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T/ze Coryiet'! Era Advertiser. 3

Ithaca, N. Y., Nov. 1, 1911.
Mr. Theatre-Goer :
Have you seen the newly decorated Dining Room at
THE ALHAMBRA ? The tables are often filled after the theatre

but we will gladly reserve a table or a private room for you.
Just call Bell-102-J or Ithaca 492.——

Che Blibambra Brill

Music Every Evening

Special attention given :
to Class or Club Dinners J B. HERSON, Proprietor
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H. J.BOOL CO,

Cabinet Makers

House Furnishers
Interior Decorators
Picture Frame Makers

Our Guarantee with every piece.

Factory at Forest Home.

Store

Opp. Tomp. Co. Bank
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The Co-op

1s your store

$

[ |

$

$

$

[ ]

$ The store should be
% the kind you want 1t
() to be. Do you make
$ suggestions for 1ts
$ improvement ?  Let
g us know what you
[ ] want.

[ ]
[}
§ In Morrill Hall
[}
§

ESTABLISHED 1818

G * “ %)
IT IS DELICIOUS /Jéf;/ /L) J//ﬁ%m

Chocolate

LReglatere.l

at. Off.

Just the right combination of
high grade cocoa, sugar and
vanilla to please the taste

MADE ONLY BY

V/alter Baker & Co.Limited

Established 1780 DORCHESTER, MASS.
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BROADWAY Cor.22 "4 ST,
NEW YORK.

Heavy Suits, Overcoats,
Ulsters, Fur-lined Coats,

Angora and Shetland
Knitted Garments,

Attractive Neckwear,
Shirts, Hosiery, etc.,

Novelties in Hats from
[London and the Continent

Send for Illustrated Catalogue.
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THE NEW ERA

You are reading the first issue of our forty-fourth yearly volume.
THE ERA was started about the same time as the University—
1868, to be exact. It began as the news and literary publication of
the school and became more and more a repository for pastoral poems
and less and less an up-to-date magazine as the years went by.
Some great names appeared in its list of editors, and some famous
writers have contributed to its columns. In those days, the latest
poem of James Russell Lowell attracled more attention than the
current happenings. So much for the Old Era.

Now let us tell vou a little about the magazine before you.
The present issue is a fair sample of those to follow. We of THE

'NEW ERA stand for certain things which you as a NEW ERA
reader, should know. We have advocated against strong opposi-
tion, the inspection of student eating places; we have urged the
erection of Residence Halls as a matter so vital to Cornell men that
few things can take precedence to it.

The Old Era contained the best in Cornell prose and poetry. We
will continue to publish this, but in addition we will print articles
and stories by men outside the University. Articles as authoritative
as ** Basehall,” by “Hal”’ Chase, which we printed last spring will
appear in every issue to come. Men who speak with authority are
writing for vou in our pages. QOur aim is to make THE ERA a
magazine that every student will enjoy and of which every student
will be proud. Itis to be a New &ra of the Old &ra and one in

which your participation will help toward success.
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GEORGE WILLIAM JONES.

Emeritus Professor of Mathemalics.

On Sunday evening, October the twenty-ninth and after
a day spent in the quiet intercourse of his home, was closed the
earthly life of Professor George William Jones, who at the
time of his death and for more than thirty-four years past was
Professor of Mathematics in Cornell University. He had been .
reading, had laid the book wpon the table beside him, and sank
back into his chair—dead.

He was born in East Corinth, Maine, October 14, 1837, was
graduated from Yale University in 1859, married Miss
Caroline Barbour of New Haven in 1862, became the first
Professor of Mathematics in the lowa State College at ifs
opening, and later (in 1877) joined the Cornell Faculty where
he labored with marked success until he was vetired from
active teaching (on a Carnegie pension) [four years ago.
Stnce then he had occupied himself partly with the revision of
some of the textbooks which he had previously published and
in other ways kept in touch with the work to which he had
given his life. Such, in brief outline is the story of the noble
life just closed.

Professor Jones was an unusually successful teacher, and
one who came into the closest personal contact with his pupils,
greal numbers of whom all over the land gladly testify to the
help and inspiration they recetved from him.

As a respected teacher and a valued friend, I have known
him _for more than twenty-five years and have always found
him to be one of the most generous, courageous, conscientious
Christian gentlemen it has ever been my privilege to meet. In
the language of his longtime associates here at Cornell :

‘“The influence of Professor Jones has been ca rried far be-
yond the bounds of the University, both by his textbooks and by
the large number of successful teachers who have recetved at
least a part of their training in his class-room. At all times
and places he was an example of soldierly devotion to duty ; a
champion of good causes, however unpopular ; a friend of the
weak and friendless ; an enemy of none but evil doers ; and a

wise helper of all who wish to live nobly.”’
— Professor J. H. Tanner.
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Muck at Cornell.

An Answer to Mr. R. 7. Crane.

?

James . Clarke, ’12.

€6 PIPARENTLY a young man cannot get any standing
in college unless he is a degenerate.”
This is the awful conclusion reached by an un-
known investigator quoted by Mr. R.T. Crane in the
August number of 7ke Valve World and brought to the attention
of millions of Americans through the medium of the press.

Although these investigations deal more particularly with con-
ditions at Harvard University, that Cornell is included in the in-
dictment is a matter of deep concern for Cornellians. Admitting
that his entire knowledge of other universities than Harvard was
gained during trips as manager of two athletic organizations, Mr.
Crane’s investigator says in regard to Cornell:

« At Cornell conditions are somewhat the same although I be-
lieve that Cornell students do not carry their excesses so far as do
the boys at Princeton, Yale and Cambridge. The Cornell students
are great on beer, as also are the men at Princeton. At Cornell,
furthermore, there is more of the fraternity life than at any other
large university in the country and consequently the needs of stu-
dents are catered to in private.”

It is significant that on the same page of 7%e Valve World with
the above statement is printed a squib which reads, “In many
cases people will show less ignorance by keeping still than by

talking.”
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It is admittedly true that when Cornell men drink, they drink
beer—obviously the least harmful of all alcoholic drinks. We
cannot object to that accusation, but when Mr. Crane adds that
we drink to excess and infers that Cornell fraternities are nothing
more than private booze clubs, he publishes that which is untrue.
This he either does for mere melodramatic effect without proper
investigation, or because the informant intentionally deceived Mr.
Crane in regard to the result of his findings.

It is a matter of common knowledge in Ithaca that the frater-
nities not situated on the Campus have, of their own volition, es-
tablished rules prohibiting the bringing of strong drink into their
houses and limiting or entirely prohibiting drinking by under-
classmen. For the fraternities on the Campus these matters are
regulated in their leases. These rules like many other morally
valuable customs at Cornell have emanated from the undergrad-
uates themselves and for that reason they are lived up to in letter
and spirit.

Some time ago THE ErRA wrote Mr. Crane, sending him a copy
of the Cornell Daily Sun containing President Schurman’s annual
address, a reply to these accusations. We assured Mr. Crane that
the President’s statements were correct and asked him to state the
nature of his investigations with regard to Cornell, which caused
him to publish these libelous insinuations.

The following reply was received :

MARLBOROUGH-BLENHEIM, ATLANTIC CITY, N. J.,
: . October 16, 1911.
70 the Editor of THE CORNELL ERA.
DEAR S1IR—

The copy of the Cornell Daily Sun containing Dr. Schurman’s address reached
me some days since. I thank you for sending it and also for your offer of sp
your paper for any reply I should care to make.

Dr. Schurman’s references to me and my statements surprise me greatly. as it i
perfectly evident from his address that the learned doctor has not read ar;},' c;f ls,
publications, but only the newspaper reports and extracts ; and is therefore uotn}"
a position to judge or comment upon my views. 5

It is certainly most undignified and unworthy the president of a great instit
tion of learning to resort to such epithets as ‘‘muck-raker,” (thereﬂv adm.‘itl_ u-
that there is muck to be raked) and to impugn my motives in makiuu'nl S l_ Alufg
gations and publishing the results. Dr. Schurman has no grounds ?\'llaytc\.;tsftl_
questioning the honesty of my methods or purpose. I do not feel it incum]l o
upon me at this time to discuss the subject further, as my opinions and the 1'esJelut
of my investigations are exhaustively treated in my book ‘‘The Utility of al] ki?n;i

ace in
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of Higher Schooling '’ and in the following pamphlets, which may be had gratis
upon application to Crane Co., Chicago.

First pamphlet ‘‘ The Futility of Higher Schooling ; " a talk to college boys.

Second, ‘‘ The Futility of Technical Schools,”’ a talk to technical students.

Third, ““The Demoralizing Influence of College Life,” to be out in the course of
a week.

The welfare of the youth of our country is a subject in which I am most keenly
and ardently interested ; indeed I consider it the most important question of the
day. Surely any one making a sincere attempt to throw light upon it should at
least receive a respectful hearing, and your paper could not fulfill a higher purpose
than to give such opportunity to all who have ideasor enlightenment to impart.

R. T. CRANE.

In order to correct some of Mr. Crane’s apparent misapprehen-

sions, the writer replied as follows :
ITHACA, N. Y.,
October 21, 1911,
Mr. R. T. Crane,
Flaza Hotel, New York Cily.
DEAR SIR—

Your favor of the 16th inst. from Atlantic City has come to my attention. T
have carefully noted its contents.

I am sorry to note that you decline to state the nature of your investigations in
relation to Cornell University for use in the columns of THE ERrRA. The October
issue of THE ERA will contain an answer to your charges with respect to Cornell,
and in justice to you I should be glad to show that your motive in making them
was above reproach.

I refer particularly to your statement that, ‘‘at Cornell, furthermore, there is
more of the fraternity life than at any other large university in the country and
consequently the needs of the students are catered to in private.”” I know that
there is no drinking in fraternity houses here and that this statement in your arti-
cle is untrue.

In your favor of the 16th you say that evidently President Schurman has not
read your original publications. I find on file at the President’s office several of
these publications, including the August number of 7/ke [Valve Worid, which
would seem to discredit that statement.

I note with regret from your former correspondence with President Schurman
that you declined to address Cornell undergraduates and to give them the benefit
of your experience and investigation. I amsure that Cornell men would overflow
the large Armory to hear such an address by you. They are ever anxious to hear
all sides of every question. I believe this invitation from President Schurman has
not been withdrawn.

Next to such an address, I believe your side of the argument in relation to this
University could best be laid before itsundergraduates through THE CORNELL ERA
and I should be glad to incorporate sucha statement from you in the article which

THE ErA will publish.
Last May, President Schurman received a letter from Mr.

Crane’s secretary asking permission to send to Cornell for distri-
bution among the undergraduates a pamphlet entitled, “ An Ad-
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dress to College Students on the Value of Higher Schooling.”
President Schurman noted Mr. Crane’s foreword stating that he
had prepared the address with the expectation of reading it before

a college, the president of which, having read a copy of the ad-
dress in advance, refused to let it be delivered. Then Mr. Crane
was invited to deliver the address at Cornell. His answer to this

invitation follows :
May 16, IQII.
Myr. J. G. Schurmai,
President, Cornell University, Ithaca, N. Y.
DEAR SIR—

I am in receipt of letter of 12th instant, written by your secretary, in regard to
the question of distributing my pamphlet among your students, and with regard
to your suggestion that I deliver this address in person before your students would
say that I cannot spare the time to go down there for this purpose, but if you
think it would be better to have 1t presented to the students in this way, why can-
not you have seme one there read the paper to them. Otherwise, I shall be very
glad if you will allow the pamphlet to be circulated in your institution.

Yours very truly,
R. T. CRANE.
President Schurman answered this letter as follows, and has not
since heard from Mr. Crane.
May 18, 1917,
Mr. R. T. Crane, Chicago, llI.
DEAR SIR—

I am in receipt of yours of the 16th inst. stating that you will, e unable to ac-
cept our invitation to come to Cornell University for the purpose of giving your
address demonstrating the worthlessness of a college education. As I am al\—vavs
desirous that our students should hear both sides of every questi .
my regret that you cannot accept this invitation.

Your suggestion that some one take your pamphlet and read it would not ac-
cou_1plish the end in view. But students might turn out to hear you lecture, es-
pecially on such a revolutionary thesis, but they would not leave their work to, lis-
ten to the reading of your paper by some one else. In these matters the person-
ality of the man counts for everything. For the same reason I do not believe
enough of them would read your printed article to justify you in sending copies
here, especially as stud_ents are required in the course of their instruction hto ria{li
so many books and articles, and these weeks are among the busiest of the year. .

on, [ must express

Very truly yours,

J. G. ScHURMAN
In short, Mr. Crane’s arraignment of the colleges is 5 :

libelous exaggeration. We could excuse the wealthy
turer for that; but when he refuses to believe the contr

grossly
manuface-
ary state-

' lnvestigate
for himself, when he refuses to offer any proof for his stateme

ments of those who should know, when he refuses to

1116llt5J
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and when, refusing these requests, he continues to reiterate the
untruths, the least we can believe is, with President Schurman,
that perhaps ¢ the muck-raking of universities is the latest devie=
for drawing attention to the wares of manufacturers.”

Certainly there is muck to be raked at Cornell. There isn’t
much of it and it isn’t very black ; but still there is muck. * Sta-
tistics show that one per cent. of Cornell students are morally
bad. That is just one per cent. too many,and the soouer that one
per cent. is raked out of Cornell, the better it will be for the gg per
cent. and for the University.

There are approximately 3,500 male students now living in Ith-
aca. According to the statistics then, 350f these students com-
pose the muck at Cornell. And it isonly the undergraduates who
can rake this muck effectively. In such hands as Mr. Crane’s the
misused rake merely stirs up the muck and makes it appear darker
and dirtier.

Remembrance.
Edwin G. Burrows, ’13.

Unforeseen, at times, in my dreaming,
Blown across from the past, o’er the misty sea
Whose dark waves, sullenly gleaming,
And lapping ceaselessly,
Stretch out in the dusk to the farther shore,
Where sleep the days that will come no more—
Comes an odor, a breath, to me,
Like a faint strain, long forgotten,

Of a once-loved melody.

And lo,

I am back in the midst of the long ago !
Then, lo! I am here in the present again,
And can hold no note of 1{e dying strain ;
Here in the unreal glare of todwy
And how I have journeyed, or what was the way,

No man may ever know.

* President’s Reporf, Appendix I, Page 13.



A Knight Errant.

Prof. M. W. Sampson.

HEN Alphonso Tibbitts left his warm little flat to
spend the rest of the December evening at his desk
among the other clerks who had put in extra time on
account of the holiday rush, he said to Mrs. Alphonso

Tibbitts, “ I’mm not a bit afraid, Norine,—it’s a long dark walk
home, but I’'m not a bit afraid, Norine.”

Alphonso lied in his throat, and he knew that he lied in his
throat. It was past midnight when, his work dome, the little
man walked down the unfrequented street, shivering at every
shadow and repeating to himself at brief intervals, “ Oh my, I
wish I were safely home! It’s an awfully dangerous street, oh
my ! and I'll bet anything there are footpads around, oh dear!”

There certainly were. One of them stepped suddenly in front
of Alphonso, who screamed sharply and stopped short.

‘“ Shut your silly mouth,” said the robber, ‘“ and then cough up
all you've got.”

Alphonso feebly made noises in his throat, and the footpad
roughly seized him. Instantly Alphonso’s knees gave way, and
his unexpected lurch against his assailant’s legs caused the
scoundrel to totter and then to fall heavily backward. The man’s
head struck the stone flagging with a nauseating crunch.

Alphonso, falling too, lay numb with terror for an age of
seconds, and then, summoning all his strength of body and mind,
raised himself to his knees and waited for extinction. The foot-
pad did not move. After another age, Alphonso laid a trembling
hand on the prostrate man’s hearf. The man was dead.

“Help, help,” gasped A]*-H’onso in agony, but no one came,
Somehow Alphonso got to his feet and ran a block as fast as he
could, saying, “ O good heavens! O good ’keavens!” Thep per-
force he had to subside into a walk.

Alphonso had barely recovered his wind, when out of - black
doorway jumped a Iarge man, who thrust a revolver into lux face
and hoarsely said, “ Hands up, hang you, I want your money »
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Alphonso stood still in paralysis of mind and body, his hands
above his head. The robber pushed his hand into Alphonso’s
breast pocket, and the roughness of the action drove into Alphonso’s
slim and tender neck a pin which was temporarily replacing a
button of his undershirt.

“QOuch!” screamed Alphonso, jerking down his arms. The
movement abruptly deflected the revolver. It went off, and the
robber dropped to the sidewalk.

“Oh! I’m done for,” groaned the man, “I got it in the heart !”
He rolled over in hideous pain, gurgled twice, and was still.

“ Dead ! ” moaned Alphonso, “ Oh dear, oh dear, help, help!”
But no help came, and after an awful half-minute of bending
over the silent figure, Alphonso took to his heels.

Panic brought him two blocks, before, to his horror, he found
that he was holding the man-killing revolver. He clutched at a
tree to steady himself. From the other side of the tree a man
leaped out at him. Alphonso’s shriek did not carry a dozen feet.

“ All you got,” said the man brutally.

«Tt isn’t mine,” whispered Alphonso in abject terror. His
finger unconsciously pressed the self-cocking trigger, and the
robber fell with a bullet in his brain.

« (O lordy,” Howled Alphonso, “ You £now I didn’t mean to!”
He weakly dropped the revolver on the form of its victim, and
ran, ran wildly, ran blindly, ran into the arms of two men who
jammed him against a telegraph pole.

«“ Gimme your watch,” said one.

« Don’t move your hands,” said the other.

The first man made a sudden movement, and Alphonso auto-
matically fell, at the gesture, before the robber’s feet. The fellow
started to give him a violent kick, just as Alphonso rolled a few
inches to the side on the sloping pavement. The heavy foot
swept past him and the impetus threw the man against his com-
panion, who lost his balance and flung his arms about the other’s
neck. They whirled unsteadily to the curb and went headlong
into the street just as a speeding motor whizzed along. The car
struck the two men solidly.

« Help, help, oh please stay and help ! 7 cried Alphonso, but
the chauffeur threw on his last speed and disappeared into the

darkness.
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In abject agony Alphonso dragged the two dead men, one after
the other, as far as the gutter. He could not lift them over the
curb, and he sat down on the fatal stone, murmuring pleadingly,
“ Oh my, oh dear, oh dear, oh my!” Then he found his feet
again and ran staggeringly home.

His wife was asleep. Alphonso did not wake her. Blindly he
got to bed and went through a sequence of nightmares.

The next morning at breakfast Norine said, ¢ Alphonso, there’s
an account of five thieves being found dead on the very street you
came home on, and you said it wasn’t dangerous a bit. Oh
wouldn’t you have been afraid if you had known ! Oh how thank-
ful I am that you didn’t meet them ! Oh how could you say you
weren’t afraid ? "

« Norine Tibbitts,” said Alphonso solemnly, “I was afraid. I
was scared to death.” He paused a moment, and then he treated
himself to the first extreme remark he had ever uttered in the
presence of Mrs. Alphonso Tibbitts, ¢ Yes, Norine, I was afraid.
I hope I may die if I wasn’t!”

““You must never brag any more,” said Norine. ¢ Nor use such
violent language,” she added sharply.




Class Politics and Class Politicians.

Ross W. Kellogg, ’12.%

L ASS politics is a matter which the ordinary Cornell un-
dergraduate mentions with awe. He immediately con-
strues it to mean corrupt practice to gain an election.
The man who has taken an active interest in the affairs

of his class for four years, who has been active in the campaigns
and occasionally fortunate when committees are appointed is called
a ‘“politician” and the term is usually applied as an epithet.
However, this man has probably been the one who has attended
class meetings, worked consistently on committees and been will-
ing at all times to serve his class. [ have little sympathy for the
boys with the ¢ Morris Chair habit ” who forget to vote on elec-
tion day and at the same time lament the fact that the ‘“class is
in the hands of a bunch of grafters.”

A member of the class election committee is more an observer
of class politics than a participant. He has an opportunity of
hearing all sides of the question at issue and he is usually much
surprised at the few men who really decide the class elections. It
is the same at Cornell as in the outside world, the vast majority
of voters take little or no interest in politics and it remains for the
few to decide such important matters.

The present system of class elections with its modifications of
this year has a tendency to lessen greatly the interest in the elec-
tions and I fear that if it continues this large number of voters,
whom I mentioned above, will have little interest in the results.
I strongly favor a plan of greater publicity. In this matter we
could learn much from the colleges of the middle west where col-
lege politics is conducted along the same lines as state and national
politics. The junior election is now on at the University of Wis-
cousin and Z%e Daily Cardinal is giving much space to the
candidates and their platforms. Mr. Noyes Bright as a candidate
for Prom chairman heads the All-University or “ Big-Six " Ticket

* EprrorR’s NOTE : For the last three years Mr. Kellogg has been a member of
the 1912 Election Committee and has been on the inside in College politics.
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and Shorty Hendrickson is announced as the head of FEverybody’s
Ticket. Mr. Bright’s prom platform is interesting: 1. A more
democratic prom. 2. Carriage arrangements and rules made by
committees. 3. Boxes arranged according to size of parties. 4.
Equal Box Drawing. 5. Girls on Committees.. 6. Independent
house parties. 7. New ideas of decoration. 8. Improvements in
men’s cloak room. ¢. Better conveniences for girls at prom. IO.
Efficiency of men on committees. 11. Rearrangement of prom to
suit all house parties.

If college journalism is worth while to prepare men for news-
paper work after they leave college and if managership competi-
tions make better business men why should not class politics make
better citizens of Cornell graduates? The Cornell Civic Club has
recently become interested in class politics. This organization
could do much to make class politics clean and more worth while.
I believe that the interest would be stimulated, better men would
be elected to office and the affairs of the class would receive more
attention.

Suppose that instead of having men nominated by petition the
class held a nominating convention in the Armory or Sibley Dome
a week before election. Men could then be nominated for the
various offices and each of nominees could be allowed five minu tes
in which to state his views on questions important to members of
the class. Then the members of the class would have a good op-
portunity to vote intelligently.

Deals have always been common in class politics. I think that
of late they have been fewer but have been more noticeable be-
cause of the tendency for cleaner politics. Today we hardly have
anything so open as the campaign manager taking his list of com-
m:ittees to the p.resident whom he has elected and merely getting
hl-S approval of it. However, at times, the candidate or his friends
will become too anxious for votes and will make a veiled or possi-
bly even a1.1 open promise of committee appointments for support.
The barte?mg of votes to the highest bidder is to be deplored.

In election matte?‘s the fraternity and non-fraternity men usual-
ly.take an unequal interest. The former who compose about one-
third of the class are much more active than the latter. The in-
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terests of the class would be best looked after when the entire
membership becomes interested in class politics. Without a dor-
mitory system or a student commons there is 1o common meeting
ground for this large body of independents. A nominating con-
vention would make fraternity and non-fraternity men acquainted
with the candidates and would make for cleaner politics and more
interesting campaigns.

Wonder O’ the Meads.

Earl Simonson, ’12.

Without, the ivy elfins crimson-pied

Swarmed like beleaguers up the cold gray wall ;
Within the hoary savant squeaked and droned

Unto the dim and drowsy lecture hall ;

Without, the old wind desolately moaned ;

Within, the swift pens drank the graybeard’s words ;
One butterfly flung through the casement wide,
And all paused—like a flock of startled birds.




With the 1911 Crews at Poughkeepsie.

Henry J. Kimball, ’11, Coxswain.

For the last three years, it has
been Cornell’s fortune to win the
rowing championship and the
final race in winning that title
has each season, during this pe-
riod, been hotly contested and
extremely close. In 1909, Col-
umbia was but fifty feet behind.
In 1910, Pennsylvania and Cor-
nell were so closely matched that
scarcely any one but the finish
judges could see which crossed
the line first. In June last, how-
ever, there was witnessed a race
which has been declared by those
who know, to be the greatest con-
test ever seen on the Hudson

River. The story that the crew
leading at the bridge which is the three mile mark, is sure to win,
was exploded. Columbia was a length and a half in advance as
Cornell went under the span and yet the Cornellians were a length
and a half ahead when the finish line was reached.

To tell of the training and hard work necessary to accomplish
this, would be tedious, for it is merely a succession of days, every
one like the one before. It cannot be denied that it becomes tire-
some for the men and they are anxious for race day. However,
after it is all over, the grind and drudgery are entirely forgotten
especially so when they are victors. |

' There was quite a diversity of opinion as to the outcome of the
eight-oared varsity race on the Hudson last June. The Columbia

supporters had entire confidence in their crew and the crew itself

was confident. In fact, it was the New York men who proposed
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to bet. The Columbia and Cornell men met at Mr. Harry Van-
Cleef’s home, the Sunday before the race and there each man
wagered his rowing shirt with the corresponding man in the other
boat.

Pennsylvania was a favorite with some in view of their excel-
lent performance of the previous year. Cornell came in for her
share of supporters although it may be said people hoped some
one else would win.

Cornell was favored in the four-oared varsity and by some in the
freshman race but in the opinion of others, Wisconsin looked good
enough to win. Itis a difficult matter in any case to foretell
what any certain crew will do in the final test. There are many
crews which appear to good advantage in practice but which finish
toward the last in the race.

Race day at Poughkeepsie is a holiday. No one works if he
does not have to so that long before the scheduled time for the
first race of the regatta, the people had come over to the west
shore. They brought their children and their lunches, making a
picnic outing of it.

Many yachts and cruisers were anchored on the river besides
innumerable small boats and some U. S. cutters from New York.
Excursions were run in on steamers from both north and south.
When all boats were finally aunchored, as they have to be before
three o’clock, they formed an avenue almost from the bridge to
the finish.

June 27th opened with a wind, making the course pretty rough.
It was hoped.by C.ornell at least that there would be smooth water,
OUE CIEWS being light. A-t the start of the four-oared race it was
a little c:almer. All the eight oared varsity crews were at the
Columbia quarters so we c.ould not see the four oared or freshman
races, except the flash of light on the oars at the start.
1ea’f::éetl‘:ea?‘ez:l?‘zse.ph’.}illfeaftc;:ll;e alfltc:elrlsti;zosrts,thlo“{: VEL, 20" we, soon
thing their own way, leaving éoltnnbia and Sla et CVELy=
out for second place., A grehat deal of crelcliit e

1s due to H. R. Laf-

ferty, 11, who rowed in the varsity four for three

: 1 !

y ) y for th years and never
lost a race.
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The freshman crews got off for an even start but it was soon
apparent the real factors of the race would be Columbia and Cor-
nell. Columbialed practically the whole distance and the Cornell
boat tried in vain to close up the gap. The New Yorkers finished
two lengths and a half ahead. It must not be supposed from this
that our freshman crew was not a good one. It was, but Columhia
was better. In fact, it was the best they had had for years. Just
before the varsity eights got out for the start, the Columbia fresh-
men ran up to their float with our freshmen’s rowing shirts aboard.
We then started for the stake boats at Krum Elbow. The wind
was fresh and Syracuse had some trouble getting up to their stake
boat on account of the tide, so there was a moment of suspense.
Then there was a second—when every crew was ready and the
next second the gun was fired and the five crews were started.

Columbia immediately jumped to the lead with a high stroke,
the rest getting away about even. We were in course four where
the water was slightly rougher, while Columbia had course two
inshore somewhat. All the first mile, the Morningside men led,
our boat hugging close and the rest strung out behind. Just at
the mile, we took a short sprint, as did Columbia, and by so doing
we had a shade the better of it. But sprints in a four-mile race
are dangerous things. We dropped back to the usual four-mile
stroke. Columbia was rowing about two to the minute more than
we and we were holding them.

During the next mile, we tried to nose ahead but found that it
could not be done without raising the stroke and that we did not
do, of course. So Columbia was still ahead when the race was
half over. The other crews being behind by this time, we had
gradually closed in on Columbia and were rowing side by side
with them. After the two mile mark was passed, the New York
oarsmen could be easily observed. They were rowing a tremen-
dous race. Every ounce of power was being used. They were
by no means sure of themselves however, for their stroke was con-
tinually watching us and it could be seen that the pace was tell-
ing on him.

At the two and one half mile mark, Columbia sent their stroke
up another notch. They were working beautifully at that time
and were slowly leaving us for our stroke was not increased. Our
men were in good condition, nevertheless, and making the most of
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the slow stroke for we had a good run on the boat. Up to the
time we passed underthe bridge, Columbia gained until they were
one and one-half lengths ahead at the three mile mark.

It seemed almost impossible that a crew could take and hold
the pace they had set and we were relying somewhat on the fact
that they probably would not be able to sprint much at the end.
It was a big lead to make up though. We held them until about
five-eights of a mile from the finish and then put our stroke up.
It was a case of starting the final sprint early and depending on
the stamina and condition of the men or taking chances that
Columbia go over the line first if we waited too long.

From the three and a half mile mark, we gained and gained
rapidly. Our crew came back as if it were merely finishing a two
mile race. Columbia seemed dead. Their bow man was plainly
distressed and the stroke was laboring heavily. For a time we
gained a man at every stroke. ‘Then at a quarter of a mile from
the finish, we nosed them out and their bow man collapsed. Cor-
nell crossed the line a length and a half to the good, with every-
one completely tired but in good condition.

As has been said here, the majority of the public wished to see
some other crew than Cornell win. It must be admitted that it
would be a good thing for rowing in general for interest in the
Poughkeepsie regatta is slightly diminishing. But Cornell can-
not afford to lose a race when by doing its best, it is within its
power to win it. Cornell is setting a high standard but should

she not hold to it until some other rowing university can come up
to and raise it?

THE CORNELI, BOATHOUSE AT POUGHKEEASIE



Fire Fighting on the Hill.

William L. Burns.

Chief of the Ithaca Fire Department.

In April, 1900, the Phi Kappa
Psi house burned to the ground.
One student’ died shortly after
from injuries received by jump-
ing or falling from the third
story. Several others were badly
injured from the same cause. In
December, 1908, the Chi Psi
house, the old Fiske McGraw
mansion, burned in the dead of
night. Four men were killed
and several injured. In January,
1908, one student was killed in
the fire that gutted the A. T. O.
house. The victims were trap-
ped in their rooms, there was no
escape, though they were all vig-
orous and athletic—there were
crew men and football men among the dead—their only choice
was to wait for certain death or to jump to death almost as certain.
But other fraternities have been just as unfortunate or just as
criminal. Delta Upsilon and S. A. E. in recent years have had fires
that would have been just as disastrous if they had occurred at
night. And in all the history of Ithaca only two lives have been
lost outside of the fraternily-houses !

It is an appalling record, but the fault is not that of the fire de-
partment. The blame lies with the carelessness and negligence
of the members of fraternities and with the inadequate provisions
for fire-fighting on the hill.

There are two things that students on the hill can do to combat
fires. First, they can make provision for escape from fires when
fires occur, and second, they can make fires impossible.
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Every lodging-house having students above the second floor

must be equipped with fire-escapes, to comply with a new city
ordinance. Most of the flimsy frame rooming-houses that cover
the hill would burn to the cellar in fifteen minutes. When this
ordinance goes into effect, the city authorities and the students
will have the comfortable assurance that the inmates can save their
lives at least. But the fraternity houses are private residences
and are not included in the terms of this ordinance. Whatever
provision against fire they may make must be of their own action.
I hope most devoutly that they will overcome their habitual indo-
lence and easy trustfulness in the future enough to recognize the
seriousness of their situation and the menace of carelessness.

7he fraternities must have five-escapes. We have thousands of
object lessons to show that the fire-escape is the only possible solu-
tion, the only way to safety in a midnight fire. The only objec-
tion to them is that they mar the appearance of the building.
This is true enough of the bare old iron fire-escapes you see on
factories and public schools and Sage Cottage. But the modern
fire-escape harmonizes with the style of the building and either
adds to its appearance or blends inconspicuously with it. If for
any reason you ‘‘frat’” men do not equip your houses with out-
side fire-escapes, at least place a rope in every room. A vigorous
man can save himself without difficulty by this means.

But fire-escapes are not enough. Means should always be at
hand to quench a fire at its start. Supply the house with plenty
of fire-extinguishers. All of them are good ; the tank extinguish-
ers are perhaps more effective than the powder tubes because with
them one can attack a fire from a short distance, and from diffi-
cult angles. Know the directions on the extinguisher; practice
using it ; don’t delay experimenting with it until the roof is fall-
ing in and the floor is collapsing under you. Change the mixture
in it every year or so——it is apt to become stale. Better yet, have
it inspected occasionally by some one who knows something
about it.

The best way to fight a fire is to fight it before it begins. Don't
have any fires : there are very, very few fires that are not due to
carelessness. Lace curtains cause about half the fires: cigarette
butts the other half. Beware of the cigarette that does not go out;
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don’t throw it in the waste-basket. 'Train yourself to put a cigar-
ette out when you are through with it. Use safety-matches, and
consider that when you have lit a match, you have made yourself
responsible for the future of that match. Watch it until it is
fully out.

Every fraternity should appoint one of its members Fire Mar-
shal. The Fire Marshal should inspect the electric wiring, the
hot air pipes—if the house is heated by a furnace—and the con-
struction of the chimney. He should take care of the fire-extin-
guishers and organize fire-drzlls. In short, he should make it his
duty to prevent the occurrence of fire. Don’t leave these details to
a janttor. 'The janitor probably doesn’t know very much about
it, and certainly doesn’t care very much.

So much for the duties of the individual. There is another
phase of the matter—the duties of the University authorities and
the city authorities. The fire-fighting facilities on the hill are at
present pitifully inadequate. Suppose a fire occurred on the
Heights. ‘The nearest fire company is a mile away. The profes-
sors would have an interesting time experimenting with the an-
cient hose-cart—* the pride of the heights ’—but the burning
house would not be much benefited.

If ever Sage Cottage caught fire, all the ladders in Ithaca would
be needed in about three minutes. When the S. A. E. house
burned, the roof was falling before the alarm was turned in and
the house was a ruin when the firemen arrived. The water-pres-
sure in the higher regions—as about the Agriculture College—is
feeble and ineffective. There are three antiquated hose-carts on
the Campus. No one knows very much about running them; no
one inspects them. A few volunteers who live downtown and work
on the hill and the janitors and students form the fire-fighting
force. Wouldn't it be great if we had a fire in the middle of the
night?

The University should erect a modern fire house, with attractive
rooms and pleasant living quarters. Students and a few experi-
enced men would live there willingly for the sake of a reduction
in room-rent. The house should be equipped with efficient appar-
atus. For suggestions, let the college inspect the model fire-house
erected by the City of Syracuse for Syracuse University. Some
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of the horses that are now stabled in the Agricultural barn should
be kept there. Then the authorities need never be disturbed at
the thought of fire.

Another section of the city needs protection and needs it badly.
Not even a few dilapidated hose-carts are available in the frater-
nity and rooming-house district of Stewart Avenue from State
street to the Heights. A fire company stationed at South Avenue
and Stewart Avenue would command this region north, south,
east and west. The objection, as ever, is the expense. But there
is at present in Ithaca a fire-house with a steamer and full equip-
ment in a section of the city that is perfectly protected by other
companies. ‘The company on lower State street finds little em-
ployment in the small district assigned to it. The same equip-
ment in a new house on Stewart Avenue would protect a region
of large and important buildings now absolutely unguarded against
the danger of fire.

The only thing that hinders the removal is the influence of
some residents of West Ithaca who have contributed to the com-
pany. Itis the duty of the City of Ithaca and of the taxpayers of
the Stewart Avenue district to remove this company to a place
where it will be of service in protecting the most valuable houses
in Ithaca.

Do we need another lesson? Must another of the finest homes

in the state and more precious lives be sacrificed to teach us the
effects of false economy?

¥¥%




Inspect the Boarding-Houses.

H. H. Crum, M.D., ’g7.%

AM asked if boarding houses should not be inspected and I say
emphatically yes. However, I do not want to be understood
as believing that all or even a majority of eating houses in
[thaca are not cleanly, but we know that some are exceed-

ingly dirty.

Now, discrimination will not and ought not to be tolerated,
therefore T am heartily in favor of a// boarding houses, restau-
rants, hotels, so-called “dogs” and eating places in general being
inspected often enough to get definite knowledge as to cleanliness.
Again I say this should be done because a few are dirty.

One most important condition for the prevention of disease, es-
pecially intestinal disease, is clean food. To have food clean it
must be handled by clean people in a cleanly way in clean sur-
roundings. Those places that conform to the above simple condi-
tions will not object to inspection, instead such will welcome it.
Those, however, that are not clean all the time will probably view
with alarm the approach of an inspector.

Tables under University or student management should be in-
spected just as carefully as the private boarding house. Some
private places might show up to advantage.

The care of the garbage around boarding establishments is a
problem of consequence. This garbage is largely polluted with
material that has been in contact with human bodies. That is,
all who eat have contributed their share of the leavings which
mixed with the general garbage makes the whole a humanized
proposition. ‘'he most dangerous material with which people
come in contact in their daily lives is filth from human bodies.
To prevent this kind of filth from reaching human mouths is of
the most far-reaching importance. We take our lives in our hands
very often when we eat in public places.

Inspection should be thorough, honest, reasonably frequent and

unexpected. T'he inspector should be a man of tact and intelli-

* EDITOR’S NOTE : Dr. Crum is the Health Officer of the City of Ithaca. What
he has to say regarding matters of this nature may be taken as authoritative.
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gence. He should be under the supervision and control of the
lhealth board and he should be deputized so as to have the power
to enter any place at any time.

Inspection as above outlined would immediately result in neater
kitchens and more sanitary back yards. It would mean the ability
of one to enjoy his food even if while eating a picture of the kit-
chen should cross his mind. It would mean that a few places that
are feeding hungry men would go out of business or change their
filthy methods.

The information obtained should be made public at least in so
far as the clean places are concerned. It would soon be appre-
ciated why an eating house was not favorably listed. Moreover,
if not being on the list should avail nothing the health board
could easily manage the matter, having the proper information at
hand.

The cost of inspection in Ithaca would not be great and this
would be far more than saved by the resulting decrease in illness.




Sensitiveness of Schumm.

b

Earl Simonson, ’12.

F the above title is reminiscent of Mr. G. K. Chesterton I can
only plead that it is Mr. Chesterton’s extreme misfortune to
have gotten into print before my eSteemed self. If that is
paradoxical so is my subject. I have set myself to review

four dulcet documents which recently appeared in the editorial
columns of the Cornell Daily Sxz. In two of these a shy and
self-contained freshman, one Paul B. Schumm, records his reti-
cence. The third purports to have been concocted by one T.M.S.,
also’r5. The last is the editorial edict of our doddering old
friend, the Suzn itself.

At first the infant. Mr. Schumm writes the Swnz a lengthy
epistle. I can imagine the intense jubilance in the Swn office
when that epistle arrived. (I hope it 24 arrive). It overflowed
the editorial columns of the .S»z with the plea that Mr. Schumm,
'15 does not like to wear his freshman cap because he is not soci-
able, and hence it is not fair that he should be the recipient of
of sociality which he cannot reciprocate. Aside from being a
quibble worthy of a sophomore lawyer thisargument is all founded
upon a beautiful fallacy. Prominent students hem and haw at
campus meetings over the social advantages of the little gray Iid.
It is a sort of talisman upon the application of which we have
among freshmen a brotherhood to pale the ruddiest dream of the
socialist. Which is all very nice but which does not in the slight-
est alter my idea that, unreasonable as it may seem to the promi-
nent student, it is the freshman himself that makes himself soci-
able, and not, with all due respect to haberdashers and purveyors
of college traditions, his cap. For the freshman of Mr. Schumm’s
type—and the typeis by no meansso uncommon as itis generally
supposed—the highest social advantage that the freshman cap of-
fers is that it facilitates his being taxed. And if anyone enquires
how it chances that I have come upon this extraordinary bit of
knowledge I make answer that I came to Cornell in the identical

boat with Mr. Schumm.
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And then the justice—full of wise saws and modern instances.
The Sun hands down the decision that if Mr. Schumm wanted to
be a lathe he could have obtained an education hy correspondence :
the business of a University is to turn out men, not lathes. Let
our youthful correspondent mix. Let him learn to know men
and to judge men. Good advice! It is butan enlargement of my
own dictum, Zzze! (I don’t really /e, but I had to have a dic-
tum). The only quarrel I have with the college man is that he
judges men not by greatness of soul but by a sort of superficial
greatness which consists in playing baseball and draining tank-
ards. Time was when I regarded the clean-cut, handsome, red-
haired—they always have red hair—prominent student with ab-
ject awe. Now I regard him as an unfortunate though not incur-
able malady.

Then the justice turns his decision with an ‘““as President Schur-
man said ” the freshman cap breaks down those social rules which
decree, speak not until introduced. Shades of Abe Lincoln and
Ezra Cornell! Have affairs in this University of farmer’s sons
and artisans come to such a pass that Cornell men cannot speak to
Cornell men without breaking down social rules. Social rules,
forsooth ! Oh, Chauncey, that rude fellow is flirting with you!

T. M. S., 15, who writes like a .Suz compet., next breaks into
the editorial limelight with the naive remark, 2 .Sciumm, that he
will endeavor to throw light that he may raise his classmate out
of his narrow rut of reasoning to a plane established by the ma-
jority. It isvery interesting to learn that the reasoning plane of
the majority is so elevated. It is also interesting to learn from
T. M. S., '15’s letter that “at Cornell there are no distinctions be-
tween the poor and the rich.” T. M. S.is the soldier, full of
strange oaths. I do not understand him at all.

Last scene of all this strange, eventful history—the apologia of
Mr. Schumm, in which he declares the old principle of indepen-
de.nce—the right to mind his own business and have other people
mmc.l theirs. That idea is as sweet as it is ancient—and as 1m-
possible. If Mr. Schumm tried to jump off of Cascadilla bridge,
some -ofﬁcious student would probably thwart his design by secur-
ing his coat-tail. When he tries to jump into the deeper abyss of
self, several people secure his pyschic coat-tail. And after all, in
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the present state of earthly society, it isonly just that they should
do so. Mr. Schumm has no more right to extinguish himself so-
cially than he has to extinguish himself physically, no matter how
sensitive he may be.

Here is the argument which, to my mind, effectually quashes
Mr. Schumm'’s philosopy. I give it for the benefit of all shy and
sensitive students in the University. All life is a giving and a
taking. We must take; we must give. Only sociality called us
into existence ; it is only through sociality that we make right
the balance.

The Lion’s Roar.

An Answer by Paul B. Schumm, ’'15.

T is an ancient custom in all considerable institutions of amuse-
ment to maintain a person chosen for his unusual develop-
ment and concomitant gift for offense, whose duty it is to
annihilate from the little world that he controls, all comers

who may be inclined to manifest an original interest in the pro-
ceedings of the place, in a manner at all original. Like a Coney
Island bouncer, the heavy weight literatus of Cornell inclines his
vorpal quill against me with intent to quash. He grinds me
'neath his flinty heel, and yet the suggested mental picture of my
own No. 11 as it descends upon the humble roach, inspires me
with hopeful vision of vital juices temporarily scattered, but inte-
grating their divided forces into a defensive globule.

To the Lion that has grappled me, and to all other interested
persons who have ope’d their jowls at me in stately wisdom I
would first of all say this,—that as long as you insist on taking
the matter, »y matter, if you please, as you like ¢, and do not
neet me on my ground, I must remain at a disadvantage that
shames most woefully the boasted sporting spirit of our university.
However, for this very reason, you have not blown up the illest
wind, since, duelling thus with blunted daggers at some sixty
paces, all hands are likely to escape without much injury.

Granted that the Justice in the shifting age, falls flat in his
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slippery course, my Lion tries to limp a little closer. I think he

must be a cynical Lion—at least sometimes. For, if the spark?mg
talent of the .Su failed honestly to answer the question I implied :
as to which were more important, honesty or freshman caps; he
comes right out and tells me it is all a quibble, that hones.ty
doesn’t exist anyhow, that if it did, I never could have been so in-
nocent as to imbibe all those nice ideas about the pretty freshman
caps. Some one has been fooling me. I thank my Lion evel: SO
much for putting me wise at last. His, surely, is a broader justice !

Incidentally, I’1l own, the .Suz got in some very good advice—
(even though I told them all about it, and how I was strugglil}g
to apply it, before they gave it back to me as something new, 1n
lieu of more desired information) which THE Era Lion follows
up with weighty roar. Please, Mister, I am trying Zard to Live,
but you are right, and when I gaze upon the gleaming, intelligent
countenances of my mates as they come up the hill at midnight
from the Happy Hour, or wade so steadfast through the ooze of
the parade ground in the gathering autumn dusk, I feel I am in-
deed a poor Indian who cannot see the gods abroad on all the pav-
ing block, or hear them in the syncopated wind.

And lo, behold how he of THE ERrA falls with righteous indig-
nation upon the malicious implications of His Honor, the .Suz.
““ Have matters come to such a pass?” he plaintively exclaims.
Good Sir, I fain would answer you: indeed they have. But with
the infallible precision of a Windy City statistician I would en-
lighten you with fact. For well are President Schurman and the
Sun aware of what they speak. Our university of farmer boys
and artisans contains some others also, and the penetrating eye can
easily discern within the campus confines an elegant epitome of
all society. For the social gulf that yawns between milord of
Arts and the servile hench of “ Ag,” is dotted with a chain of
guilded islands that range from Law to Vet withouta gap. Society
repeats itself in all stages and on all planes, the intellectual one of
a university community not excepted. Small wonder then that
in all artificial equalizing efforts such “social rules’ must first be
broken down before an intercourse is possible. And all hail to
our President who has called ‘‘bust” upon them with such be-

traying emphasis. By all means let the shout be heard—Cornell
hath need of thee.
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But now let me come to sterner matter. My mania for revela-
tion, amounting as it does to positive indecency, is about to betray
me again. As with Milton, Aristophanes, and other of my prim-
itive prototypes morality is not my stronghold. It is quite un-
true that any of those people ever made me blush. Now this is
not to vaunt that I'm a terrible fellow. On the contrary, my per-
fect harmlessness it is, that enabled me to do without it. And
far from implying immorality, I simply must confess a vacuum
where other people are wont to coddle a bump of some sappy con-
sistency. I say comsistency, because in that one thing they are
always so painfully, strictly consistent; and morality, I may ven-
ture to remark, is the stronghold of the mass. Why, what would
become of them otherwise >—Oh, horrible! horrible !

All of which the reader with acumen will perceive to prove the
general proposition that even the quibble of a sophomore lawyer
may place morality upon its mettle and cause its structure fear-
somely to quake, (though possibly, only to the seismographic dis-
cernment of the élite). For when Cornell Honor and the Fresh-
man Cap are stamped upon opposite sides of the morality disk and
tossed into the air, behold, some natural laws are set at naught
and both fall heads—and, also if I mistake not, was not gravity at
once suspended, so that my disklet might remain forever in the
air, and never reappear ?

Yes, morality at once made use of both these methods to main-
tain her state unscathed, the which, as I have also said, is mani-
festly necessary upon our present bank and shoal of time. Under
the circumstances it may be mean for me to pick upon her, but
lo, I have learned cynicism from the Lion, and shall go ahead.

I need not comment on suspense of gravity. The Widow will
take care of that. But let me say a word about that double-head-
fall of my disk. Of two evils choose the lesser and swat it. Our
freshman cap must be preserved inviolate. Does it not minister
to that first of moral principles—the facilitation of the acquisition
of wealth? (Who was it, told me so?) There now remains that
miserable honor-snag. How are we to get around it? “Ha, I
have it,”’ cry a score of lynx-eyed pillars of society. ‘“ Hemust be
made to change his nature so that things will gibe. He is abnor-
mal ; he must conform,—it’s as clear as daylight—he must be re-
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strained. And then when we have gotten things wrenched round
our way, we can settle back and take our ease again, and enjoy
the rescued frnits of our labors.”

It seems tl. .'elsewhere, as in Titipu, suicide, especially of the
psychic variety, is a capital crime, and must be squelched. And
have we not seen clearly how this mus¢ be so if society is to be
kept intact? But kindly note! itis Society that thusly acts—not
you or I. And her demands and welfare need have no mystical
connection with those of the individual. Indeed the former oftener
than not, do work against the latter. If folks were only more
sufficient in themselves they would not lose themselves so com-
pletely as to become mere mechanical subconscious tools of society,
and we would have a greater number of happy individuals, instead
of a happy collectivity of smaller ones. I hope ‘“society” is not
a private bugaboo of mine. I run foul of it only when I feel that
it 1s hindering the full developement of all of us.

The cruel argument that finally completes my ruin I would treat
with a magnanimous tenderness. Not being accustomed to “giv-
ing ” at all, I cannot appreciate the nature of the happiness that
beams from every visage round about me. I only feel the weight
upon my coat tail, and am at a loss to see what they should wish
to keep me for. If my Lion’s principle is right, I hope some day
my,—* soul may taste the grandeur of its might and be among its
cloudy trophies hung.”




Hiram Corson.

Cynthia Morgan St. John.

NOTHER year e [€hed upon by Ezra Cornell’s great

University for “any man.” Another year amidst the

ennobling beauty of hills, gorges, waterfalls and lake.

All the equipm:ut apparently complete, few changes,
many improvements ;

“ But yet (we) know, where’er (we) go,

That there hath past away a glory from the earth.”

- We who have known and loved Cornell for long years miss a
something this autumn.

A presence hath departed. A unique personality is no longer
in our midst. The campus and the streets of Ithaca have lost
their most imposing, most picturesque figure. His wonderful
voice will never again be heard in parlor or hall. Hiram Corson
1S no more.

In June last, at the time of his death, loving and beautiful tri-
butes were paid to his memory by those of his former colleagues
and friends best fitted to estimate him as a scholar and as a man.

The last word, perhaps, certainly the best word, has already
been uttered.

Then why are we asked to add another line to that page of
Cornell’s history already closed—to that which pertains to a pro-
fessor of Eunglish literature whose official connection with the
University was severed seven years ago?

There is but one reason—Hiram Corson was one of the chief
glories of Cornell for nearly forty years. His position was note-
worthy. ‘Those of us who have been under his influence during
this long period, believe profoundly that that which ke stood jor is
so vital and necessary in education, that his memory should never
perish from the hearts of Cornellians.

Professor Corson was eminent as a scholar. The score of books
written and edited by him, pertaining to English literature, made
his name famous on both sides of the Atlantic. He had many
devoted followers who had never seen his face, who were won by his
works on Browning, Milton and Shakespeare, and, particularly,
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by those two choice little books, Zke Aims of Literary Study,
and Zhe Voice and Spiritual Education.

Among the prominent educators of the country, Dr. Corson had
been one of the foremost. There a’ teachers to-day, in many of
the schools and colleges throughoutthis country, who, like Pro-
fessor Hodell, still call themselves ¢ his grateful pupils,” and who
feel that they owe their inspiration to him. His influence over
those he won to himself was almost unbounded. He loved to tell
of a certain freshman, in the early years of the University, in one
of his Shakespeare classes. The Professor had said that if one
would really know Shakespeate’s plays he should read daily, in
chronological order, one entire play, until he had read them all.
At the close of the class, a bright faced young man came to him
and said : “ Dr. Corson, I'll do that "—and he did.

As a reader the professor was simply incomparable. The
more you heard him read the more marvellous his rendition be-
came to you.

Certainly his interpretative readings—his intoning of the great
poets from Chaucer to William Watson, will never be forgotten
by those who had the privilege of listening to him. And how
generous he was of this marvellous gift!

Nevertheless, to tell one who knew him not, that Dr. Corson
was a ripe scholar, an eminent educator, a wonderful reader—why,
these bare statements do not even touch upon the outskirts of his
power—his glory. His glory, we believe, lay in a singularly un-
erring gift. A gift which had enabled him to divine and assimil-
ate the /z/e of the best poetry and to interpret it to others.
Marvellous was his power to awaken the spiritual natures of his
pupils—to evoke from them such response to the true and to the
beautiful in literature that it became their very own. ‘Thisit was
which differentiated him. And, we venture to say, this is why
he was ever seeking the sympathy of his audiences. He did not
want to read to stone walls. He felt so profoundly that his atti-
tude toward the productions of genius was the only right attitude.
He longed to know the extent of the spiritual response of his
hearers.

Intellect, he taught, played a secondary part in the interpreta-
tion of poetry, and while he valued the trained intellect and did
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despise learning—he gloried to the last in the Classics—he did not
despise scholarship as an end in itself.

The “bumptious intellect,” “the discoursive intellect,” ‘“ A
reasoning, self-sufficing thing, an intellectual All-in-All” called
forth his richest sarcasm. He alluded once to ‘‘ the head” being
made ‘“a cockloft for storing away the trumpery of barren knowl-

ProrEssorR HIRAM CORSON

Photo by Robinson

edge.” He was very funny when he ridiculed the “snap courses”
and a student’s assumption of learning when he had taken *a reg-
ular course ’—“a reg’lar course.” '
The /ife of a poem, he taught, was not to be intelle_ctn.ally dl'S-
cerned, but reproduced sympathetically within. Believing this,
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exemplifying this, preaching this in season, and soretimes out of
season, was, we venture to say, his great mission.

His vocalization of poetry was the outcome of long years of
patient study of the poems and of the voice. He never read im-
promptu. If given something to read, he would study it, interpret
it to himself, before venturing to voice it.

Few clergymen knew the Bible as he knew it. We never heard
one read it as he read it. He had made it a life study and had
memorized large portions. He was often amused and often in-
dignant over the slovenly manner of Scripture reading in the
pulpit. We remember his amusement over a visiting preacher in
Sage Chapel who put wrong emphasis on a passage in first Kings
where the king ‘said unto his sons, saddle me the ass. So they

saddled Zzm.”
And what a keen sense of humor Dr. Corson had! How dearly

he loved to tell a joke—to be funny. His eyes would twinkle be-
forehand, he would tell his story, keeping his eyes fixed upon you
—“and -a-” catch your response, turn hishead quickly to one side,
bend his body and then would follow his characteristic laugh.

Perhaps some of his jokes are worth repeating, especially as they
help protray the man. He often said when speaking of Ithaca
climate, that we didn’t have any weather, “only samples.” Per-
haps if he were here this autumn to walk upon the hill, he would
repeat one of his favorite jokes—that ‘“the campus should be
called these ’ere diggin’s.” He might recall, too, that he had
called Goldwin Smith Hall, “ the dream of a drunken architect ”
—alluding te the rear view; and that a heavy, brightly colored
tile roof on a certain house “ seemed to be screaming to be looked
at.” There used to be alittle pointed tower on Sage Chapel which
he said ‘“looked like a four legged woman in the rain.”

Once he stood in front of a new Church edifice. He squared
himself around, put his hands on his hips, looked it up and down,
whispered in a solemn voice: “I hope the Almighty is pleased
with this edifice. I’m not.” He said of a certain house on the
extreme edge of the gorge, “It is a good place to let children
down, but not to bring them up.”

He was very patient with our street car service, though far from
a patient man. He often reiterated that * Ithaca conductors were
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perfect gentlemen,” and expressed his appreciation a number of
years ago, by presenting each of them with a Thanksgiving tur-
key. One day, before Ithacans had forgotten the old stages which
used to lumber up and down the hills and when they were grate-
fully enjoying the newer trolley service, the professor chanced up-
on a lady who had been waiting on a street corner twenty-five
minutes for a car. “ Why, madam,” he replied to her expression
of impatience, “I’ve waited twenty-five years.”

Another time, he and a friend were alone in a trollev. A crowded
car passed them—the seats were full and the running board also.
He moved apart from his friend, spread out his big coat as far as
he could on either side of the seat and, ‘I never like to be a car-
buncle.”

He was asked if his horse would stand, he replied, “ yes, she
prefers to stand.”

Once he called upon a lady whose maid told her that there was
an old gentleman at the door—* Go back” said the lady, “and
ask him who he is and what he wants.” His answer was: “I am
Hiram Corson and I want to go home.”

A man was busily engaged screening his house. The witty one
remarked, ‘“ Screens are to keep mosquitos out. We don’t enjoy
their concert because they so quickly present their bill.”

As was the case with many professor’s families in the early days
of the University, Cascadilla Place was for a period the home of
Dr. and Mrs. Corson. On a certain memorable night the roof of
the building blew off. Mrs. Corson in great alarm awakened her
husband and told him she thoyght the Day of Judgment had
come. ‘‘What!” coolly replied the professor, “ i the night.”

The man whose wit was so ready and delightful to his friends,
was never more amusing than in his sarcasms and indignations.
And he knew it. He was far from a lover of foot-ball. He was
jealous of the attention and enthusiasm it absorbed, ec. One au-
tumn, not many years ago, he happened to travel in a drawing-
room car in company with afoot-ball team. He wasthe only other
passenger. In a mild roughhouse, a great, strappmg_fellow fell
into his lap. We do not remember ever to have enjoyed more
keenly his sarcasm than when he waxed indignant over that fallen

—hero.



42 The Cornell Era

Professor Corson had marked peculiarities. Many people never
understood him on that account. But once you had accepted
them, you were not long in divining the sweetness, kindness and
goodness of his nature. He was a man of moods, quickly respon-
sive to sympathy and appreciation, and repelled by indifference.
In his happiest moods he easily commanded undivided attention.
As an example of this power, we cite the experience of an Ithaca
lawyer. This busy man hurried from his office one morning to
go to a bookstore for something neeeded in important work he had
in hand. There he found the professor. Salutations were ex-
changed, ‘“and I couldn’t get away in an hour, and what’s more,
I didn’t want to,” said the lawyer in telling of the incident.

One of the most beautiful things about him was his appreciation
of worth in whatever station or circumstance. He did not respect
‘““the part people played in life.” He had warm friendships
among very humble people. Indeed, he had a genius for friend-
ship, and he added to his circle even up to the last year of his
life.

The last time he read before a number of people, was in a
parlor in the presence of the professors of the English department
of the University. The gathering was a celebration of a great
English poet’s birthday.

He was then very weak and emaciated, breathed heavily and
walked unevenly, but once he had seated himself to read, super-
human strength seemed to be his, and he read in his own glorious
manner on the death of the poet. Prophetic it seemed to us then.
He was exhausted at the conclusion, and as he withdrew from the
room, and shortly after drove to his home, we told ourselves we
should never again listen to that marvellous voice, and we did
not.

We had al.l been c-lriuking of springs of living water—Ithacans
a11F1 Cornellians alike. Now the unsmitten rock ! Now the
thirsty land !

“’Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea.”

That marvellous voice is stilled forever.

Who shall interpret the great poems as he interpreted them ?



Cornell Spirit--A Talk to Freshmen.

George W. Nasmyth, ’o7.%

ELLOW Cornellians—In about ten minutes, I am going to
try and sum up all you have heard about the different
branchesof Cornell athletics, about the Cornell publications,
about debate, about the Christian Association work, and

show you that they are all bound together by the one unifying
idea of Cornell spirit. You will hear a great deal about Cornell
spirit during the next four years, and many different opinions
about what it is, but the definition is really asimple one, Cornell
spirit is a’spirit of service. _

On the football field it means fighting with all your might for
the glory of your alma mater,—service to Cornell. In the racing
shell it means putting yout last ounce of strength into the oar and
then coming back for a stroke twice as hard. On the university
publications it means working day and night to turn out a paper
of which every Cornellian may be justly proud. In debate, in
Christian Association work, it means giving of your time and
energy in an effort to raise the whole intellectual and spiritual
standard of the university life. In all these lines Cornell spirit
means forgetting yourself in the service of your university.

But Cornell spirit is something broader and deeper than this;
it is a spirit of service, not only to your unmiversity, but to your
city, your state, your country, and to humanity. It is no weak,
sentimental thing, but a great driving force, like hunger or thirst
“or one of the elemental passions, which gets hold of a man
and sends him forth to the four corners of the earth in the service
of his fellow men. Go west, and you will find Cornell men
planning and executing great irrigation projects which will trans-
form the desert into gardens or building up great universities
which will be centers for spreading the Cornell spirit all along
the Pacific Coast ; go south, and you will find Cornell engineers
spanning the Andes with railroads and harnessing the waterfalls

*EDITOR’S NOTE : This brief address was recently delivered by Mr. Nasmyth at
a freshman *‘ get wise’’ meeting. THE ERA wishes to bring it to the attention of

the entire University community.
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with electricity ; go east, and you will find Cornell men, yes, and
Cornell women too, working in the mission field in China and
India ; or go North, and the Esquimos will tell you the story of
a man who carried the Cornell flag to the pole with Peary and
who laid down his life, there in the Arctic snows, in the cause of
science and the service of his fellow men. Cornell spirit is the
spirit of service.

A Japanese visitor once said to President Schurman, “ You
ought to raise poets here ; with this beautiful Campus between
the rugged gorges, looking out over the valley and the lake and
the western hills, you ought to raise poets here!” And we do.
Some of our poets deal in words, hut the great n:ajority of our
poets deal in deeds and facts. The life of every man who feels
the inspirition of the Cornell spirit becomes a poem. If you
follow the career of John R. Mott, leading the Student Volunteer
movement all over the world, or of John L. Elliott, president
of his senior class in 1901, who has given his whole life to settle-
ment work among the poor of New York City, or of any omne
of a hundred other men whose lives have been touched by
the Cornell spirit, you will know what I mean. And besides this
element of poetry there is an element of effectiveness in the life
of a true Cornellian. One of the Cornell clubs, the Cosmopolitan
Club, has acquired the enviable name of “the Club which never
handles a failure.” If I were asked to define a Cornellian I would
broaden this definition a little and say,—A Cornellian is a man
who has the Cornell spirit and who never handles a failure. One
of the Cornell songs which you will soon learn, if you do not
know it already, begins with ‘“ All round the world, Cornell, is
heard thy name ” and ends with this expression of the Cornell
Spirit ¢ Wherever there is work to do, Cornell is in the lead.”
It also adds ‘“ Wherever there are girls to woo, Cornell is in the
lead, but this is not properly a part of the spirit, this is part of
the Cornell man’s reward.

If you want to find the best example of the Cornell spirit
you will not have to go to the four corners of the earth, however,
for the finest example of the Cornell spirit of service and the man
who 'after .E.zra Cornell, did most to give Cornell its character
and its spirit lives rightin our midst. Almost any morning,
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if you are hurrying up East Avenue to make an eight o’clock,
you may meet an elderly white haired gentleman returning
from a morning walk. This man is Andrew D. White, one of
the greatest men of his generation. It is said that a prophet is
not without honor, but in his own country and among his own
kin and in his own house. This is not true of former president
White. Though his fame is world wide and he is known and
loved in Europe as in America, he holds and always will hold the
highest place of honor and the warmest place in the affections of
all Cornell men. Sometime during his four years here every
Cornell man ought to read the Autobiography of Andrew D.White ;
his life was cast on such large lines that his Autobiography is
really a history of the world during his lifetime. And as you
follow him through his student days at Paris and at Berlin and
his travels in Italy, through the beginning of his diplomatic
career as attache at St. Petersburg and bearer of dispatches in war
time, and through his early years as professor of history at
Michigan and Senator at Albany, where he first met FEzra
Cornell, you can trace the evolution of the Cornell idea from its
beginnings. And then if you go with him as Commissioner to
San Domingo, as minister to Germany in the time of Bismark, as
minister to Russia, as Commissioner to Venezuela, then back
again as ambassador to Germany aund finally to the Hague Con-
gress as president of the American delegation, you will have a
better conception of what Cornell spirit is than you can get in
almost any other way ; you will realize that it is a spirit of service,
—service to your university, later to your city, to your state, to
your country and to humanity.




«« The Light of Other Days.”’

A. Dale Riley, ’12.

HE session of the class in English History was nearly over
when, as Professor Wilson happened to glance toward
the farther corner of the large, airy lecture-room, he
suddenly paused in his lengthy discourse. The eyes of

the lecturer rested for an instant on a slender, girlish figure with
auburn hair and wonderful, blue eyes. Before the pause was
noticeable however, the speaker continued, although he kept look-
ing from time to time to that corner of the room, as if something
had caught and compelled his gaze.

The old clock in the quadrangle arch struck the quarter-hour,
and the listeners, still kept busily writing away in their note-
books, began to grow restless, to change their positionsand shuffle
their feet. Outside the warm September morning was only dis-
turbed by a faint, little breeze that bore the heavy smell of shrubs
and the faint fragrance of the last surviving roses through the
open windows of the class-room. Multitudes of sparrows chattered
under the old, vine-covered eaves of Elmer Hall, and swept in
swaying semi-circles towards the other buildings across the quad-
rangle. Only now and then a solitary figure crossed the campus,
and the small shadows began to disappear before the zenith-ap-
proaching sun. y

At the end of the hour Professor Wilson dismissed his class,
after having received the registration slips of each member, who
had “signed up” for the term. Among the last to present her
slip was a trim, little girl, dressed daintily in white. As she
stepped forward and smilingly deposited her slip on the desk, the
professor looked sharply at the thickly-coiled brown hair, the vio-
let eyes and the quickly-forming dimples in her cheeks. In an-
other moment other students had taken her place, and in yet an-
other all had passed out through the swinging doors, out through
the hall-way and onto the sun-lit green. The campus became a
scene of color and animation as everyone hurried off to their dor-
mitories amid the joyous resounding of the chimes in the tower
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above the clock. Then the bells ceasing their musical announce-
ment of luncheon, the green grass and glaring, white buildings
lay in the hot quiet and desertion of an autumn noon.

In one of the large lecture-rooms of Elmer Hall, Professor James
Elihu Wilson, A.B., A.M., Ph.D., a man of middle age who had
delved deep in the lore of history and literature, sat silently at
his desk, looking vacantly toward a corner at the back of the
room, where, in fancy, he saw a slender girl, with dark-brown hair
and fair blue eyes, dressed in the fashion of long ago. Old mem-
ories, sweet and tender, swept like the scent of roses into his soul.
A light came into his eyes as he seemed to see these same autumn
days of twenty years ago, when there were no large, beautiful dor-
mitories on the smooth, green campus, and the woods came almost
to one’s door. He closed his eyes,and seemed to walk hand
in hand with the dream-girl of far-away, while they spoke of their
every-day studies as the greatest worries in all the world.

The lonely man sighed as he thought of the time they had last
spoken together. It was out there where the Stanton Memorial
Hall now caught the glaring sunlight, only there was no building
then, but a rustic bench in a grove of fir trees, guarded from the
sunlight, and kissed by the leaves. He remembered that quiet
afternoon, disturbed only by the scurrying of a squirrel, the tap-
ping of a wood-pecker, and now and then a faint sigh of the wind
in the boughs. It all seemed like yesterday, that whispered re-
solve that promises were unnecessary, that light in the violet eyes,
now reflected in his, that last fare-well and tender hand-clasp
returned.

Professor Wilson arose with a start as the half-hour boomed
from the bell in the tower.

« Well, there’d be a promise the next time,” he said half-aloud,
«a promise, and no chance for a favored Junior to interfere when

I went away.”
For the first time he glanced hastily over the cards. At one

he stopped. .

« Why,” he muttered, ‘It is, it must be her daughter. Aldin,
that was the fellow’s name. Elizabeth, that was her own. Eliza-
beth Mae Aldin, you aré the old Elizabeth come back after all
these years,” and as he stepped out into the sun-shine an old light
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shone in the eyes of the professor, who had deserted all to go
abroad and become learned in the classic knowledge of the world.

It was several months later that Elizabeth Mae Aldin, seated
cosily in her college room penned the following lines to her mother.
“ My Dearest Mother :

You ought to see the campus this morning, it’s beautiful. It
snowed all night long and everything is covered with a white
blanket this morning. It is that stickey kind of snow that clings
to everything and the boughs of the trees, the telephone wires,
and the tops of fences and huildings are almost weighted down
with it, and the posts along the front of the dormitory make the
cutest little soldiers in white caps you ever saw.

The girls here are just grand, and I'm glad I did come to your
old school to graduate, although you know how-I hated to leave
Eden college. Jack Gilmore came over to see me last evening
and gave me an invitation to the Junior Prom. He said several
of the girls from the dormitory were going and he seemed very
anxious for me to accompany him. I told him I'd ask you, but
of course you’ll let me go, won’t you?

Oh, T almost forgot to tell you about Professor Wilson. He is
so good to me that I hardly know what to make of him. Of course
it is because you were anold class-mate of his, but it’s very em-
barassing sometimes. When Jack came over to see me one even-
ing, Mary Jameson laughed and told him I was an old man’s dar-
ling. I was so mad I could have shaken her, but of course Jack
only laughed. The other day Professor Wilson said you always
called him James, and that if I wouldn’t mind I should call him
that, as it ‘brought back old times.” Some of the girls who gave
me credit for getting ‘in right’ with the professors, said it was
about time to call a halt or Jack would get angry. Of course I'm
not tied down to Jack, and the girls were just poking fun at me,
but Minnie Williams said she really thought the professor was
‘rushing me pretty hard.” I laughed and told her he was an old
friend of yours.

There isn’t much more news to tell, since I told you all I could
think of when I was home at Christmas time. We are all work-
ing hard for the mid-year exams, which will come in a few days,
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and I’'m not sorry to say that I'll only have one more siege of
examinations after this before I graduate.

Tell papa some of his old friends have asked how he was when
I saw him Christmas. You can also tell him that I don’t believe
he was as good a student as you were. I guess that’ll get him
guessing.

If you let me go to the prom I think I’ll wear my pink satin, as
the girls all seem to like it so well, and I wouldn’t have time to
get a new dress made anyway.

Thank papa for that dandy check and tell him to be sure and
send another soon.

Your loving daughter,
Elizabeth.”

Exeter Hall.

When Elizabeth Aldin had finished writing, sealed and de-
posited her letter in the mail-box, she hurried off in the direction
of the academic building. The snow was glistening like a dia-
mond sea in the rising sun, which peeped out coldly from behind
steel-grey clouds, and a sharp wind ripped the soft whiteness from
the branches and shot it in whirling eddies across the quadrangle.

‘“ Hello, Bet,” called one of the girls from the other dormitory,
as the two met at the intersection of the paths. “Isn