you want to use soap!'' 
"Yes'm. Me pardner's got de hiccups, an' I want to scare him.''

Washington Star. 

Shopper: ''Mr. Cleaver, how do you account for the fact that I 
found a piece of rubber tire in one of the sausages I bought here 
last week?'' 

Butcher: "My dear madam, t'hat only goes to show that the motor 
car is replacing the horse everywhere." 

IN A FORTUNATE AGE. 

"What are you smiling about?" asked Noah. 
''I was just thinking," replied J aphet, "how lucky it was we could 

go ahead and build this ark without waiting for an appropriation 
from Congress.''-Washington Star. ~--,.,---------

• 

When mother boxes Mary's ears, 
She stands in tears and blubbers; 

O foolish child to stand in tears, 
Without a pair of rubbers. 

-Harpers Magazine. ~ 

Arthur Johnson & Co. ~ 
STUDENTS' 

POPULAR ATB-ETIC WEAR 

112 West 42d Street 
NEW YORK CITY 

Sweaters, Jerseys, Class Hats and Caps, Pennants, Base
ball, Football, Ba~ketball, Tennis and Track Supplies. 
Send for catalogue. 

Look up our agent, G. F. Kelley and get the 
GOOD KIND 

. - _ ...,_ ,._ . -



id me a cake of 

; to scare bun."-

r the fact that I 
es I bo nght here 

iw that the motor 

it was we could 
in appropriation 

\f agatine. \ 

' 
I 

,0. 

lallts, Base
r Supplies. 

e 

BY THE WAY 377 

Lady: "I guess you are getting a good thing out o' tending the 
rich Smith boy, ain't ye, doctor?'' 

Doctor: ''Well, I get a pretty good fee. Why?" 
Lady: "Well, I hope you won't forget that my Willie threw the 

brick that hit him."-Scribners'. 

Riches may not bring happiness. Neither does poverty. 

THE DIFFERENCE. 

"Why, Johnny,'' said his mother, "I do believe you're teaching 

that parrot to swear!" 
"No, I'm not, mother," the boy replied, ''I'm just teaching him 

what he mustn't say." 

TWO RECIPES. 

For a wedding: To one summer's night add two young persons, 
a breach and a little propinquity. Mix in one lock of wavy hair, an 
atom of delicate perfume, and stir with a light breeze. Sprinkle the 
whole with moonlight and let alone for the evening. 

For a happy WP~r1od life: To one woman add numerous kisses, 
-

UNIVERSITY PLACE 
GEO. SP ARKS, '09, Manager. 

Up-to-Date. The Latest 

SODA WATER and CIGARS, 
' 

COLLEGE SEAL STATIONERY , 
• NOVELTIES and ATHLETIC GOODS . 

739 College Street. 
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Better than the bitter butter, 
And made her bitter batter better. 
So 'twas better Betty Hotter 
Bought a bit of better butter.-Tit Bits. 

Little Girl: "Your papa has only got one leg, hasn't he?'' 
Veteran's Little Girl: ''Yes." 
Little Girl: "Where's his other one?" 
Veteran's Little Girl: "~ush, dear, it's in heaven.''-Exchange. 

''Oh, Bill, what's the Knight of the Bath?" 
''Why, Saturday, you bonehead." 

During a season of heavy fog, a London daily paper offered a 
prize for the best fog story. This story won the prize: 

A merchant received a telephone message one morning from one 
of his clerks. ''Hello, Mr. Smith!' ' said the clerk, over the wire. 
''I cannot come down to the shop this morning on account of the 
fog. I have not yet arrived home yesterday.'' 

., _ ... .... .... pet 
Any man ~ 

wants to. 
"Ylan is never p:,,~parer fo- ~ '' 

:--------------------------------------------------------

UNIVERSITY PLACE 
GEO. SPARKS, '09, Manager. 

Up-to-Date. The Latest 

• SODA WATER and CIGARS, 

COLLEGE SEAL STATIONERY, 

NOVELTIES and ATHLETIC GOODS. 

739 College Street. 
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AS IT LOOKED TO HER. 

The aviator's wife was taking her first trip with her husband in 
his airship. 

''Wait a minute, George,'' she said. "I'm afraid we'll have to go 
dowr1 again.'' 

''What's wrong?'' asked the husband. 
"I believe I've dropped one of the pearl buttons off my jacket. I 

think I can see it glistening on the ground.'' 
''Keep your seat, my dear,'' said the aviator; ''that's Lake Erie, 

you see.'' 

A little boy who had often heard his father talk about the Civil 
War, finally asked: ''Father, did anyone help you put down the 
rebellion ?''-Ex. 

'' A theorist is a man who thinks he is learning to swim, by sitting 
on the bank and watching a frog.'' 

"Der man dat tries to please eferybody iss der same fellow dot 
can take a drink of whiskey or let it alone. He doan'r 

.. 
· -- out make my batter l>F .. ~r.~" 

So she bought a bit o' butt , _ ...,oE!r~ . ., .4 ..,_ 

- Harpers Magazine. 

Arthur Johnson & _Co. 
STUDENTS' 

POPULAR ATB~ETIC WEAR 

112 West 42d Street 
NEW YORK CITY 

Sweaters, Jerseys, Class Hats and Caps, Pennants, B~se· 
ball, Football, Ba~ketball, Tennis and Track Supplies. 
Send for catalogue. 

Look up our agent. G. F. Kelley and get the 
GOOD KIND 

-' - _ ...., ... _ . 
~ . - • 
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Pastor Jones: "Well, brother Kitchens, it gives me great pleasure 
to see a man of your age, turn from the ways of sin into the paths 
of righteousness. I'm sure you don't mind telling the congregation 
how you feel toward God's people now.'' 

''I love e-e-every one," replied Brother Kitchens. 
' 'Then how do you feel toward your enemies?" he was asked. 
''I h-h-hate every d-d-damn one of them,'' he answered quickly. 

-Ex. 

"When you give a man a lift, don't do it with your number nine 
boot.'' 

Lot's wife looked back and turned to a pillar of salt. Lots of men 
to-day look back and turn into a side door. 

Senator Spooner, of Wisconsin, says the best speech of introduction 
he ever heard was delivered by the German mayor of a small town 
in Wisconsin, where Spooner had been engaged to speak. 

The Mayor said: "Ladies and shentlemens, I haf been asked to 
indrodoose you to the Honorable Senator Spooner, who vill make to 
you a speech, yes. I haf now done so; he vill now do so.-Everybodys. 

Any man knows he can marry any girl he wants to-until he 
wants to. 

' n · f ~,, 

UNIVERSITY PLACE 
GEO. SPARKS, '09, Manager. 

Up-to-Date. The Latest 

SODA WATER and CIGARS, , 

COLLEGE SEAL STATIONERY, 

NOVELTIES and ATHLETIC GOODS. 

739 College Street. 
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HOW HE ASKED HELP. 

A Georgia man, whose wife swallowed poison through mistake, 
sat down and hastily wrote the following message to his city doctor: 

"Dear Doctor: My wife is at the door of death. Please come 
at once and see if you can pull her through."-Ladies' Home 
Journal. 

'' An odor of the past--gasoline.'' 
"Did you give Bessie the best part of the apple, as you were told?" 
"Yes'm. I gave her the seeds. She can plant them and have the 

whole orchard.-Ex. 

IF HE WERE NOT . 

An English clergyman turned to a Scotchman and asked him: 
"What would you be, were you not a Scot?" 

The Scotchman said: ''Why an Englishman, of course." 
Then the clergyman turned to a gentleman from Ireland a , asked 

him: ''And what would you be, were you not an Irishman·,~, 
The man thought a moment, and said: ''I'd be ashamed of 

myself.'' 

1 GA.-ALA. BUSINESS COLLEGE SCHOLARSHIP 

2 EASTMAN BUSINESS COLLEGE SCHOLARSHIPS 

1 WEBSTER'S NEW INTERNAT'NAL DICTIONARY 

WILL BE SOLD AT A LARGE DISCOUNT 

Write 

Mercerian Publishing Co. 

• 
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