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Save 33°|0 on YOUR CLOTHE:
Look over our Fall and Winter

Novelties. Full Dress Suits,
Silk lined throughout, $55.00.

Overcoats, $40.00 and up.
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TIFFANY & CO.

Announcement

Many misleading advertisements prompt Tiffany
& Co. to caution intending purchasers that rings
sold elsewhere as

"

Tiffany rings," or
"

Tiffany

settings/' are not made by this house, as Tiffany
& Co. are strictly retailers and do not employ

agents or sell through other dealers. Their

manufactures can be purchased only direct from

Tiffany & Co.'s establishment in New York,
Paris and London. Tiffany & Co., are the largest
retail dealers in diamonds and other precious
stones in the world. Their facilities for securing
the choicest gems from first hands enable them

to maintain a most extensive stock of precious
stones and pearls set in all the modern forms of

rich as well as inexpensive jewelry. To persons

known to the house or who will make themselves

known by satisfactory references, Tiffany & Co.

will send for inspection selections from their stock.

Tiffany & Co. 1909 Blue Book—a compact catalogue of 666 pages containing

concise descriptions with range of prices of jewelry, silverware, clocks, bronzes,

pottery, glassware, etc.,
suitable for wedding presents or other gifts. Blue Book

sent upon request.

Fifth Avenue and 37th Street

New York.
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STAMPING

and all kinds of

Needle Work and

ART EMBROIDERY

Our Cornell Seals and

Fraternity Pillows and

Banners

are superfine. A Full Line of

Beads and Necklaces. Bell Phone.

MRS. J. C. ELMENDORF,

218 N. Aurora St.

MORRISON

The Tailor

<!!£_.-_____>

Cor. Aurora & Seneca Sts.
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neatly and promptly

done.
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Itlpaqa JHotel
American and European Plan

M
USIC at the DUTCH

from 5 to 1 2 P. M.

Sole Agents for

August Luchm's Famous

Hurztmrgrr Jfaftriatt

J. A. and J.H. Causer,
Proprietors.
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PETER SCUSA

Fine Shoe Repairing
ON THE HILL

412 Eddy St.

R.A.Heggie & Bro. Co.

Watches Precious Stones Jewelry

and Goods in Silver and Copper

8@""Opposite Tompkins County Bank.

Kohm & Brunnc

Bell Phone 55 Ithaca Phone 363

CORNELL LIVERY
EDWARD P: SAYRE, Prop.

First-Class Livery, Hack and

Boarding Stable

213 S. Tioga St.

L. J. CARPENTER - Merchant Tailor

SUITS $30.00 and up.

205 NORTH AURORA STREET.

Senior, Junior, Sophomore, Frosh and

Cornell Alumni appreciate our garments

Highly, as we try to please our customers in

Every way. This proves our ability in all

Lines that are connected with first class

Tailoring and should diminish all doubt to

2_ero.

University

Book Bindery.

1 1 1 N. Aurora St.

Next to the Alhambra

PRACTICAL

BOOK BINDING

IN ALL ITS

BRANCHES

F. GEORGE REED.

1 18-124 South Tioga St.
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A LOOK IS TO BUY

HERRON'S SHOES

Opp. Tompkins Co. Bank.

Latest Edition "Songs of Cornell."

All the down-to-date Hits in Music—Mandolins,

Guitars, Victor Talking Machines, Records

and Everything Musical at

LENTS MUSIC STORE, ^^aurqra^t

The IngerSOll WatcheS are guaranteed for one year.

Yankee - $1.00 Junior - $2.00
The Larghst stock of CANDY in the City—Wholesale

and Retail. Spearmint and Pepsin Gum.

Goods Delivered Both Phones Open Evenings.

R. C. Osborn & Co. 119-121 east state street
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Sophomores!
Before you buy your

Class Pipe
stop in and look at our W.D.C. Pipes,

the finest in the city.

Our Tobaccos and Cigarettes

Livingston's Tobacco Store,
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118 North Aurora Street. [5
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Ithaca Cold Storage.
Established 1871

J.W.Hook,
Fruit, Produce

Butter and Egg s

Long Distance Telephone No. 80.

Nos. 1 13-1 15 S. Tioga St. Ithaca, N.Y.

The Original Old Clothes Men

Morris & Jacobs

S. AURORA ST.

Atterbury System Clothes and Regal

Shoes. - - BARNEY SEAMON.

The Stanley Photo Co.

Photo Engravers Zinc Etchers

DeSignerS College Work a Specialty

207-209 E. Buffalo St. Ithaca, N. Y.

"Jess" Norwood
Runs the Best Lunch

and Dining Room on

the Hill. If youwant

satisfaction

Visit "Jess"

OnnH Mp_iU at LOW prices

The Office Cafe

G. W. Whipple, Prop. TRY US.

Greetings to Cornell

Cotrell & Leonard,

Albany, N. Y.

Official makers of

Caps & Gowns

To the American Un-

versities and Colleges

Our Ithaca Agent

Mr. L C. BEMENT.

The Corner Bookstores

of Taylor & Carpenter
Solicit a share of yourpatronage

Over forty years of existence

places them among the oldest

and best college stores in the

country.

Their State Street store is one of

the attractions of the city.
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ESTABLISHED 1818

UOTHI^

BROADWAY con.TWENTYVSECOND ST.

NEW YORK.

Autumn Suits

Overcoats, Hats,

Shoes and Furnishings

Imported

Mackintoshes

Riding Clothes

Send for Illustrated Catalogue

A Dictionary you

should own !

Everyone should. Where

else can you find themean

ing of a word ? Where

else can you find how to

spell ? TheWebster Col

legiate thin [paper edition

fills the bill. Ask for it.

Buy it at

fi

The Co-op a
8

«««««»«)000(080

SAVES TIME
TO BUY OR SELL

THE

BOSTON

GARTER
KNOWN TO EVERYBODY

BOOK BINDERY

WORN ALL OVER

THE WORLD

MADE WITH

-.go*
CUSHION

RUBBER BUTTON

CLASP

OF ANY DEALER, ANYWHERE
Sample Pair, Cotton, 25c, Silk, 50c.

Mailed on Receipt of Price

GEORGE FROST CO.

MAKERS, BOSTON

OVER 30 YEARS THE STANDARD

ALWAYS EASY ______________

Just across

the hall

from the

Athletic Rooms

J. Will Tree
III N.Tioga St. ITHACA, N. Y.
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WHITE & BURDICK CO.

Caterers to Students' Wants.

Prescription Druggists. .
116 East State Street.

Wanzer & Howell

THE GROCERS
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Choice Cut Flowers

Floral Decorations

Mail Orders given prompt attention.
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D. S. O'BRIEN CHOICE WESTERN BEEF.

I handle no other but Western Beef, Tompkins County Pork,

Iyambs, Veal and Poultry.

The Only Genuine Farmer Sausage.
Markets : 222 N. Auroraa St. and 430 IM. Cayuga St.

FIRST NATIONAL BANK
CORNELL LIBRARY BUILDING

Capital ^|

U_feed Profits \ $600,000.00
and !

Stockholder's Liability J

Your account solicited Safe Deposit Boxes for ren





M ■■
■

if Sii ill

i$t planted tfj£ (Unrndl colors fartf^r

nortlj tljan tfje fartt^at nortfy of

Nanant anb Abrtt22t.

(Cnmmatttor iKob-rt IE. Peary,



Vol. 42 November 24, 1909 No. 1

©

Ross Gilmore Marvin, '05.

Louis C. Bement.

NE dismal, cold day in December, 1904, 1 was approached

by a young man I had never before seen, who wanted to

know if I was one of the men who was on the Peary

Relief Expedition in 1901. When I told him that I

had been a member of that expedition, he asked me if I could

give him any information as to how he could possibly be placed

on the expedition that was to start in July, 1905, as he was very

desirous of going on the trip of exploration.

This was the first introduction the writer of this article had to

Ross Gilmore Marvin. His inquiry was regarded the same as

that of several others who had made a similar request
—namely

that it was prompted through curiosity. I soon found out, how

ever that he was sincere in his request, so I immediately began

to recite the tragedies that had been enacted in the Arctic since the

Franklin Expedition, but soon found that these made but little im

pression on Mr. Marvin, unless it were to make him more enthu

siastic than ever. It was easily seen that here was a determined

man, one who would make good Arctic timber.
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After I came to know Marvin better, he told me of his life—

how he had done all kinds of work to get through college, and

how twice it had been necessary for him to leave college for a

year, in order to earn sufficient funds to pay his expenses. He

was sure of his degree the following June, for he was one of those

men who, as President Schurman said in his annual address to

the undergraduates this fall, was prominent in "studious activi

ties."

He had in his possession an honorable discharge from the train

ing ship St. Mary^s, which qualified him as an able-bodied sea

man and stated that he was competent to fill any position on

board ship from the ordinary seaman before the mast to the com

manding officer ; although to secure papers of captaincy, it would

first be necessary for him to serve a given number of years. He

also referred me to a number of prominent business men in Elmira,
his birthplace, as well as to several members of the Cornell faculty.
His references were investigated and in every case the reply

warmly recommended the eager student.

There followed many talks on the ways and means of securing
him a place on the expedition. A letter dispatched in the latter

part of December, 1904, to Commander Peary brought back a re

ply to the effect that the members of the 1905 Expedition would

not be selected for a considerable period of time, as Peary was

too busy building the Roosevelt and arranging the many other

matters pertaining to the trip.
Not discouraged in the least by this letter, Marvin bombarded

Peary with letters of recommendation from Professors Tarr, Gill,
Bristol, Comstock and others here, as well as from the commander

of the training ship St. Marfs. We succeeded in enlisting the
interest and influence of Mr C. F. Wyckoff, '98, and Mr. A. W.

Church, '00, both members of the 1901 Relief Expedition. At

intervals replies were received, but they held out no hope of the

petition being granted.
It was now getting toward the middle of June, 1905, but Mar- .

vin still said that he was going, even if it were as a stow

away. Such pluck few men possess, and it is little wonder that

the writer was carried along by the young man's enthusiasm, and
strained every effort in his behalf.



THE CORNELL ERA 3

Marvin went to New York in the latter part of June and had a

personal interview with Comm. Peary, but received absolutely no

encouragement. Upon my arrival in New York on the fourth of

July I was met by Marvin at the hotel, and he insisted upon my

going up to the Grand Central Hotel to see Peary. We reached

there about nine in the evening, only to find that our man was

attending an important meeting. We talked with Mrs. Peary
and tried to enlist her in the cause, but she refused, saying that

she never interfered with Mr. Peary's plans, though she was kind

enough to promise to mention the case to him on his return.

Bright and early the next morning, Marvin was around, and

his persistence was rewarded about 9 a. m. by my receiving the

following telephone message :
"
Come to the geographical rooms

this afternoon at two, and if that man Marvin who has been pes

tering me for the last six months is around bring him along."
Needless to say,

"
that man Marvin" went along, and we were

punctual in keeping our appointment. The conversation was

short and to the point. When Peary was assured
'

that Marvin

was a thorough scientist, capable of holding any position on the

ship, and a stranger to the use of both liquors and tobacco, he was

accepted and was asked when he would be ready to go. The reply
was

"
at once." The battle was won !

He sailed for the North in ten days, and in the words of Peary
" made good," during the eighteen months of the most severe

kind of Arctic work, in which he assisted in making the highest

north, 870 6'. On the return trip over the ice, the young scientist

was lost for nearly three weeks and was given up for dead, but

his comrades succeeded in finding him in a nearly starved and

frozen condition. In speaking of this incident, Marvin said, with

his customary pluck,
"
I was not lost, the trouble was they could

not find me."

Upon this expedition, Ross Gilmore Marvin was the meteor

ologist, geologist, oceanographer and private secretary to the in

trepid explorer Peary. In the December of 1905 he took all the

dogs, in number about one hundred and twenty, together with

several Eskimos and went inland near Lake Hazen into the

Muskox country to secure this game for the dogs, which for

lack of proper food were gradually dying off. He returned to
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the ship in February and brought the dogs back with him in

good condition, thereby saving the expedition from failure.

During the two intervening months between December and

February, he lived in snow igloos with the Eskimos.

After supporting Peary in his unsuccessful dash for the pole,

in 1906, Marvin in June headed an expedition to the westward on

the north coast of Grant Land, for a distance of over two hundred

miles from the ship, and there gained much valuable information

of a country hitherto but little known. His experience on this

trip was one of many dangers and hardships.

The successful trip in 1908-9 in which Ross Gilmore Marvin

lost his life after supporting Peary as far north as 86° 38', pass

ing all previous records except Peary's own record of 870 6', in

1906, has been already told to an interested world, and needs no

recounting here.

In connection with this last expedition there is an interesting

story, well worth relating. When Peary began engaging members

for his 1908 Expedition, one of the first men on his list was

Marvin. He immediately wired him at Mercersburg, the last

address he had, where Marvin had been teaching, and offered him

his old position as scientist. Upon receiving no answer he again

wired and later wrote a letter, which was returned to him marked

"
address unknown." Marvin all this time was an instructor at

Cornell. By chance, Captain Bartlett heard that the young man

was in Ithaca, so he wrote him a friendly letter regarding the

expedition, in which he expressed his regret that he, Marvin, was

not going to be one of its members. Upon receipt of this letter,

Marvin immediately went to New York to see Peary, who spoke
of his disappointment in not having the young man to accompany

him on his polar trip. Marvin replied that he was very desirous

of going along with Peary, and explained how he had missed the

telegrams and letter which the Commander had sent him. Peary
answered : "This expedition needs you, and I will find a place
for you ; though your old position has been filled." The follow

ing day Marvin was given his original position as scientist of the

party.

The writer believes he is correct when he states that Ross

Gilmore Marvin had the honor of being the only white man
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whom Commander Peary ever took north with him on two ex

peditions as a member of the scientific staff. This clearly demon

strates that Marvin was the most valuable man whom Peary ever

had with him. His life was short, but his achievements were

great. He was clean in body and mind : a constant example of

the truth that pluck, ability and persistence will gain any end

that one aspires to. Misfortune robbed him of the knowledge
that he had played so important a part in that expedition which

will make history ; he never knew that the goal of his ambitions

had been reached. He died a martyr to the cause of science,

while another name has been added to the long list of heroes who

have brought glory and honor to the name of Cornell.

Autumn Days.

The drowsy air is listless, and the day

Plods like a tired tramper on his way.

The bee booms in the ruddy clover ;

Soft, downy clouds drift slowly over ;

The dainty fingers of the lazy breeze

Scarce disturb the sun-kissed leas ;

Scarce brush the tawny trees.

Over the wan hillock where I lie,

Flits and flaunts the dapper butterfly,

Hieing from the prickly bristle

Of the fragrant purple thistle

To some soft fastness midst the golden rod,

Where ruthless feet have never trod ;

Ne'er crushed the virgin sod.

The scenic woodlands of the distant hills

The hazy background of the picture fills :

Nature wears her same green dresses,

But the first chill night impresses

Just a touch of brighter color on her crown,

For all the varied hillsides sloping down

Show purple, white and brown.

CLARENCE B. SlMONSON, '12.





To Newcomers.

A. W. Smith, Director of Sibley College.

HEN I was asked to say something to those who

come now for the first time to Cornell, my thoughts
turned naturally to the time long ago, when I first

saw Ithaca. The memories of that time are the

clearest of my" life. There are probably two reasons for their clear

ness ; first, at the age of eighteen all impressions go deep, and

second, I came out of surroundings that had grown familiar,
where Nature had only a quiet charm, into this place of surpass

ing beauty where all was new.

I lived at first in a house on Cayuga Street where there was a

garden with ripening grapes and paths bordered with box. Even

today the smell of box brings me a longing for grapes and a

picture of the quaint old house which long ago gave place to a

modern mansion. Then follow memories, good and bad, of my

whole college course. I wish that all the newcomers could know

that they are now storing memories that will last throughout

life, and that these memories may be a torture or a precious

possession.

Primarily everyone comes here for help in education ; and edu

cation is usually considered as the process of training the mind ;

but it ought to have a broader meaning, it ought to mean that

which develops every native power, whether of body or mind, or

soul ; every power that makes for effectiveness in one's life work,

for helpfulness to one's kind, and for personal happiness.

For the mental training ample provision is made ; the student

has simply to follow guidance and work hard, and unless this is

done other things will be in vain and of short duration.

There are means and opportunities here for the development

of other powers, but many students take degrees and go away

without ever knowing of their presence.

I once met a middle-aged man, and in our conversation it came

out that I was familiar with the campus of his Alma Mater, j

praised its beauty and he, with face radiant said, "It is doubly

m
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dear to me for it was there that I first looked upon the world."

It seems that lie had grown up peering about with near-sighted

eyes with all the distance blurred. After 'he entered college it

was discovered that he needed glasses ; he received them at the

college and put them on, and lo, the world with its beauty was

revealed to him.

There are many students at Cornell wich good eyesight who

have never become aware of the beauties of the place, who have

never seen the ever-changing colors of the hills nor the haze that

dims the south end of the valley. There are those with good

hearing who have never heard the murmur of the water in the

gorges nor the sound of the wind in the pines ; who do not know

that robins come singing in the spring; there are even those for

whom the chimes ring out in vain. They -need to wake up and

to learn that human life is not all books ; they need to stop, look,

listen ; not for the train, but for Nature's beautiful things that

make for personal happiness and the growth of character. And

the newcomers should start with a determination not to miss the

part of their heritage that comes with an ever-increasing love of

natural beauty.

Each newcomer must form social ties if he is to keep sane and

cheerful ; if he is to be happy and helpful. He may join a fra

ternity or a club, or he may be one of a group held together by
mutual regard and helpfulness without a grip or mystic rites.

This matters little, for any organization is good or bad according
to the quality of its members. In the selection of associates one

should not be willing to sacrifice ideals. A student may find a

group and may think :
"

They are congenial in many ways

though some of their standards are not as high as mine. Per

haps I may be able to raise the standard." Here he should re

member that a sound apple among a dozen half rotten ones is not

well placed for doing missionary work. Water tends to run down

hill and so does character, and as sunshine raises water so does

the man of high ideals raise the character of his friend. He who

comes here seeks mental uplift ; he should also seek moral uplift ;

and, if he chooses his friends with this in mind, he will gain it.

This is a time peculiarly beset with temptations to a young

man ; temptations which if they prevail lead to the wrecking of
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all that is worthiest and most productive of happiness ; tempta
tions which if resisted give the tough moral fibre which makes all

good things possible. President Jordan has said; "The world

stands aside for the young man who knows whither he is going."
This is true ; it is also true that if the world by chance does not

stand aside, the young man who lives a clean, temperate life has

the power to move it.

It is a trite saying that the body must be kept sound if the

brain is to work effectively. Everyone knows this though many

forget it. None need to forget it here at Cornell, for nowhere is

there better opportunity for physical exercise.

The major sports
—intercollegiate football, baseball, rowing,

and track sports
—are for the few who have great physical gifts,

and who are willing to devote themselves to strenuous, absorbing

physical work. These sports have
—like every worthy thing in

life—advantages, disadvantages and dangers. The advantages
are a chance to win the praise of men, to contribute to the honor

of the University, to experience the personal satisfaction that ac

companies all achievement, to gain in physical power, and in

courage to
" tackle

"

anything whatever. The dangers are ; first,

that of absorption of interest with neglect of things more impor
tant toward effective living. A man who is strong of body and

of mind and of purpose can take part in major sports and also

take his degree with honor. This is proved by many men each

year, but it is done despite temptations. The danger from physi

cal unfitness which can not be overcome by careful training is

guarded by the physical examination required of all by the univer

sity. There is danger of physical injury, but this is not great if

one is brought gradually up to fitness for the contests. It is told

of a great mountain climber that after conquests in the Alps and

the Andes, he fell down a stairway at home and broke his leg.
The dangers of a crowded city street are almost equal to those of

an athletic field.

A serious danger of major sports is as follows : A human

machine is developed for great physical accomplishment ; there is

an accompanying development of the energy-supplying organism,

digestive and assimilative ; if the physical demand is reduced, as

in case of sedentary occupation—there may be serious, even fatal
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derangement. This may be prevented by wise regulation of diet

to activity, but this regulation requires wisdom and a strong will.

There is also an organization of Minor Sports. Basket ball,

lacrosse, hockey, association football, fencing, wrestling, tennis,

golf and cricket. Teams are trained for inter-collegiate contests.

This gives opportunity for those who excel in these sports. The

advantages and dangers are the same as in major sports, but they

are less in degree.
But many who come here can not excel in either major or minor

sports ; and yet they may love sport. They also have their op

portunity. Each year there is a series of contests among the

several colleges of the University. A baseball tournament, a row

ing series, a track meet, a cross-country race, an association foot

ball series. There is a trophy for the winning college in each

sport, and a pennant for the college winning the greatest number

of points in all sports. At one time last year there were over a

thousand men training for these sports.

For those who can not find a place in Major or Minor Sports or

in inter-college contests, there is tramping, boating, skating, tobog

ganing, coasting. He who can not find pleasurable sport here

must be one who hunts for it with great caution.

The happiest man is he who, while he is full of enthusiasm for

his life-work, yet loves some other activity better. I do not mean

activities like fast motoring or flying, nor yet the mere collection

of things that are beautiful or curious. These can bring no last

ing satisfaction. I mean an activity into which one puts part of

one's self lovingly ; from which comes growth in power to pro

duce worthy or beautiful results. During a university course the

student should prepare not only for a vocation but for an avoca

tion.

One thing more. There is only one sin in the world—selfish

ness. All sins reduce to this. No selfish man gets what he seeks

for selfishness defeats its own end. He who would attain happi
ness should train for a life of service to his fellow-men.



That Ram.

F. D. Burnet, 'ii.

The good Lord God, he made the beasts,
An' stood 'em in a line,

An' they marched by fours into the doors

Of Noah's barkatme ;

Then the Lord he looked upon his work

(Now would'nt it make you weep?)
An' he says to the Devil " You can make

The jackass and the sheep /"

It might have been a bear, which would have been serious, or

an elephant, which would have been sublime ; but that the hand

of Providence should descend upon mere mutton to set the Dove

of Peace flapping in the figurative bosoms of the houses of Podger
and Dodger was little short of ridiculous. For, in the ordinary
course of events, one conceives the proper'nic-ier' of mutton to be

mint sauce and the Sunday dinner table. However it is clearly

impossible to attempt any conjecture as to what form the angel
of Peace will next assume—and it might just as well be a ram as

a German Emperor. And so it fell about, thereby proving that

the Almighty is not without His sense of humor, and also giving

to the writer the opportunity of chronicling a most amazing peace

conference which he beheld from the extremely strategic point of

a near-by fence !

All of which has nothing to do with the telling of the tale,

which began in anger, was propagated in war and ended in a tree.

I merely set it down by way of introducing you to the fact that there

was dissension between Dodger, pere, and Podger, pere, over a line

tree and that the houses of Podger and Dodger had risen in their

respective mights to support their paters famalias. Concerning

this tree, there had been words sundry and numerous, of unmis

takable import, passed across the dividing hedge which separated

the two domains. The tree in question was a small apple tree

which stood on Mr. Podger's side of the hedge, by virtue of which

he claimed the tree. This claim was not disputed by Mr. Dod

ger, who merely contended that he, Dodger, held the right to em-
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ploy such fruit as descended upon his land in such manner as he

saw fit, —a contention warmly upheld by the numerous small

editions of Dodger who were doubly moved by a feeling of family

pride and a strong hungering for forbidden fruit, even unto the

cores thereof.

Therefore the tide of anger rose in the breast of Podger (who

was really too fat to cherish any emotions whatsoever !) and he

vowed legal vengeance upon his neighbor, threatening the law as

a power certain, swift and terrible, with all the magnificent

dignity of one who knoweth not whereof he speaks.

Dodger merely laughed. He was thin to stringiness, was

Dodger, and ordinarily he never laughed. Mirth sat strangely

upon his features, which were prominent enough to seat some

thing quite comfortably, and he knew that he looked fierce be

yond words when he laughed. Therefore he did so—and it was

a thorn in Podger's fat side.

So passed the time necessary for bringing affairs to the boiling

point. The feud waxed ; the months rolled by until they reached

August, when the universe kindly halted to give those who labor

in the city-places (who measure their world by four office walls,
their lives by ticker. tape and their hells by a strap in the subway)
a chance to board a train and go to Arden, where one may find

two weeks of mosquito-filled silence, some fish, a fair table and a

hotel which has as yet escaped the inevitable call-boy. Also one

finds the houses of Dodger and Podger, which brings me to a still

afternoon in mid-August, when Mr. Podger, according to his

custom drew out his watch, looked at it, frowned heavily and

strode to the hedge. Mr. Dodger was waiting. He, too, had

looked at his watch.

"The Law," thundered Podger,
"
is a glorious institooshun.

It is the country's safeguard ! It is a national flynet to keep
vermin from buzzin' too close to the wheels o' progress."
"Huh !

"

grunted Mr. Dodger, politely,
"
You don't say?"

Mr. Podger, searching for new figures, found one in his enemy's
reply. Imposingly he raised one large fat forefinger.
"Grunt—grunt—grunt"—(somewhere in the recesses of his

brain there lurked a dim belief that he, Podger, was quoting
Shakespeare !)—

"
Grunt an' squirm an' twist if ye will, Dodger,
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but ye can't escape the glorious institooshun o' the Law—ahem !

—as I said afore—er—which, Dodger, is built up by honest land

holders to ketch the hawgs, yessir, ^hawgs^ who try to root the

val'able encumbrances o' the soil offen other persons' states fer

their own mal-ee-fac-shuns, dern ye !"

"

Hum,
"
mused Mr. Dodger, striking an attitude of polite in

difference, which made him look like a scare crow in repose.
"

Apple crop 's a leetle late." This with a far-away look which

told that Dodger had visions of apple in the abstract and dump

lings in the concrete.
'

11

My apple tree," continued Mr. Podger, witheringly, "is ahead

o' the season. I cal'ate to sell the crop standin'. The Law,

Dodger, will pertect my inaniable right to life, liberty an' apples.

An, woe to the man who tries to hinder the workins o' the judici

ous judgments o' justice, s'elp me GawdJ"
"

Ho, ho, ho," roared Dodger, terrible in his derision.

It was as though a bomb had exploded in the near vicinity of

Mr. Podger's coat-tails. He puffed himself up to the fullest of his

elasticity.
"

My lawyer, Dodger, my lawyer will be yhere in

jest twenty minutes to serve the summons on ye fer appropriatin'

my chatties. An' woe to the man—an' woe—an' woe—
"

Mr. Podger suddenly stopped. His jaw dropped and waggled

weakly. His eyes, fixed on a point directly over his left shoulder,

stared and stared—and in them was a great misery like unto the

gaze of a man regarding his certain fate.

Then Mr. Dodger looked.

There, standing not fifteen paces behind his enemy's back,

head lowered and awful curling horns to the front, stood two

hundred pounds of concentrated mutton ! It was the neighborhood

hobgoblin, the village dragon, the townspeople's nightmare,

Belzebub incarnate. It was That Ram !

Mr. Podger gasped and essayed a sickly smile. The moisture

came out on Mr. Podger's forehead. Then an overmastering sick

ness welled up in a strong tide from the bottom of the soul of

Podger aud he trembled as one struck with palsy. A great

desire was in him to be seated upon something—anything—so

that he might meet his death in the only dignified posture a fat

man may assume. But the eyes of that Ram held him. They
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seemed to be searching him for a suitable point of attack. They

twinkled viciously, wavered—and then settled definitely upon the

nether rotundity of Mr. Podger's person. Decidedly it was the

time for flight, immediate and unconditional. Mr. Podger fled !

That Ram took a step toward him and Mr. Podger increased

his stride. That Ram began to trot, Mr. Podger sprinted. That

Ram galloped. Mr. Podger took unto himself wings aud flew—

and the noise of his going made a great wind in his ears, which

was strangely mingled with the triumphant snorts of That Ram

and the thunderingmirth of his arch-enemy and neighbor, Dodger.

It was a good race. Dodger says so and Dodger saw. The

goal was the apple tree, the apple tree, and it looked like any

body's race till the finish, which is historical. For as Mr. Podger

reached with his hands for the lower branches of the tree, That

Ram reached Mr. Podger, and, that a prophecy might be fulfilled,

struck him directly athwart the coat-tails so that he was lifted

as a football off a practiced toe into the heights of his dearest

ambition, namely, the tree.

Mr. Podger gasped, shut his eyes and held on. Mr. Dodger lay

on the ground beyond the hedge and gave himself over to strong

laughter. His mirth reached Mr. Podger, as it reached the writer

—(who therewith climbed—and remained !—on a fence post to be

hold)—and the sound of that hated roar spurred Mr. Podger to

renewed consciousness. He put his head out of the foliage and

told Mr. Dodger that he was no gentleman, in words of one sylla
ble. Whereupon Mr. Dodger arose and directed a few remarks

to the chair, so to speak.
"
Goin' tew summon me, are ye ? Goin' tew sue, are ye ?

Cal'ate ye'll roost with the chickens till action's over. Looks

nice an' comfortable up there ! 'Tis comfortable, aint it Podger ?

Happy aint ye, Podger,—happy aint ye?"
Mr. Podger said several things which are seldom heard in good

society. Mr. Dodger wondered where a deacon could have ac

quired such a commandment-breaking vocabulary and prepared
for the further deliverance of his views on Podger, past, present,
and future.

"

Happy art comfortable, Podger, happy, art comfortable a-

roostin' there in your inaniable apple tree, aint ye ? Like apples,
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Podger, //£* apples? Studyin' 'em 'aint ye, Podger? Studin' 'em

—I reckon ! Reg'lar botanist, aint ye ? Eat an apple Podger—
eat one. Keep ye from apolexy ; Good fer your soul, Podger,

apples are,—eat one !" Here Mr. Dodger arose and extended his

arm like another Podger come to judgment.
"
Woe to the man

"

he began, with withering mockery,
"

Woe to the—woe to—
"

It may have been that the word was an
"

Open Sesame
"
to the

wrath of That Ram. It may have been that the just gods directed
a poetic justice to be visited upon the person of Dodger. It may

have been mere chance but whatever the cause, the fact remains

that in the midst of his mockery Mr. Dodger was transfixed by
the stare of two bright, wicked eyes which unwinkingly regarded
him from a gap in the hedge a little below Mr. Dodger—a very

little below. Whereat Mr. Dodger's world suddenly reversed it

self while many newly-discovered emotions began to play jig
tunes in his bosom. From a state of being master of the situa

tion Mr. Dodger felt himself precipitately hurled into a place of

great loneliness and utter discouragement. Life, thought Mr.

Dodger, was far from the beautiful thing it had seemed a moment

ago!
Then That Ram shook his head and stepped jauntily through

the gap. Mr. Dodger duplicated the performance of his more

portly neighbor, duplicated it with a fine attention to details ! For

even as had been the boosting of Podger into the tree so was the

boosting of Dodger, which is to say that neither gentleman would

be utterly careless of how he sat or what he sat upon for the next

two weeks.

And then it was, in that time of great stress and common mis

fortune, that Mr. Podger revealed a magnanimous soul and a sub

lime sympathy for the welfare of his neighbor. For as Mr. Pod

ger dangled, a hapless mark for the future attentions of That

Ram Mr. Podger suddenly put forth his hands upon the garments

of Dodger in the vicinity of a prominent patch, and strove mighti

ly upon them. Then the housewifely instincts of Mrs. Dodger

stood her spouse in good stead. For had his trousers been faul

ty in the mending thereof, there had been shame untold in the

house of Dodger and a great grief in the heart of Dodger, pere, for

that his pants had been rent asunder.
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"G-gosh" grunted Mr. Dodger. "Let up a leetle, will ye?

Can't ye see I'm hooked on a t-twig?"
Mr. Podger was still heaving manfully at it, but he ceased his

labors at the pain in Mr. Dodger's voice. Then using his foot as

a lever he pried his fellow sufferer off the incumbrance which

stayed his further progress upward, and gallantly waved him to a

seat, doing the honors with all the grace of the oldest inhabitant.

Mr. Dodger shook his head, sadly.
"
I reckon," he said, with infinite pathos,

"
I reckon I wont set,

thank 'e."

It was a delicate situation. Mr. Podger cleared his throat.

"

Life," he began philosophically, "Life is full o'-ups an' downs.

Today we are here, tomorrow we—er—we
—

"

Mr. Dodger cast a furtive eye on That Ram.

"

By the looks o' the critter, we'll be right yhere, today an' to

morrow an' the next day an' fer evermore, till death do us part,

Amen."

Mr. Podger made a gesture which he fondly trusted conveyed

the impression that his mind was supreme over matter ; that

he, figuratively and literally speaking, was above anything so

corporeal as mere sheep. He would be philosophical. He would

be stoical to the batterings of the gods. He would be sublime in

misfortune and great in unhappiness. He would be Job in an

apple tree.
" The shocks o' time shall not harrer us !

"

(This was good but

he could do better. He would show this long, lank, lazy, limerick

of a hayseed how a true gentleman should encounter the rever

sals of fortune.
"

Art, I say, art the hammerin's o' Fate shall

not disturb our eq'ilib'rum."
Mr. Dodger looked down at That Ram. The gaze of a dying

martyr was in his eyes and his shaking hands felt tenderly of the

injured portion of his anatomy.
"
Disturbed mine some" he sighed,

"
Disturbed it—some."

Mr. Podger discarded philosophy. A slight numbness had begun
to spread over his legs and back. One foot was frankly asleep. It

suddenly occurred to Mr. Podger that he was decidedly uncomfor

table. He looked stealthily about him, meditating flight. The

Ram had moved off some twenty paces and was calmly devouring
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Mrs. Podger's pet geranium bed. Mr. Podger thanked God for

the geraniums and descended to the next limb below.

Mr. Dodger watched him.

Mr. Podger felt the gaze of Dodger in the small of his back.

It was as though the eye of the universe was upon him. He must

be valorous. He must be brave. What was mutton, bestial, in-

sensiate mutton compared to man, his soul and higher intelli

gences? Mr. Podger broke off a large limb and took another

cautious step downward.

Mr. Dodger spoke.
"
Better not, Podger,—better not ! If you rile him he'll rut

up this yhere flowery refuge of ourn an' eat us fer greens. Dont

you rile him, Podger, dont you!"
Mr. Podger's faith in the higher intelligences of man was some

what shaken but his faith in his weapon still remained. Grasp

ing it firmly, he wrapped his little fat legs about the trunk of the

tree and prepared to descend.

The noise of his preparations reached That Ram who forthwith

deserted the geraniums and returned to the seat of action as it ap

peared in the person of the descending Podger. Mr. Podger ex

perienced a sudden reversal of intentions. He began to ascend,
with what of dignity he could summon under the circumstances.

That Ram charged. Mr. Podger 'shinnied' frantically. That

Ram struck the tree trunk a resounding
"
Thawk

"
some two feet

under Mr. Podger's laboring toes. Mr. Podger dropped back an

inch. Again he struggled up. Again the Ram charged and

struck. The tree trembled, root and twig—Mr. Podger prayed.
Then Mr. Dodger, remembering the old adage concerning one

good turn, caught his tree-mate by the collar of his coat and hove

him back into safety. Mr. Podger, his lips still composed for

prayer, wrung his enemy's hand again and again and resumed his

old perch with great thanksgiving. It seemed so home-like in

the apple tree, so domestically secure. It was as though he had

just returned from a hazardous journey amongst unkind peoples
to be welcomed home by his friend Dodger, (Dear old Dodger !)
He wanted to express himself in soulful language. He wanted

to sing
—but refrained from fear of offending

"
InsensiateMutton

"

who was serenely eating Mr. Podger's erstwhile weapon of attack.
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The grating voice of Dodger broke in upon his silent soliloquy.

"If," said Mr. Dodger, as one advancing a doubtful theory, "If

them Geraniums do give him indigestion, how long, Podger, how

long do you cal'ate it '11 be afore that critter dies ?"

To seek Mr. Podger's opinion was to inoculate him with wisdom !

"
I cal'ate," replied that worthy, weightily,

"
I cal'ate they

wort t give him indigestion, but if they do, Dodger, if they do, it

'11 be a week anyways afore he teetotally
—ahem—expires !"

"
An' meanwhiles—?

"
hinted Mr. Dodger, darkly.

Mr. Podger aroused himself to thought.
"
We gotta ^^tice that critter away somehow. The mere dis-

play o' force—er—does not seem to gain our—er—point. We

must out—wit 'im, Dodger. We must em^ioy sich powers as

Gawd has give us beyond them he gives sheep to manoeuver that

there Ram-critter outen our imijite presence !"

"
You kin do the inticin'u' said Mr. Dodger, firmly.

"
I'll jest

wait."

Mr. Podger looked his scorn.

"
I will descend alone," he said. "You kin chuck apples at

him to divert his attention—while I—er—am—deploying my

forces agin 'im.

It was almost malicious but—

"The inaniable apples? asked Mr. Dodger, wonderingly
"
I

thought you was a goin' ter sell 'em standin' "

" That's so,' replied Mr. Podger, stiffly.
"

My law'er is comin'
" Oh my Gawd !—broke off Mr. Podger, wildly, tugging at his

watch,
"

My law'er is due yhere in jest about five minutes. He's

an old man, Dodger, an old man—Mr. Smudge, the Justice 'o

the Peace—an' if he encounters That Ram comin' casual-like in

to your premises—Oh my Gawd !
"

Mr. Podger rocked on his limb with anxiety. Then he

straightened up. "I gotta warn 'im, Dodger," he whispered
solemnly. Mr. Dodger was properly sympathetic as to finding
a way of keeping the lawyer off his premises.
"
Call to the house," he suggested, "an' tell them to flag 'im

afore he gets into range."
Mr. Podger insisted upon shaking hands again.
"Dodger, you do break out with a good idee, now an' then."
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Twisting cautiously about, he raised one hand to his mouth and

hailed the house.

"

Loretty—Hey, Loretty,—(Loretty was the twenty year old

daughter of the house. It was said that before the feud broke out

she had been seen
"

walking out
"
with young Jim Dodger. But

more of that anon.) Mr. Podger lifted his voice another notch.
"

Lorett-y-y-y !
"
The noise of Mr. Podger's hailing died in a

wail of echoes, and dying, bore fruit. Forth from the house sped

Loretty and—Horrors of Horrors !—instead of waiting calmly on

the back stoop to learn the purpose of her sire's hail she plunged

straight toward the tree ! For the pent-up misery of his fate had

found vent in Mr. Podger's voice and Loretty sensed disaster from

afar. Therefore she sped, shrieking, directly into the jaws of death,
as it were, and, to further attest the humour of the gods, over her

left arm there hung, lightly swinging, a basket of eggs !

{Concluded in the next issue.)

Translation of Becquer's Rima No. XIII.

Your eye is blue ; and when anon you smile,

Its gentle light recalls to me the while,

The trembling gleam when waves flash back the light,

As dawn takes place of night.

Your eye is blue ; and when you chance to weep,

Your tears, transparent on its azure deep,

Are drops of dew, when evening fall has wet

A tender violet.

Your eye is blue ; if in its depth it seems

That, as a ray of light, some fancy gleams :

'Tis like a star that's lost in evening sky

'Midst others passing by.

J. S. Fassett, Jr., '12.



A Student Council.

Lewis Henry, '09.

Although only without the portals of Cornell undergraduate

life for the exceedingly short space of three months, it is with

considerable diffidence that I venture once more to thrust in my

word concerning one of those numerous problems of student life

by which an undergraduate feels at times so sorely beset. For

taken at large these matters are for undergraduate attention,

and should be more or less free from outside interference, so that

by wrestling with them the active student body may attain the

greatest good for themselves and through the consequent use of

their best efforts, the most lasting good for their Alma Mater.

However I must beg indulgence for two reasons, first, that in

my own opinion and that of several others, the subject, considered

but not brought to any consummation by the class of 1909, is of

sufficient importance to justify its being handed down to the class

of 1910, for less consideration with a short resume of the

arguments pro and con developed in last year's discussion, and

secondly, for the lesser reason that after all I am only keeping a

promise made to the editors of the Era last spring for future per

formance, in lieu of an article at that untimely period of a senior's

career.

Without further ado, then, my subject is that of a Student

Council, a body to act as a go-between for students and faculty ;

to assume duties of an authoritative or advisory nature, as may

seem fitting as the scheme develops.
The impetus which led me to bring up the subject in the Cor

nell Sun last spring, with the idea of the establishment of such a

system, may be said to have come from two sources, and both

must command respect at the outset. Dean Crane in his report
to the President, embodied in the President's Report of last year,
stated his belief in the value of such a council. Secondly, I have
learned through personal conversation, with men in a position to

know, of the success already attained by similar councils in

Princeton, Harvard, and other of the large universities where it

has been in force for some time, and even at Yale, though at the

last named college it was adopted only last spring.

s
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The recommendation of Dean Crane, may be fairly regarded as

a semi-official request on the part of the faculty for a limited body
of responsible, representative students, whom they may meet for

the consideration of certain propositions. If I mistake not, Dean

Crane went further and said that some such suggestion would be

made to the students officially. It may be, though I believe it is

not explicitly stated, that his idea was to use such a student or

ganization wholly for the purpose of reforming student conduct

proper (or perhaps improper), which would be an excellent thing
to undertake, but to which it does not seem necessary to restrict

a committee, if once formed. Indeed, it may well be that a stu

dent committee for moral reforms only would be discredited at the

outset, unless it won respect by authoritative acts in other direc

tions, for the idea of " reform
"
has unquestionably come to a state,

where its mere mention arouses scorn and ridicule, which would

be sufficient to render any council most ineffective.

But what is to my mind, the strongest argument in favor of

the formation of a Student Council is the fact that it is recom

mended to us from the experience of our sister universities. Cor

nell is young, but it would be a mistake if in the arrogance of

her
"

husky
"

youth, she should refuse to take something that has

been tried and not found wanting at these other institutions where

the problems are essentially the same, to a large degree.
From lack of time, I have ascertained little concerning the

specific powers and duties of the councils in the different colleges

except to know that they are of great variety. The size of the

councils and the methods of choosing their members are also of

numerous kinds. Both of these are important points that ought
to be looked into carefully in case the project is undertaken at

Cornell, for the greatest care will be necessary in choosing the

ways and means most suited for our situation.

One of the main objections raised last year was that there was

no call for such a council, in other words that there was nothing
for it to do. This objection alone obstructed matters sufficiently

so that when an occasion arose immediately thereafter when such

a council would have been invaluable, the students were at a loss.

I refer to the proposed calendar change, to which the under

graduates should have had some method of expressing their vital
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objections in a dignified, fitting manner, instead of the hap-hazard

petitions. More or less inflammatory posters were off the press

on that occasion and would have been utilized had the faculty

been more determined in securing trustee adoption of the scheme

they recommended. The abolishing of the freshmen banquet a

few years ago and the abolishing of the fall rush are other ex

ceptionally prominent instances where much ill-feeling between

students and faculty would have been avoided, had the students

had some method of officially presenting their objections and

suggesting compromises.
An objection to the council of more weight, I believe, is that

regarding the none too sane political atmosphere of Cornell un-

graduate affairs. It is urged with considerable force that as too

often in the past, the lust for
"
student honors

"
will bring men

into the field for election to this council, who are more dis

tinguished for muscle and popularity, than for any great amount

of gray matter. The fraternity cliques might also mix in the

game, with a selfishness that is becoming far too notable. On

account of these two elements, Cornell might have a Student

Council lacking in both ability, and the power to command re

spect, either of which would make it worse than useless.

These are grave dangers to the project and should be set forth

clearly if the matter is to be carried through, for by proper

publicity they might be avoided, as the only hope for their elimi-
ation lies in an appeal to the common sense and real college spirit
of the undergraduate body. And after all, I believe that that

may be trusted.

So here is the proposition—A Student Council—to be or not

to be. It is a proposition with faculty sympathy ; it has the un

qualified endorsement of both undergraduates and faculty else

where ; a natural conservatism due to the shortness of the time al

lowed for consideration of the scheme at the end of last year, was

all, I believe, that prevented its adoption by the class of 1909.
What will the class of 1910 do with it?



The Navy— 1909.

Henry J. Kimball 'n—Coxswain 1909 Varsity.

♦flf T is sometimes said that the average undergraduate at Cor-

II nell does not take an interest in its navy. However, any-

|| one who saw the Harvard regatta on Cayuga last De

coration Day or the Poughkeepsie races on the Hudson

in July knows that this is not true. That the students do not

come down to the boat house to see the crews go out is not from

lack of interest, but rather from lack of opportunity to see the

work after they get there as the crews soon swing out of sight
around the bend. So it is that the crews are trained in an iso

lated sort of way free from all criticism except that of the coaches.

And yet when they practice, there are no enthusiastic spectators

to cheer them on although their period of training is as long as,

and more severe than, that of any other athletic team in the uni

versity.

Work started on the machines in the gymnasium last year

directly after Christmas vacation, and on Washington's birthday

the gigs were first taken out on the inlet, although it was filled

with floating ice. All through March, the men worked during

the bitter cold weather. The water splashed on the oar-locks

and froze there and many times ice would form on the shells before

they could be dried. There was no pleasure in all this ; nothing

but a hard, steady grind six times a week ; yet there was little or

no complaining on the part of the men.

Easter vacation meant only double work. Training table was

started and twice a day we rowed on the inlet until the ice in the

lake broke up.

All through April and May practice continued, with a slight

break and a certain amount of excitement when the Junior Varsi

ty went to Philadelphia, broke the record, and returned to row-

Harvard a week later, the entire Junior crew making the varsity.

The story of the Harvard regatta needs no re-telling. The

Cornell crews rowed up to McKinney's, landed their shells in the

cold lake water up to their knees and waited about two hours for

the start. The Boston men were first at the mark, being brought
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up in the launch. Cornell, at the referee's whistle, paddled up to

the start, clad in old Jerseys that have been around the boat house

for years. The result of this race was the same as the American

Henley, Cornell being victorious in both events. Not a small

proportion of the men went up the hill after the race to cram for

finals the next day.

When examinations were over, the whole squad left for

Poughkeepsie
—freshmen, varsity four, and varsity eight, with

four substitute oarsmen. The training at the "Oaks" was much

more strict, of course, than in Ithaca. Except for a few walks

in the country back of the quarters, taken by the squad in a body,
the men were not allowed to leave the grounds. At seven in the

morning, everyone was up for breakfast, which was at seven-

fifteen. Cards, reading, and printing photographs filled up the

spare time until the crews were taken out for morning practice at

ten o'clock. The morning row, although usually not so long and

strenuous, was harder on the men than the afternoon practice on

account of the heat of the sun.

At five o'clock the crew were all out again and races and time

trials were in order. After dinner in the evening, was the best

time of the day. The men sat on the lawn watching the river

boats and time trials of Columbia and Syracuse, who often rowed

late. There was much criticism but also respect for our opponents
as they swept down the river. At nine, or half past, everyone
had to be in bed.

For three weeks this daily routine was kept up. It grew some

what monotonous but thanks to Manager McCormick's efforts we
we had more diversion than most crews have while at Poughkeepsie.
One evening the Orpheus Club of Poughkeepsie visited us at the

quarters and gave us a fine evening's entertainment. The first

Sunday we were there we all went out on the trolley line from

Highland to New Paltz and a week later, Mr. Van Cleef, an old
Cornell man, and Mrs. Van Cleef invited the Columbia men and
our squad up to their country home about two miles north of

Poughkeepsie on the shore of the Hudson. We were entertained

by ten or twelve young ladies from Poughkeepsie.
As race day approached, excitement grew and interest was re

newed. Everybody could see the end of the long period of train-
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ing and everyone was anxious for the supreme effort for which so

much time, energy and patience had been spent. The night be

fore the race, the yachts and gunboats anchored near the finish,
and their lights made a pretty sight. As we sat there in front of

the quarters, we got the news that Harvard had made a clean

sweep over Yale. We were happy for that, because it meant that
if we won the varsity eight the next day, Cornell would be the

undisputed intercollegiate champions of 1909.

July second came in as fine a day as could be wished. The

water was a little rough but not bad. Yachts, launches and small
boats of all kinds were on the river. It was early when the

crowds from Poughkeepsie began to come across, and to accom

modate the increased traffic an extra ferry boat had been sent up

from New York. As race day is one of the events of the year at
"

Poughkeepsie the crowds from across are enormous.

That morning we rowed our boats up the river. The freshman

and four left their shells at Pennsylvania's boat-house and the

varsity eight at Columbia's boat-house. A tug took us back to

the
"
Oaks." After a light lunch we had nothing to do but watch

the crowds which, by this time lined the banks. Among them

were old Cornell men, former crew men, and undergraduates.

Everywhere was color. Syracuse banners predominated but Cor

nellian and White was also well represented. After we had left

the varsity four and the freshmen at Pennsylvania's boat-house,
we saw no more of their part in the day's victories. From Col

umbia's house-boat, we could just barely see the flash of their

oars at the start and knew they were off but by telephone we

knew everything that was happening. Nothing ever sounded so

good to us as the news we received. During the four-oared race,

as the man at the telephone announced
"
Cornell ahead at the

mile,"
" Cornell finishes first,"

"
Cornell breaks the record," we

could have given a long one if we had not been in Columbia's

quarters. Undoubtedly it was as good a four as ever rowed on

the Hudson. All records on the Highland-Poughkeepsie course

now belong to Cornell, the four-oared record being the only one

we did not hold.

The second race was for freshman eights. Our freshmen went

out and repeated the performance of the four, although they were
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hard pushed every inch. Meanwhile the Cornell section of the

observation train had gone wild with excitement and enthusiasm,

and when the varsity eight rowed up to the start, yell after yell

rang out. This race was close, Cornell winning by fifty-five feet

over Columbia, with Syracuse third.

On July second, closed one of the most successful seasons that

the Cornell Navy has ever seen. All together, there were six

races and all of them victories. Half of these established records.

Such a showing only reminds us again that we have for a coach,
a man who has no equal in the country, Charles E. Courtney.

A Triple Victory.

(A Cornell Song.)

Cornellians, raise on high once more

Your joyful ringing voices now,

Cayuga' s vale and wooded shore

With old Cornell rejoices now.
For thrice the brazen horn to-day

The tell-tale four-fold blast has blown,
And thrice the hills for miles awav

Resounded far
' '

Cornell has won !
' '

Chorus.

Cornellians all. give lustily

A rousing ripping old time veil.

It's hands all 'round, with one, two, three

Cornell, I yell, yell, yell, Cornell !

II.

First give a hearty Cornell cheer

For those good friends, our gallant foes,
Whose gliding shells pressed hard and near
From blithesome start to fearful close ;
As sportsmen keen and tried and true

We sing their praise and wish them well

But may their proudest, swiftest crew.
Ne'er take the lead from our Cornell.
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Chorus.

For friendly foes give lustily
A rousing, ripping, old time yell.
It's hands etc., etc.

III.

And next for silent Courtney now,

The peerless coach, our praises ring,
Who taught our crews from stroke to bow

That rhythmic, graceful, deadly swing,
Whose pride, amid exulting cries

For victories gained and laurels won,
Is only by his shining eyes

With deep half-hidden fires made known.

Chorus.

For Courtney staunch give lustily
A rousing, ripping, old-time yell,
It's hands etc., etc.

IV.

Now whoop it for the boys who wore

Our loved carnelian-red and white,

The gallant twenty-two or more

Who own old Hudson's shores to-night ;

And when the crews return to town

We'll set them up a good square meal,

Without incurring Courtney's frown

Or bringing down the hand of steel.

Chorus.

For each proud name give lustily

A rousing, ripping, old time yell,

It's hands all 'round, with one, two, three,

Cornell I yell, yell, yell, Cornell !



A Chain of Events.

Goldwin Smith.

HFEW
lines, Mr.- Editor, from* the old occupant of Cor

nell's Chair of History. Might not the historian do a

little more to enable us to trace connections in a chain

of great events ? The other day our Governor General

of Canada celebrated at Quebec the transfer, byWolfe's victory, of

French Canada to the British Crown. The battle of the Heights
of Abraham was fought and won specially to relieve the English
colonists on this continent of fear of France. This it effectually
did. But as a shrewd Frenchman remarked at the time, it not less

effectually relieved them of the fear of the British Crown ; while

the New England colonies, at all events, were evidently republican
in temper. On the first provocation, on an occasion hardly ade

quate in importance, not such at all events as to call for rupture
violent and without appeal, that which was virtually republican
ism in New England sprang to arms against British rule. There

ensued a fratricidal war between the two branches of the English
race, with political effects, evil, certainly, on the side of England,
and perhaps not wholly good on the side of the United States ; for

the foundation of institutions ought, if possible, to be passionless.
To avenge herself for the loss of Quebec, France plunged into the
war. Up to that time the state of her finances, though bad, had
not been irretrievable. A finance minister such as Turgot had

he been allowed a free hand, might have restored the balance •

while the leadership in economical reform of a general kind was

being taken up by La Rouchefoucault. National bankruptcy forced
an appeal to the States General, followed by the Revolution

with all the evils which the vast outbreak of revolutionary de

lirium and violence has brought and is still bringing on the

world. We hardly remember how much European rulers of the
better kind were doing in the way of improvement before the
volcanic eruption in France.

Presently came another war between the two branches of the

English race, Henry Clay carrying the United States into the

camp of the conqueror and despot against whom England and

Russia, strangely allied perhaps but still the only hope for the
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independence of nations, were making a last stand. I cannot feel

altogether sorry that out of the war made by Clay came Jackson,
with death to Clay's ambition. Had Napoleon finally triumphed
in Europe, he might perhaps not have ended there. His eye might
have been turned to Louisiana, which he, when his fortunes were

but rising, had made over, not willingly we may be sure, to the

United States. Thirsting still for conquest he might have looked

across the Atlantic. When the American colonies broke with the

mother-country, the abolition of slavery by the British Legisla
ture was apparently at hand. The movement had been success

fully started in England, and the younger Pitt and Wilberforce were

at the door. Pitt was a strong abolitionist in his youth, though
his zeal for abolition was afterwards chilled by recoil from revo

lution. War with the colonies and then with the French Revo

lution damped the philanthropic impulse. Slavery had time to

take firm root in the United States, and as consequences, after a

long train of mischief, political and social, there came the war

between North and South, leaving behind it a problem which

looks almost desperate at the present hour. We are not even yet

absolutely quit of the train of unhappy results. In Canada we

have still a set tracing its political descent from the United

Empire Loyalists and nursing the tradition of hostility to the

United States. That sentiment will not ultimately prevail.

Victory will rest with the opposite sentiment, so plainly inspired
as it now is, perhaps not only by community of blood and

language, which already has in fact produced social fusion, and

by the interchange of products between the northern and southern

regions of this continent, but by the necessity of protecting this

continent, our common abode, against the rise of aggressive

powers on the other side of the Pacific.

There is no fatalism in this. There was nothing to prevent

England and France, if they could not help fighting each other,

from neutralizing their transatlantic possessions, as it seems they

were once inclined to do. There was nothing to prevent the

French Court from following the financial advice of Turgot or

the economical guidance of La Rouchefoucault. But this train

of events in its connections seems clear, and not unworthy of

remark.



Grover Cleveland.

Goldwin Smith.

T is pleasant to all that a monument is to be erected to

the memory of Gover Cleveland. For glory won by daz

zling achievements, homage is always easily obtained. But

that which claims our homage in the case of Grover Cleve

land is public duty, with nothing dazzling about it, precisely, faith

fully and, despite all opposition and detraction, unswervingly per

formed. Some years ago I was at Princeton for the reopening of

the University. The ceremony was followed by a public meeting
in a large hall filled by an audience partly academical, but princi

pally general, to hear an address on general politics from Grover

Cleveland. The address was written ; it was wise rather than

striking; it was not well delivered. But the feeling of the meet

ing for the man could not be mistaken. Heartfelt homage was

evidently being paid to one regarded as an embodiment of public

spirit, integrity, and wisdom. There could not be a happier
omen for the state.

English Prize Poetry Contest.

The Era desires to call attention to the twenty-five dollar prize
for original poetry offered by the English Club to the under

graduates of the University. The prize was originally offered

last year, but as only a few manuscripts were submitted it has

been decided to extend the offer until after the Christmas vaca

tion. At that time both the last year's manuscripts and new ones

will be judged, and the prize awarded.

The rules of the contest are : The poem or poems submitted by
a contestant may be of any length. The English Club and board
of editors of the Cornell Era reserve the right to publish in the
columns of the Era any or all manuscripts submitted. Manu

scripts should be mailed to the secretary of the English Club not
later than January 3.

Manuscripts must be typewritten and signed in typewriting
with a pseudonym. This pseudonym shall also appear upon a

sealed envelope accompanying the manuscript, and containing the
real name of the author.

The poems shall be judged by a committee chosen by the offi
cers of the English Club and approved by the board of editors of
the CorneIvL Era.

ir



Scholarship versus Student Activities.

C. A. Carroll, 'io.

HE growth of the so-called student activities at the ex

penseof scholarship in our colleges has been widely dis

cussed by the American press. Many College presidents
in their Commencement speeches last Spring made

this subject their text. President Wilson of Princeton, as will be

remembered, made a sensational speech in which he denounced

these student activities as " side shows
"
which had "

swallowed

up the circus." President Lowell's speech was more conservative,
and he placed much of the blame for the low standard in scholar

ship upon the lack of competition, due to the elective system,
and upon the lack of tangible rewards for intellectual attainment.

Many other educators have expressed their opinions on the sub

ject, the question has been taken up by the undergraduate papers
in several of the colleges, and discussed with more or less bias.

Now that President Schurman, in his opening address has sounded
the note of warning in our own University, it is time that the un

dergraduates express their opinion of the condition of affairs, for

though an undergraduate may be ignorant of the service of educa

tion, some of his observations and opinions may have a value of

their own.

The trouble with a great deal of the discussion thus far, has

been that the complainers have been satisfied with complaint.
As I see it, no possible good can be derived from railing against
the student's lack of interest in scholarship, or against his ex

aggerated interest in the "side shows." We must seek to as

certain the causes of this lack of interest and exaggerated interest

and try to remove them.

Let us examine conditions at Cornell. The criticism of the

low standard of scholarship applies mainly to the arts college, for

the other schools are technical schools in which the standard is

high for the most part, and in which the courses are utilitarian

and the question of love of scholarship does not enter. But right
here we find one cause for the lack of general interest in intel

lectual matters outside of the class room which only needs com-

v
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ment. In a house where the arts students are in a university, the

general discussion of an intellectual problem will often not be

tolerated, although of course many engineers are more interested

in things of the mind than many arts students. However, let us

confine ourselves to the arts college for it ought to be able to stand

upon its own legs, bearing in mind that the number of engineers

exerts an influence on the general intellectual atmosphere.

In our College of Arts and Sciences, I believe there is more

actual study done than in the same department of the older in

stitutions, and this is largely due to the "bust" system and the

character of our students. At the same time it cannot be denied

that we have as large a number of idlers, who consider the

curriculum a sort of necessary evil accompaniment to the various

pleasures of college life. Then, too, I think it is true that the

student interest inclines towards athletics and
" student activity

"

honors, rather than towards scholarship, that the usual under

graduate conversation does not turn upon matters of the intellect,

in short that we have the native lack of interest in intellectual

things, which seems to be characteristic of the American college.

H. Jones, a Princeton undergraduate, writing for the Nation last

May, stated that no intellectual atmosphere can be created in a

university until the students cease to value football more than

scholarship. This is undoubtedly true, but the questions to be

solved are first, why do they value football more, and second,

how can they be made to value scholarship more. President

Lowell's answer to the first question, that lack of competition in

scholarship has brought study into disrepute, is partly true, no

doubt. The elective system is to blame for that, but he does not

advocate its abolition, in fact the general tendency of educators

seems to sanction the elective system. President Lowell's answer

to the second question, that is, furnish incentives to study in the

shape of more scholarship prizes seems to me inadequate. While

such a system might raise the standard in terms of percentages,

it would do almost nothing towards creating the intellectual

atmosphere so much talked about. The mass of our students

consider the gaining of a scholarship prize as nothing compared
to making a team, and to be elected to Phi Beta Kappa seems to

be something of a disgrace. It is rather difficult to understand
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how interest in scholarship for its own sake can be produced by

encouraging interest in scholarship for renumerations sake. Let

us try to ascertain first where in our own College lies the blame

for the presence of the idler, and second, where lies the blame for

the general lack of interest in scholarship.
It seems to me that most of the ultimate blame for the presence

of the idler, must rest with the professor who gives a
" cinch

course." For as a writer in the Yale Courant points out, the idle

sons of the rich who go to college for its supposed social benefits,
do not want to work, their parents do not care whether they work

or not, and it leaves the question up to the teacher. It is worth

while to quote an extract from that article: "The cold truth, as

everyone familiar with the facts can testify, is that many of our

colleges are honey-combed with soft courses. We could, were this

the place, print a list of the very men, who at Harvard, Yale and

elsewhere, run the big elective courses, crowded with loafers from

the gold coasts." I quote this because it applies to Cornell as

well as to the rest. Many arts courses, from their very nature,

require much less concentrated work than technical courses. The

danger, I think, arises from the possibility of a student filling his

program with lecture courses, in which the professor is a sort of

machine that grinds out information, and the student a receptacle

that puts it away with no effort of the mind. This of course is

one of the dangers of an elective system, but could be corrected

I think without entirely abolishing the system which appears to

have many advantages. In general, I believe that those courses

which impart verbal information and nothing more are almost

useless, both from the point of view of culture and training. That

is a question to be decided by the educators. But it does not take

an educator to see that some of our courses, are popular merely

because they are easy. The professor who wilfully gives a
" cinch

course
"
to attract students injures the University more than all

the idlers, for he encourages idling and gives it the stamp of ap

proval.
So much for the presence of the idlers. Who or what, now is

to blame for the lack of interest in scholarship ? There is another

type of professor who goes to the other extreme and makes of a

course that ought to be an interesting pleasure, an irksome grind.
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We at Cornell have some professors of this type, and on them

must fall a large share of the blame for the lack of interest in

things of the intellect and the soul. To determiue the purpose of

an arts course, is, I suppose, a difficult problem. But it is cer

tainly in part, to train the intellect on the one hand, to increase

one's capacity for enjoying intellectual things, sharpen one's ap

preciation of beauty on the other. Sometimes the two go hand in

hand. At any rate the study of the humanities must have at

least the latter aim. Therefore, it seems to me that a professor

who makes the study of one of the humanities an irksome task,

instead of an agreeable pleasure, does if anything more harm than

the
"
cinch course

"

professor. For he is defeating the very purpose

of the course, and teaching the student to dislike the things he

ought to cherish.

It may be objected that there is some difficulty in making a

course neither a
"
cinch course

"
nor an irksome one from the

students' point of view. I do not believe that, for a cursory

examination will convince anybody that the classes filled with

the earnest students, are those which are interesting and not easy.

At any rate, my point is that some courses, whose primary aim

should be to develop the appreciative faculties, do not fulfil that

function, and that some other courses, the "cinch courses," neither

train the mind nor develop the faculty of appreciation. Both

these classes of courses, most arts students will recognize without

the mention of any names. The other kind of courses they will

recognize too, for many of our professors, indeed, most of them,

manage to avoid both of these evil extremes, and their courses

are those that the student will look back to with pleasure, and

some slight feeling of satisfaction. The point is that as long as

the " cinch course
"
remains with us, the prospective idler will

find it. As long as the dead, uninteresting course remains with

us, so many men each year will have their native enthusiasm

dampened ; those which had no native enthusiasm will probably
be cut off from the possibility of developing it ; and the tendency
towards a lack of interest in the higher things will be encouraged.
And now, why all this discussion ? Simply to show that it is

useless to harangue against the side shows for swallowing up the

circus. Look rather to the main tent. There must be some-
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thing the matter with the show there, or the side shows would

not draw all of the crowd. Improve the main show and leave the

side shows alone. As I see it, scholarship will never be restored

to its place of honor by the abolition of the student activities,
athletics, journalism, dramatics and what not. No more will it

be restored by laws aiming to regulate the activities. The re

form has to come from within. The students have to be made to

see the importance of the studies. It is natural and healthful

that they should consider sports important, it is natural that they
should consider success in the other fields of student activity im

portant, for success in these fields produces immediate results;
and as things are at present the hero in these fields appears to be

as much of a hero to the faculty as to the student body. If the

students are shown by a wise and sympathetic faculty, that attain

ment in scholarship is really the more important, brings more

lasting happiness, does more lasting good ; if the faculty really
comes to feel that this is true, then the students will come to con

sider success in this field important, and the other things will

take the secondary place they should occupy.

A wise and sympathetic faculty ? That word suggests another

way in which the earnest professor may greatly aid his students

—that is by cultivating their friendship. In fact this friendship
between the professor and student is almost a necessity, if the

student is to get any real good from a course—especially in a

course in the humanities,—for without it neither can ever learn

the other's inner thoughts and ideals. It matters not whether

they get acquainted within the class room or without, so long as

each learns to know something of the other's real self. In addi

tion to this necessity of friendship for the sake of affective teach

ing, there is another very good agreement for a closer union of

professor and teacher. In a college as large as ours, as things are

at present, if a student craves social recognition, he must com

pete in some one of the student activities, and as a matter of fact,

he must begin to compete as soon as he enters our college. This

is because the social side of the university is bound up in these

student activities. If now, the professors made a point of gather

ing around them coteries of students, especially interested in their

particular study, if the social life, in the university could be made
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to go hand in hand with the intellectual life, the side shows
would

lose much of their importance. These are two good reasons why

professors and students should know each other personally.

Every year, President Schurman, urges
the freshmen to become

acquainted with their professors. As a matter of fact, this is im

possible—the professor must make
the first advance. And how

many do? A number, but not enough. And then there is much

apparent friendship, which, while
it may be diverting is of little

value. I mean that some professors are considered by
the students

"

good fellows
" because they step down to the students'

intellectual

level so as to
" be solid," talk the typical student talk about

student activities ; in other words that in order to "stand pat
"

with the student body, they cover up their own personalities.

Such insincerity can do no good in the long run, instead of elevat

ing the student, it demoralizes the professor. I do not mean of

course that all talk about student activities is insincere ; much of

it may be and undoubtedly is sincere and helpful. But there is a

type of professor who habitually descends to the student level,

and regales his student acquaintances with talk calculated to

" make a hit." President Jordan of California University, in an

article on
" Standards of the University," puts it much better than

I can.
" The professors should know their students not for the

men they are, but for the men they ought to be. It serves no

great end for the professors to gather in the men for purely social

purposes, nor for the purpose
of ingratiating themselves by baby

talk on football and track possibilities. It is no part of the pro

fessor's duty to coax or court student popularity. Smokers and

afternoon teas count for nothing unless there is an ulterior pur

pose to make them worth while. To drink from the same beer

keg when there is no common uplift or common effort, does not

tend towards warmer friendships or higher standards." Many of

our professors measure well up to the high standard set by Presi

dent Jordan, and will prove of lasting inspiration to those who

are fortunate enough to know them, some are acquainted with

the students in the superficial way indicated. When all of them

can become friends of their students as President Jordan puts it,

aptly using Stevenson's phrase, then scholarship and friendship
will go hand in hand, an ideal state of affairs, students will find
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their social diversions a part of their intellectual improvement,
and scholarship will no longer have to compete with the various

student activities for the honor which is its due. The main tent

will again draw back its crowds, and the side-shows will carry on

their business without interfering with the audiences that throng
the big show. The amount of good an earnest professor can ac

complish by learning to know his students, and encouraging their

efforts is unlimited.

All these are just the opinions of an undergraduate, and some

may be prejudiced. The educators who have complained, appear
for the most part to blame the low standard of scholarship upon

the imperviousness of the student to things of the intellect.

The blame for such a condition of affairs never lies with one side,

and from the undergraduate's point of view I have attempted to

show wherein the faculty may improve upon the present condition

of affairs. To sum, up then from that point of view. Let the

professors cease to give
" cinch courses ; the idle sons of the rich

will disappear. Let the professors make their courses interesting ;

the students will take an. interest in them, when now their inter

ests must run to other things. Let the professors become ac

quainted with their students ; the students will find their social

diversions in their studies.
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EDITORIAL

If we are to have a year of achievement, at Cornell, we must put

University work first. Only by so doing, can we best serve Cor

nell and ourselves. We best serve Cornell by hereby promoting
a high standard of scholarship, upon which,in

A Year the long run, the reputation and real worth
°

. .

of a university depend. We best serve our
Achievement

J x

selves, by hereby acquiring adequate preparation
for life, without which, our university course must be of necessity
more or less a failure.

If we are to have a year of achievement, at Cornell, we must not

decry activities. Activities enrich college life. They afford

temporary diversion from study, as necessary in well-ordered lives,
as continued application. Above all, they enable us to meet men

and to know men, knowledge without which education is narrow

and incomplete. Knowledge of men is not learned from books,
but from contact. Student activities afford means of contact.

Let us all then, engage in activities. They are varied enough to

suit our varied tastes. Let us row, run, and sing ; play football,
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debate, and act. Let us attend to that activity, for which we have

a peculiar bent.

Into both University work and activities, this year, let us carry
a spirit' of aggressiveness and fight. Let there be less laziness,
more life. University work in every college of the University is

suffering from pure laziness, and every student activity with

plenty of men of unquestionable ability, is suffering from a dearth

of men with push and life. Let us have less criticism of those

who do their best by those who do nothing at all, and more com

petition. Let us have less contentment with existing conditions ;.

contentment is stagnation ; dissatisfaction is improvement and

progress. Thus we may hope for a year of achievement.

The Cornell Dramatic Club, organized last year, to exploit the

field of serious English drama, is already at work on Henrik

Ibsen's " Pillars of Society" in view of a pro-
The Cornell

duction during the first week of December.
Dramatic

Chlb Only those who attended "
An Enemy of the

People
"
at the Lyceum last year, can appreciate

in advance the quality and stamp that this production will most

certainly have—given as it is by this club. Mr. Blanton, the

coach thoroughly understands the arts of his difficult work and

his endeavors will be aided by advice from Professor Schmidt, one

of the foremost authorities on Ibsen in America. The Era wishes

this new production the greatest artistic and financial success.

We remark, however, that Professor Sampson has founded a

long needed course in original playwriting this term. It is ex

tremely probable that no member of this course will reach the

proficiency, the first year, that will enable him to write a pro

ducible drama. But, a good play is very possible and no doubt

would be diligently worked toward if it were known that the

Cornell Dramatic Club would produce an original drama next

year, providing one were duly submitted that came up to its de

mands.

In Harvard University, Professor Baker of the English De

partment, and the Harvard Dramatic Club have in the past co-
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operated so much to their mutual advantage that not only
drama

suitable for the college stage has been produced but even accepta

ble professional work has been accomplished.
This should not be done any better in Harvard than in Cornell.

Why not investigate?

This autumn will witness the completion of Cornell's first dor

mitory for men. It has been erected upon the southwest corner of

the Campus with accommodations for forty. Its erection has

been made possible by the enterprise and gen-

First erosity of a progressive establishment of the

Dormitory
West. Its purpose is to educate engineers along

for Men.
x A

. ..

the peculiar lines needed in the advancement

of their business.

We welcome the advent of this first dormitory. We hope it

heralds the rapid approach of a new dormitory system at Cornell.

Its appearance, we believe, stimulates enquiry into present condi

tions in the University. Today, but one-fourth of the men in the

University reap the advantages, which arise from residence under

a common roof. They are the fraternity men. Today, the other

three-fourths must be fed and housed at private hands. From

year to' year the entering class grows larger, but during its

sojourn here of four years, its ever increasing majority loses the

inestimable social, educational, economic, and sanitary benefits of

student halls. There are halls for Oxford and Cambridge men}

even for the public school men of England. There are halls for

Princeton and Yale, for Pennsylvania and Harvard ; but there are

none to grace the Campus of Cornell, so admirably fitted for their

reception. The development by close contact,with a small body
of men, the enlargement of mind from a long standing acquain
tance with sympathetic and ambitious men, is lost at Cornell, to

the mass of the student body. The monopoly of prices, arising
from exclusive control of accommodations, must be paid because

there is no competition. The danger and annoyance of unwhole

some sanitation is daily present.

An epidemic of fever may sweep off precious lives and entail a

burden of debt not easily borne ; the trustees and faculty may re-
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solve for dormitories ; the students, in mass meeting assembled

may send forth an unanimous voice in their approval ; but the

fatal year of 1903 passes ; its lesson is lost, dormitories are not

built.

The failure to erect dormitories at Cornell is not to be charged
to an antipathy on the part of the University. The spirit is

present, but the purse fails ; Cornell* is none too well endowed.

In truth, it is not well enough endowed. If it were better en

dowed there would be more Professorships established, and better

equipment for education. If it were better endowed, the Campus
would be further beautified ; we would have a Gymnasium worthy
of the name, and dormitories to reduce the cost of living, and to

throw open to the enjoyment of the many privileges, which are

now the boon of the few.

Cornell dormitories, then, must await endowments, the en

dowments are invited from philanthropic citizens, awake to the

pressing needs of a university of higher learning. They have

been invited in times past. Year after year, there has been

little response. Yet a little while, and then, if philanthropy

fails, it must be the State. That seems a strange turn of fortune,

which made the existence of educational institutions in many

cases dependent upon the good humor of wealthy men. It would

seem, that, especially in a democracy whose existence depends

upon the high intelligence of its citizens, that the State would

safeguard education. Cornell is partly a State University to-day.

If by becoming a State University entirely ample endowments

would be insured, why would it not be better as a State Uni

versity ?

America is a democracy. The people rule. If our American

democracy is to endure, the American people must rule wisely.

To rule wisely they must understand public questions. Any

means, therefore, tending to enlighten the

Spirit people upon public questions, safeguards the

of the democracy. College debating aids in the train-

Nineties, ing of public speakers. Public speakers do

much to enlighten the people upon public

questions, College debating, then, tends to safeguard the demo

cracy.
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All men cannot be Public Speakers. But all college men should

be able and anxious to fully apply their education. An education

which cannot be applied is of little use. One way of applying

our education is by orally communicating ideas to others. The

drill of debating aids in the oral communication of ideas to others.

In speaking, there is no training like experience. There are

occasions when the Engineer, Architect and Doctor, as well as the

Professor and Lawyer, would benefit by an experience which en

abled him to express his ideas to others,
—to apply his education.

Debating trains by teaching one to think upon his own feet, to

detect fallacies in the arguments of others, and to marshal facts

seriously and forcibly. The time spent is not wasted. The facts

gained in research of public questions are useful throughout life.

For centuries, in English universities, and even up till now, in

American universities, the debating club has been the school of

men, who have risen to the highest eminence in the service of

their country. Fox and Gladstone, Evarts and Sumner, have

eulogized their college debate club.

The value of debating was once recognized at Cornell. There

was a time in the early nineties, when enthusiasm was keen and

widespread, when debaters were escorted to and from trains with

lively interest, when halls were crowded, excitement rife. But

the spirit of the nineties has waned. Student interest is less

keen. It has shifted to other things, no more worthy of support.

Cornell debating needs a revolution. We need to get back to

the spirit of the nineties. We need more of the spirit displayed

to-day in the sturdy universities of the West. There should be

more contests between class and class. It should be made

an Intercollege affair. Let a cup be established, let Sibley
debate Boardman, Stimson, Arts and Civil Engineering, Archi
tecture. Let competition for teams be sharp, and support solid.

In this revolution, let the entertaining class play a prominent

part. Gradually new interest will awaken. The awakened in

terest will bring to the front good men. Cornell teams will im

prove. The way will be opened for debates with Yale, Harvard,
and Princeton.
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Among us, there appears to be a prevailing notion that Military

Training is a joke, a waste of time, and the unfortunates in the

ranks, objects for condolence and pity. Its use is doubted. It is

loathed as drudgery. Withal, by the many, its

Anent abandonment, would be the occasion for exulta-

Military tion. This attitude of mind, we believe, is un-

Drill. worthy of the student body. This belittled

Military Training, we venture the opinion, is

of vast service to the individual and nation.

What of the individual ! Avails it nothing to learn routine, to

learn respect for authority, to acquire upright carriage and elastic

step, above all, to learn obedience. Avails it nothing, to learn the

machinery of armies, to learn something of the world's master

strategists ?

And what of the nation? Are the days of war over? Are the

sounds of musketry and the din of cannon, forever silenced in the

calm of peace? We believe not. In spite of our geographical

position, in spite of our isolation from the intrigues of Europe, our

love of peace, our navy, our boundless resources, we believe there

will be war. Human affairs are unstable. Nations are selfish.

In their zeal for progress, state clashes with state. The strong

bully the weak ; the weak try the power of the strong. The

Western world is fearfully changing. American interests will be

safeguarded. There will be war.

In America we prepare for war, not by a standing army, a stand

ing army saps national vitality, it gnaws like a canker into public

funds. It withdraws to unyielding pursuits, the productive energy
of men. It is the bane of Germany. Deep-seated in the Anglo-

Saxon mind, is antipathy for standing armies. Men have not for

gotten that Caesar grasped the supreme power of the state by an

army ; that the Praetorian guards sold Rome ; that the standing
armies of Europe transformed Medieval limited monarchies into

despotisms. Englishmen have not forgotten the anarchy of the

Commonwealth ; England's dislike for standing armies is deep ;

England's standing army is strictly amenable to law. The

Englishmen's prejudice has been transplanted to the New World.

To-day, a nation of eighty-five millions is guarded by an army

of eighty-thousand.
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We prepare for war, rather by cultivating the arts of peace.

Our strength lies rather in the high intelligence, the patriotism,

and the strength of American citizenship. For upwards of forty

years, land grant colleges have been sending forth thousands of

college men, with training in arms. Their military strength is

conserved to the Nation. It awaits the call to arms. Let it be

broader-minded, elevated to the dignity which it deserves. Let

Military Training be of earnestness and willingness. Let us drill

with the spirit characterising the universities of the west. Let

us bring to it cheerfulness. In Germany and Switzerland, every

man is a soldier. Every man must serve an apprenticeship in

arms. We are soldiers for less than twelve months. In general,
the University needs more patriotism, more of national interest.

We are Americans, as well as Cornellians. The chimes, it seems,

has no room for national airs. There is place for the latest rag

time, but the inspiring music of American History, is never heard.

In a university, preparing men for citizenship, it would seem

fitting that the chord of patriotism be often struck. A little more

national spirit would help to make military drill less of a grind.
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FATIMA
TURKISH

BLEND

ft 20 for 15 cts. *)

Victory. Big Bonfire. Every
body happy. Swelling hearts.

Glad-you're-alive feeling.
Contentment—and Fatima

Cigarettes.

The smoke that suits the occasion.

A perfect blend of Turkish tobacco

with a distinctively characteristic flavor

and aroma.

Mild and mellow— smooth

and satisfying.
THE AMERICAN TOBACCO CO.
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OLIVET*
TypeWrrter

Rented for the Year

or

Sold on Easy Payments

1

Try my Dollar Fountain Pen

before buying elsewhere.

Ribbons and Supplies for all makes ©f machines.

HOWARD L O'DANIEL,
ITHACA PHONE 11

Bell Phone 604. 205 East State Street.
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ANDRUS & CHURCH,

Booksellers, Stationers, Printers and Bookbinders,
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If you get it from us it's right."

| H. J. BOOL GO. | Buttrick & Frawley
\ Cabinet Makers
5
fi House Furnishers

Interior Decorators g

\ Picture Frame Makers \
9 Our guarantee with every piece. fl

Jj Factory at Forest Home

8 Store

CLOTHIERS and

FURNISHERS

Largest assortment Quality the best

SUITS, OVERCOATS,

RAINCOATS and TROUSERS

Tuxedo and Dress Suits for Sale

and to Rent.

9 Opp. Tomp. Co. Bank fi „8E. state st. ithaca, n.y.

FUDGE
The beautiful new booklet just
issued by theWalter Baker Co.

contains 1 0 different

recipes for making

FUDGE, and a

great number of

other choice recipes
for home-made can

dies, cakes, pies,

puddings, sauces,
etc.

Sent free to any

address.
Registered,
U.S. Pat. Off

Drop a postal card to

Walter Baker&Co.un,
DORCHESTER, MASS.

Stvdent Lavndry Agency
P. H. Corman, '10, N, G. Pope,

'

1 1

Agents for Hastings' Laundry

422 Eddy Street

Superior Quality Work.

Phones : Bell 676, Ithaca, 630.

Established 1842.

Producers of Distinctive Printing
and Engraving for discriminating

people. All work done on the

premier under the supervision of

experts.
Class Books.

We publish some of the largest
books, Lucky Bag U. S. Naval

Academy, Howitzer, U.S.Military
Academy, etc.

Our halftones aud color work

cannot be excelled

Correspondence solicited.

81. PlideiDi, pq.
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THE MAN WHO READS

IS THE MAN WHO LEADS

In these days of keen competion and care

ful preparation, the man who succeeds in

engineering must keep his knowledge right up
to the minute. He must follow all new devel

opments, all new methods and everything im

portant that takes place in his chosen field. He

must read the leading engineering journal that
relates to his line of work.

Your needs are metby one of thefollowing:

Electrical World Weekly $3.00 a year

The foremost electrical journal of the world. Covers the entire

electrical art and industry.

The Engineering Record Weekly $3.00 a year

The accepted authority on all matters relating to the construc

tion, operation, maintenance and management of electric railways.

Electric Railway Journal Weekly $3.00 a year

The leading civil engineering journal of America. Covers Muni

cipal Engineering, Industrial Engineering, Railway Civil Engineer

ing, Bridge and Structural Engineering, Power Plants, Heating and

Ventilation, Public Works, etc.

Special Rates to Stukents Sample copies on Request

McGraw Publishing Go.
239 W. 39th St.

NEW YORK
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Hotel MELBOURNE

Madison Avenue and 92d St.

NEW YORK CITY

One block from Fifth Avenue and Central Park

For Transient and Permanent Guests.

European and American Plans.

Unexcelled Cuisine and Cafe.

Room and Bath $1.50 per day and up.

Suites and Bath $2.50 per day and up.

Absolutely Fireproof boyce & hatfield

Look at ^mtfjl'S %X\ §$tm before buying

PICTURES, FRAMES, ETC.

3x5 East State
Street Ithaca, N. Y.

If you want Good Fitting

CLOTHES, we make them.

Large Assortment of

Woolens to select from.

L. C. BEMENT -- The Toggery Shops
Established - 1888.

Maker of Shirts to individual measures. Over 400 patterns for selection.

Hatter- Hosier
- Glover - Cravetter - Maker of Shirts that fit

Down Town—142 E. STATE On the Hill—404 EDDY

(_t) SHops
W factory
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New York Life

Insurance Co.

C. H. WEBSTER, Agent

Hotel Cumberland - NewYork
Southwest Corner Broadway, at 54th Street

Near 50th St. Subway Station and 53d St. Elevated.

Broadway cars from Grand Central Depot pass the door.

KEPT BY A COLLEGE MAN.

Headquarters for

College Men

Special Rates for

Strictly First-class f\n>lW_> Teams
Rates Reasonable V^OllcgC 1 Cdlllb

NEW AND FIREPROOF

$2.50 with bath and up. All outside rooms

Send for Booklet.

HARRY P. STIMSON, Formerly with Hotel Imperial

10 Minutes walk to 20 Theatres

HEADQUARTERS FOR CORNELL MENAecy. h.x
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Save 33°|0 on YOUR CLOTHES
Look over our Fall and Winter

Novelties. Full Dress Suits,
Silk lined throughout, $55.00.

Overcoats, $40.00 and up.

Sack Suits, $35.00 and np.

Honest, Good, Reliable Workmanship.

v _

203 E. Seneca St. Ithaca, N. Y.
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TIFFANY & CO.

Standards andMethods ofManufacture

Every article bearing the name of Tiffany & Co. must be

the embodiment of the exacting standards of quality
maintained throughout the establishment.

Since the foundation of the house in 1837 it has been the

constant endeavor of Tiffany & Co. to offer for sale only
such articles of use and adornment as express the best taste

and exemplify the finest work of the period.

The thought and care given to the preparation and execution

of designs, the cutting of dies, the alloying of the metal to

secure the requisite strength and fineness, the use of the

proper quantity and quality of gold, platinum or silver em

ployed, combine to give Tiffany & Co.'s wares their lasting

qualities, individuality and general excellence. While these

and other details of Tiffany & Co.'s methods of manufac

ture necessarily affect the cost, no material difference in

prices will be found on comparison with articles of similar

quality sold elsewhere.

Tiffany & Co. always welcome a comparison of prices. This

applies to their entire stock, including rich, as well as in

expensive jewelry, silverware, watches, clocks, bronzes,

glass, china, leather goods, fancy goods and other objects,
for all of which the prices are as reasonable as is consistent

with the standard of quality maintained by the house.

The Tiffany & Co. Blue Book, which will be sent upon re

quest, is a compact catalogue without illustrations. It

contains concise descriptions with an alphabetical index

permitting quick reference to any item in the entire list of

Tiffany & Co.'s comprehensive stock and gives the range of

prices for each article.

Upon advice as to requirement, giving limit of price,

Tiffany & Co. will send photographs, cuts, or descriptions

of what their stock affords. If desired, selections of articles

will be sent on approval to those known to the house orwho

will make themselves known by satisfactory references.

Fifth Avenue and 37th Street

New York.
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PETER SCUSA

Fine Shoe Repairing
ON THE HILL
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and Goods in Silver and Copper

SilP^Opposite Tompkins County Bank.
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Bell Phone 55 Ithaca Phone 363

CORNELL LIVERY
EDWARD P. SAYRE, Prop.

First-Class Livery, Hack and

Boarding Stable

213 S. Tioga St.

L. J. CARPENTER - Merchant Tailor

SUITS $30.00 and up.

205 NORTH AURORA STREET.

University

Senior, Junior, Sophomore, Frosh and

Cornell Alumni appreciate our garments

Book Bindery.

Highly, as we try to please our customers in PRACTICAL

Every way. This proves our ability in all
BOOK BINDING
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Ithaca Cold Storage.
Established 187 1

J.W.Hook,
Fruit, Produce

Butter and Eggs

Long Distance Telephone No. 80.

Nos. 1 13-1 15 S. Tioga St. Ithaca, N.Y.

The Original Old Clothes Men

Morris& Jacob

S. AURORA ST.

Atterbury (System Clothes and Regal

Shoes. - -

'

BARNEY SEAMON.

The Stanley Photo Co.

Photo Engravers Zinc Etchers

DeSignerS College Work a Specialty

207-209 E. Buffalo St Ithaca, _*. Y.

"Jess" Norwood
Runs the Best Lunch

and Dining Boom on

the Hill. If youwant

satisfaction

Visit "Jess"

Good Meals gjffMS

The Office Cafe.

G. W. Whipple, Prop. TRY US.
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of Taylor & Carpenter
Cotrell & Leonard,

Albany, N. Y.

Official makers of

Caps& Gowns

To the American Un-
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Solicit a share of your patronage
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and best college stores in the
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Their State Street store is one of
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A Cornell Poet.

Elmer James Bailey.

r4^^? HE statement that a prophet is not without honor save

£ 1 in his own country almost inevitably suggests as its

^^^^ corollary that a poet is not without renown save in his

own neighborhood. This granted, it is perhaps not

surprising that the name of Thomas Samuel Jones, the younger,

is as seldom mentioned in Cornell University as if he had never

undertaken to drive his Pegasus hither and thither about the

Campus. Yet now that he gives his steed a looser rein in busier

streets, he receives from many who might not be expected to pay

him any attention whatever, an understanding, a sympathy, and

an appreciation not accorded him as yet by the sons, or even the

daughters, of his Alma Mater.

True in those Edenic days when a college magazine dared be

nakedly literary and unashamed, The Era, after some modest

hesitation, permitted Mr. Jones to display upon its pages his first

shy flirtations with the
Muse. The Sun, somewhat shocked at this,
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silently compressed its lips and looked as if it thought things

which could not be uttered ; and The Widow, not shocked but

shocking, uttered things which ought not to have been thought at

all. Untroubled, however, Mr. Jones possessed his soul in

patience. Little cared he for those who worshipped only at the

shrine of the Practical ; as twilight fell, he could lift his eyes to

the hills and see

"

A line of gold, a shade of withered rose

Amid the gray,
—oh, just a little while

Before the night ; as though day could not close

Its eyes in sleep without one last sweet smile.
' '

Mr. Jones's college days may be looked upon as the period of

his literary apprenticeship. At times he cast his thought into

moulds consecrated by the usage of the greatest poets, at times he

invented forms, not the less beautiful because they were the spon

taneous work of youth. But of far more value to him than these

experiments was his close observation of nature. Storing his

mind with no mean treasure as he followed the open road, or ex

plored the winding glen, or paddled across the lake, he provided
himself with a fund of memories from which he has since drawn

unstintedly, without fear of bankruptcy. Indeed, at only slight
risk of being charged with extravagance, one might say that

Mr. Jones's seven books of song are almost an apotheosis of our col

lege-guarded valley, since hardly a page of his writing but vividly
suggests some familiar hill or glade, some rushing brooklet, or
some leaping waterfall.

Mr. Jones's verse, however, cannot receive unrestricted praise.
Little gracious, as it must always be, to point out errors of judg
ment, the honest critic must admit that the poems not infrequent
ly leave much to seek. Sometimes the music is sweet to cloying,
sometimes the thought is too far-fetched ; now a pose is so palpably
assumed as to suggest insincerity and sentimentality ; and now

all three, pose and thought and music, are at one and the same

time so artificial as to make a reader cry rococco ! and have done

with the whole thing. Perhaps these several faults should not be

regarded as so many separate blemishes ; rather let it be said that
Mr. Jones lacks one thing—strength. In clearness and beauty he
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has shown in successive poems a steady approach towards perfec

tion, but in power he exhibits little advancement. Thus far,

therefore, Mr. Jones has produced nothing immortal.

Turning with a sigh of relief from the ungenerous task just

completed, we may dwell for a little upon the more important of

Mr. Jones's several volumes of verse. Of these, the first, The

Path d1 Dreams, was published about four years ago, within a

twelve-month of the author's graduation from Cornell. The book

is a collection of thirty-three lyrics which, thus printed, at

tracted favorable attention from more than one conservative critic.

The poems entitled Reverie, Daphne, and Goodnight received

special mention in various reviews ; the song called Trdumerei

was set to really beautiful music by Mr. James H. Rogers and pub
lished successfully in New York ; and finally, as if to fill Mr.

Jones's cup to overflowing, a London paper saw fit to reprint with

favorable comment the poem with which the collection began.

Not for this reason, but for the intrinsic beauty of the lines them

selves, they have a right to stand here.

THE PIPER.

"We danced and sang through the sylvan glade,

As the piper played, as the piper played,
With never a thought of the joy he made :

For his squeaking pipe was quaintly small,

And the rasping notes would break and fall.

We thought it quite poor, if we thought at all

As the piper played.

' '

The shadows were long in the sylvan glade,

As the price we paid, as the price we paid,

We had little to give, else we might have stayed ;

But others must dance while he must play.

Yet it seemed so strange he went away,

For we didn't then know we had lived our day

And the price was paid.
' '

This first volume was followed in a little over a year by a

second, to which Mr. Jones gave the title, The Rose Jar. Again

there were favorable comments, The New York Tribune going

so far as to quote one of the included poems as quite the best son

net of the month ; again a composer of music found material upon
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which to exercise his art,Mr. Harry Alexander Matthews publishing

through Gustav Schirmer of New York, settings of A Yesterday,

You and L, and Saida ; but a far more substantial recognition
of

Mr. Jones's genuis was the inclusion of the poem called The

Island in the anthology which the De Vinne Press issued under

the title of A Garland ofPoppies. Mr. Jones was the only living

writer from whose work a selection was made ; and his poem was

flanked on one side by Mrs. Browning's He Giveth His Beloved

Sleep on the other by Thomas Bailey Aldrich's Sonnet to

Sleep. The Island is too long for quotation here ; instead a

briefer lyric of unusual tenderness and sweetness shall have place.

IN THE FALL O' YEAR.

"

I went back an old-time lane

In the fall of year.

There was wind and bitter rain

And the leaves were sere.

"

Once the birds were flitting high
In a far-off May

—

I remember, you and I

Were as glad as they.

"

But the branches now are bare

And the lad you knew,

Long ago was buried there
—

Long ago with you !
' '

In less than eighteen months after the publication of The Rose

Jar, Mr. Jones brought out his largest and most ambitious volume,
From Quiet Valleys. To its making went a number of poems

which had already appeared in various magazines, several which

were printed for the first time, and not a few which had been in

cluded in the two preceding volumes. Though these last were by
no means the poems which the reviews looked upon as the most

important of Mr. Jones's early verse, they were apparently those

for which he had the greatest regard. If, therefore, we admit for
the nonce that a poet is his own best critic, we may assume that

this third volume included all the work by which at that time
Mr. Jones cared to be judged. Be that as it may, The Little
Ghosts found favor in the eyes of Mrs. Theodore Garrison, herself
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a poet by no means unknown; and The Pines drew enthusiastic

praises from Dr. Clinton Scollard, the author of Pictures in Song
and of With Reed and Lyre. The longer poem entitled Romance

received praise from an unexpected source ; Mr, Richard Watson

Gilder, editor of The Century, went so far as to write directly to

Mr. Jones and compliment him in no narrow terms at having

written a poem which rang true throughout. Nevertheless with

all deference due to the opinions of Dr. Scollard and Mr. Gilder,

the writer of the present article finds the poem which they praise
inferior to certain lyrics less ambitious in extent, but less mingled
with alloy. With them, therefore, may this appreciation of a

Cornell poet be brought to fitting close. Somewhat akin in

thought and tone, they may stand together here, although they

are widely separated in the book from which they are reprinted.

THE LITTLE GHOSTS.

"

Where are they gone, and do you know

If they come back at fall o' dew,

The little ghosts of long ago,

That long ago were you ?

"And all the songs that ne'er were sung,

And all the dreams that ne'er came true,

Like little children dying young
—

Do they come back to you ?
"

SOMETIMES.

'

'Across the fields of yesterday
He sometimes comes to me,

A little lad just back from play
—

The lad I used to be.

And yet he smiles so wistfully

Once he has crept within,

I wonder he still hopes to see

The man I might have been.
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CLARENCE EARL SIMONSON, *12.

For we have seen his star in the east, and are come to worship him.
—Matt. II, 2.

The Hand that whirled the suns into infinitude.

Obedient to the Will Omnipotent,

Sent an asterial chariot to intrude

Upon the insignificant.

Thereon there straightway fell the all auspicious night,

Long prophecied by hoary sage and seer,

When, on the wheels of the ethereal light,

The Truth of God drew near.



Tramping.

J. A. Dickinson, 'io.

EVERY
morning there is a fresh start. With bag slung

over your shoulder, you bid farewell to last night's

friends, and are soon striding along the road. In the

morning you are particularly alert, and a beautiful view

or a chance greeting is especially relished. When you strike a

deserted stretch of road, as likely as not you will start to sing, and

you enjoy your own singing too ; there is no one near to em

barrass you, nor is there any adverse criticism. What if most of

the song is out of key—occasionally you strike a rare tuneful

note, and the rarer you strike it, the keener will be your apprecia
tion. Then you^ll stop and repeat, to see if you can do it again.
And all the while you are tramping along.

There are few things more enjoyable than a tramp through the

country, and it is surprising that tramping is not more popular in

America. Perhaps this is because the object is not definite enough
to suit the American people, who generally regard walking advis

able only when they cannot ride. Little need be said about the

physical benefits derived from tramping; it is the pleasure of

walking that should appeal to us.

The first day or so out, the amateur tramp is apt to lose his

enthusiasm ; but this is only natural. He is tired and stiff, and

he has not become accustomed to the way of the road. But these

first days past, the enthusiasm of the start comes back, and the

real enjoyment of the tramp begins. He has gotten used to the

staring of the people ; and after all the people have reason to stare.

A stranger walking along with a small bag over his shoulder is

apt to be an unusual sight in most country communities.

Last fall while tramping, I suffered from mistaken identity, be

ing taken quite often for a peddler of shoe-blacking. Passing

through a town one day a sign-board displayed to me a young

man clad in khaki trousers and leggings, and carrying over his

shoulder a little bag which might have been the mate to mine*
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Our dress differed only in the buttons on his coat, and he was dis

tributing "2 in i" shoe-polish. About .this time I found leggings

rather useless.

Once, while passing through a town about noon-time, I asked a

youngster a question as to direction. He answered and continued

walking with me. Soon a friend joined him, and as we were head

ing for the school house, I was soon escorted by a small crowd.

A happy idea struck me that by walking fast I might get rid of

my shorter-legged companions ; but they only broke into a trot,

and thus we entered the main street. Passing along, the escort

proudly informed everybody, "he's a walker." To appear uncon

cerned I began asking a few questions, and was answered in

chorus. When we hailed the school house, it looked as though
the u Pied Piper

"
was back on earth—but recess being Over, my

body-guard was forced to leave. One soon gets used to siich

things.

Some of the people one meets on the road are indifferent, but

most of them are agreeable and curious. It is often pleasant to

stop and chat awhile ; and usually the farmer is more eager to

talk than you are. It is discourteous not to answer questions, and

people wish to know everything: why you are walking, what

your father's business is, and what you have in the bag. Often

the farmer gives you a pipe of tobacco, and you smoke it until the

next turn in the road is reached.

There is no better way of taking account of oneself than that

afforded by a tramp. I can see now why the wise men of old con

sidered a pilgrimage a fruitful task. One does come to know

himself better by being alone, and he learns to get pleasure out

of his own company. Walking becomes subconscious, and at times
the scenery fades into a back-ground for his many and varied

thoughts. But a sudden turn of the road, disclosing a new view,
will soon rouse him from his reverie.

Some suitable resting place is sought about noon, and one be

comes a connoisseur as to his choice. He will keep going for

some time before he meets with what he wants. My choice has

often been near a lake, or a pool in a stream, generally with plenty
of trees around. A swim and some lunch and then one loafs
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around awhile with his pipe ; a small edition of some favorite

author is always a good companion at such moments.

I have a distinct remembrance of such a resting place in the

Catskills, where I spent two hours one Sunday midday. There

was a regular Cornell glee club concert given for the benefit of a

few chipmunks and a lonesome little fish in the pool, who nibbled

at the toes of the glee club. The birds had grown jealous and

flown away. I remember a homely old spider crawled over me,

but I spared his life because I thought his rashness was due to

his love of music.

The afternoon's wandering is not with the same dash of the

morning ; but it has its own pleasures. One gradually begins to

grow tired, and as the day lengthens a new and pervading thought

begins to fill his mind—that of supper. His scrutiny of the farm

houses becomes more critical, and just before supper time, he

thoughtfully feels his chin, wishes the badge of the trade was less

in evidence, and walks up to the door of a farm house. He

knocks, and despite the boisterous and intimate investigation of

the dog, he strikes a most unconcerned attitude. What vision of

country daintiness may open the door? Generally the vision is a

good substantial farmer's wife wearing a look of astonishment.

With his happiest smile, he begins the explanation about travel

ing for his health and so on, and the look of wonderment gradual

ly disappears.

Though he may at first be unable to get accommodation, the

traveler will be treated courteously, referred on to others, and he

will soon be settled for the night. This is one of the pleasantest

parts of the trip,—sitting down to supper with a family that

one never saw till fifteen minutes before. He will be the guest

of all kinds of people.

One evening I stopped at the house of an old man who was laid

up with rheumatism. At first he was very silent, but his loqua

cious visitor drew from him that he was an old Civil War veteran.

I marched out some warlike uncle of mine and soon we were on

intimate terms. My host had been a lieutenant in a Pennsylvania

cavalry regiment, and he was soon lost in the manoeuvres of the

war. His company had once been dismounted in a charge to
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support the colors, and had been foremost in leaping some trenches.

Rheumatism was forgotten as they rushed up to the enemy's

standard. A
" reb

"
was trying to pull it up when my friend

dashed upon him with uplifted sword and shouted .

Well, what he shouted so shocked the enemy that he retreated,

but the shock given to the defenceless female listeners in that

quiet parlor was dreadful. The old man continued his story more

discreetly ; but the old lady was brave as her husband, and finished

the story by telling me that the captured flag was now in the

armory at Scranton.

Atone rather small community on the way to Ithaca, the people

knew all about Cornell and
" student carryings on." The village

boasted two Cornell graduates
—regular college fellows who were

the beaus of the place and knew all about
"

college life." One

held a degree in
"

Poultry ", the other in "Dairy Products."

Our fame resounds everywhere, and the
" short-horn

"
student does

his full share.

I can just now recall sitting down at the table among the six

teen children of the sheriff of Pike County, Pennsylvania. A

more adept manipulator of the knife as an eating utensil I never

saw. He ate, and at the same time talked incessantly, and some

how or other I got the impression that he used the knife to fashion

his words and cut them up into sentences. The little sheriffs and

I simply ate. Occasionally I took a glance to see if he cut him

self, but the rest, being fully confident in his skill, hardly lifted

their eyes. They were too busy trying to become as apt with the

knife as father. But the sheriff was one of the heartiest and best

natured men I met. About half-past eight he began picking
babies out of the various corners to carry them off to bed, and I

soon followed.

One makes many acquaintances on his tramp and gets glimpses
into many lives. There is a broader feeling of sympathy de

veloped from this constant contact with strangers.

But there are still other enjoyments for the tramp
—those af

forded by Nature. Nearly everybody has something of a poetical
instinct tucked away in him somewhere, and a walk brings it to

the surface. Tramping through beautiful country impresses one,
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and if one is alone the impressions grow stronger. Late one Sunday
afternoon in the Catskills, I remember I had been walking mostly

through woods, and for several hours had passed no one. The

last few miles had been an upward climb over Farmer's Mountain,
and it was just about sunset when I reached the crest. Back

through the valley and over the mountains I could see for many

miles; there was a hush over everything as I sat there watching
the unexpected shapes that the shadows took as they moved across

the valley. It was long after sundown when I started on my way

down the other side of the mountain.

That night I walked awhile by moonlight, it being the time of

the new moon. If one is not too tired there is a strangeness about

walking at night that has a pleasure all its own. A few days
before I found that a remittance which I had expected at Kings
ton had been sent on to Phoenicia, and that night the moon went

to bed first. It was my first entrance into the mountains and they
seemed twice as high by night as by day.

It was ten o'clock one night last fall when at the close of a

tramp I struck Ithaca. For two hours I had been worrying over

the fate of the city, but at last, as I came over East Hill the lights

appeared. The last pleasure awaiting the tramp is the return

home.

Keener enjoyment than that of tramping I have never had, and

there are few ways of spending a vacation more pleasantly.
This has been somewhat of a wandering talk, but such is the

subject.



Athletic Scholarship.

H. N. Wilson, 'io.

N every branch of athletics in which Cornell men have

engaged, they have won an unimpeachable reputation for

honor and sportsmanship. Their rivals have conceded

it, the press applauds it. It would seem that the spirit

of the founder, reverencing the high, and scorning the low, had

lingered to guide and inspire the men who have represented the

institution which bears his name. The trophies of many a hard-

fought field, jealously guarded, endeared to the classes as they

come and go, are emblems of victory with honor gained. And it

is well. The value of this reputation, we should appreciate,

and the maintenance of it should be our constant effort. For it is

priceless.

In every branch of athletics in which Cornell men have en

gaged, they have exhibited other qualities, some of the noblest

which adorn human nature. There is a regularity of training,

plodding on through rain and snow. There is a perseverance

which never tires, a patience which never fails, and a courage

which is never tamed. There is an ideal for perfection, mounting

upwards and onwards. Whether on lake, diamond, gridiron, or

track-field, there is a cheerful willingness, which is ever present

and ever ready. And it is well. The value of these qualities we

should also appreciate, and the maintenance of them should also be

our constant effort ; for they are likewise priceless.

Cornell athletics are worth while. While they call forth honor,

they build up health. While they build up health they make for

Spartan hardihood and improve the race. While they improve
the race they enlarge the possibilities of mind. But athletics

should be a means to an end, not an end. Life is short and serious.

The world is a workshop. In this workshop every man has his

task to do. The end of life is to do that task well. * There is no

place for the man who will not work. The purpose of a univer

sity is to better fit men for doing their alloted tasks. It fits

ir
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through education, and it largely educates through scholarship.
Let us then laud scholarship. Athletics are worth while, but, in

its power to further real achievement in life, scholarship surpasses

them, as, in brilliancy, the sun the faint, twinkling star, or, in

strength, the sturdy oak the slender sapling. It is scholarship
that counts. Only through scholarship can we acquit ourselves

like men. Only through scholarship can we render our due to

the nation, University, and ourselves.

And what of Cornell scholarship ! Has it called forth [so often]
these qualities which so embellish our games of brawn ? Is honor

universal? Are we in the classroom regular, persevering,

patient and courageous? Are we cheerfully willing towards tasks

assigned? Have we an ideal for perfection, mounting upwards
and onwards?

Honor in scholarship at Cornell is not universal. Open cribbing

exists, and we see men are dismissed from the University, rejected as

unfair. We have honor systems. Our honor systems are a con

fession of dishonor. Every year, there are Cornell men, who pro

claim their pride in her reputation for all that is clean and sports

manlike in athletics, who would resent with deepest indignation

any action tending to mar that reputation, but who repudiate in

the class-room the very conduct which they extoll upon the

gridiron and track-field. Every year, there are Cornell men with

this double sense of honor. Every year, there are Cornell men

who enter the world with degrees more worthless than the written

sheep-skin, because cheapened and tarnished by fraud.

Nor do the other qualities, which so adorn Cornell athletics, as

widely prevail in scholarship. Honorable men sink below stand

ards easily met and are dismissed. Men in the University leave

work undone. Effort when made is so often half-hearted and hap

hazard, and it seems there is little system. Perseverence tires.

Patience fails. Courage is tamed. There is no ideal for perfection

mounting upwards and onwards. Cheerful willingness yields and

"intellectual interests generally are little minded. Behold ! In the

midst of golden opportunities, barred to the many, we, the favored

few, suffer them to glide by unclaimed. Our hearts respond not,

neither does our pulse quicken to the call that summons to

knowledge. The machinery of education grinds on but there is
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little attrition; the marvelous powers of the human mind exist,

but are little exercised. The lecturer may impart in an hour's

time the essence of a life's toil, but lecture-halls are little crowded.

Prizes may be offered, but few contest. A civic club may be

formed, but it dies with the interest in studying the government

of the greatest republic of modern times. The national life may

quiver with agitation of public questions of vital moment, but

there are few to debate them on forensic platform. The students

of Oxford and Cambridge may revel in Greek and Latin lore ;

the men of Halle and Berlin may calculate the Vaterland's danger

from a war with France ; and the Russians,—men before their

years,
—

may utter in danger of their lives, hopes for a better

Russia; but for Cornell men, the dominant theme of thought and

conversation must be the theatre and athletic field.

In truth, our scholarship is not athletic. And why is this?

Can it be that honor, and scholarship which leads to knowledge,
are not worth while?

Far from it. Time has established their worth. World-old and

world-wide experience has demonstrated that in their rigid pur

suit, lies the summum bonum of life. Throughout the ages, the

best part of the humankind has paid them homage. Dynasties
have risen and fallen ; barbarism has given way to the forward

march of civilization ; but throughout the tumult of the changing

years, a never ending line of votaries has paused to lay its offer

ings at the feet of the goddesses of wisdom and honor. The

sun of Socrates is not set. Before his fireside, the English peasant
still tells how good King Alfred gave laws and translated the

Bible. The star of Milton is in the ascendant. Lincoln's name

is secure.

No ! Honor, and scholarship which leads to knowledge are

worth while. The trouble lies with us, we have lost our perspec

tive ; we have worshiped graven images ; we have grown wayward
and lazy. It is we who must gain our bearings.

Let us, then, at Cornell, get back to honor and a sturdier

scholarship. The way to honor lies not through honor systems.

Honor systems may crystallize the existing sentiment of honor,
and focus it upon unmanly men, but to secure widespread honor
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we must have more sentiment of honor, more love of honor. If

we are to have honor widely prevailing, we must rise above honor

systems. The time is now. There are no honor systems to

brace up the unmanly men in the world of men.

In the world of men, a man stands upon his honor all of the time.

There, a man passes for what he is worth, and a man without honor

is of little worth. Away with honor systems. We must con

sider Cornell ; shield her fair name ; ennoble her degree. Away

with honor systems. We must consider ourselves. What means

it to us? Do we wish to lose friends? Do we wish to indulge a

habit, which handicaps in the battle of life ? For honesty is the

best policy. Do we wish, when sobered by years to be tortured

by memory of a sullied degree? Away with honor systems. Is

there no honor for the sake of honor?

And let us get back to a sturdier scholarship at Cornell. Let

us put scholarship first. Let us do our work well. Here, as in

athletics, let us try to seek a regularity, plodding on through rain

and snow ; a perseverance which never tires ; a patience which

never fails ; and a courage which is never tamed. Here, too, let

us seek an ideal for perfection mounting upwards and onwards -

and in the class-room, try to cultivate a cheerful willingness, ever

present and ever ready. Generally, at Cornell, let us attach a new

Value to intellectual ability ; have more competition for prizes,
more debate, more literary effort, more serious work in useful

clubs, more Sunday night gatherings at professors' homes. Let

us recognize intellectual ability as it is recognized at Oxford and

Cambridge ; aspire to intellectual achievement, as at Edinburgh.

There is no growth without struggle. If Cornell is to be a

university of brains, we must cultivate more of the spirit which

wills
"
to scorn delight and live laborious days ;

"
more of the

spirit of Solon, the great law-giver of Athens, whose greatest glory

was to ever say :
"
I grow in wisdom as I grow in years."



The College of Hawaii.

John W. Gilmore, Cornell, '98, President.

HE College of Hawaii, now in its second year, is the

latest of the colleges founded on the Land Grant Act

of 1862. The time was ripe for the coming and the

life and activities of Hawaii will afford it a place and

an opportunity for service.

Heretofore students in Hawaii desiring a college education had

to go to the mainland for it, or, if they had not the means or the

opportunity had to make the best of life with such as could be

afforded in the institutions of high school grade. The College of

Hawaii is established to obviate this necessity as well as to afford

an opportunity, to all others desiring an education in terms of the

activities that pertain to tropical conditions.

The establishing of a new college in an environment where a col

lege has not heretofore existed brings up some peculiar problems.

In the first place, a sentiment must be created in favor of a college

education. It has been well said that if it is desired to bring up

a child in the way it should go, one must begin 200 years before

its birth, so, likewise, if students would go to college, agitation
must begin before they graduate from high school. Heretofore in

Hawaii it has been mainly those of means and leisure who could

go to college, and those who were not so situated have not thought
of the possibilities of an education beyond the high school.

In the second place, many people far removed from the influence

of the state colleges as they are established on the mainland are

not acquainted with the objects of such colleges, their means of

support, and their relations with the activities of the state. A

widespread notion prevails that they are trade schools to teach

handicraft and also that they are supported entirely by funds from

the Federal treasury. These notions must be supplanted by
the truth and this requires time. It also takes time to show the

people that an education such as the College of Hawaii is prepared
to give is a paying investment in that it increases the earning

power of students by giving them intellectual training in terms of

practical affairs.

z
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In organizing a new institution there are large opportunities as

well as large responsibilities involved. In the earlier days of the

establishment of the Land Grant colleges there were very few

precedents, and practically no experience, upon which to direct

the path. for them to follow. Now more than fifty years have

elapsed since the first colleges of this nature were established and

we would be culpable if we did not make the best use of the vast

amount of experience available. There is a tendency on the part
of many students throughout the country to look upon a college
education as an end rather than a means to an end. That a stu

dent is an engineer or a scientist when he receives his bachelor's

diploma is not an uncommon notion.

With the rapid advancement in industrial affairs there is a call

for men who can do things intelligently, and there is a tendency
on the part of students to direct their training along very specific
lines to the end that they may become specialists in their particu
lar field of study. At the same time there is a great demand

throughout the country for leaders in the nation's activities. The

characteristics of leadership are sobriety, judgement, and power

for constructive thought. How the curriculum of a college course

is to meet these needs has not, I believe, been fully set forth.

Some have advocated the elective system, some have argued well

the advantages of distributing practical and technical subjects

throughout the course that would otherwise pertain to arts and

pure sciences, and some have set forth the necessity of dividing
the course into periods of college and university training of from

three to six years duration. Without discussing the merits of

these contentions, it is sufficient to say that the establishment of

an institution of higher learning in these days involves large prob
lems aside from those arising from the immediate environments.

In the development of the College of Hawaii we recognize an

opportunity to supplement in a way the objects of education in

most of the institutions on the mainland. Most of the state col

leges in arranging their curricula try to meet local needs. Not

only do the curricula of colleges from east to west and from north

to south reflect the general industrial and social conditions of the

particular section, but often the subject matter of the courses

offered is correlative in this respect. The College of Hawaii has
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an opportunity to develop courses and subject matter that shall

relate particularly to tropic zone conditions. With this object in

view, perhaps no other country or territory within the tropics
offers the possibilities in this respect as does Hawaii. We have a

cosmopolitan population, consisting of native Hawaiians, Japanese,

Chinese, Koreans, Portuguese, Spaniards, Americans, Europeans
and other nationalities all living together peacefully and con

tentedly, and compared with many other regions, quite prosper

ously. This association of nationalities manifests large and inter

esting problems in sociology, economics and government that

apply not only here but elsewhere in the tropics.
In agriculture especially does Hawaii excel both in problems

unsolved as well as in the development of some industries. Sugar

production is the main industry, and in no other part of the world

is so great tonnage per acre secured, or are factory methods of ex
traction so highly perfected. Other agricultural resources, such

as pine apples and rubber, are of great importance.
The biological sciences are especially attractive for study here.

The plants, insects and sea forms are varied and many are now

undergoing morphological changes. The islands are volcanic in

origin and in all parts dynamic and structural geology may be

studied by most interesting and instructive evidence.

The College has a beautiful setting. It is situated in a suburban

valley with mountains on three sides and the ocean on the fourth.
This environment, with a borderingmountain stream, affords facili
ties for studies in the development of power, hydraulics and irri

gation that are unsurpassed.

Among tropical climates that of Hawaii is preeminently suited
for study. The temperature is not hot, the thermometer rarely
rising above 90 degrees, and at the same time the temperature
seldom drops below 60 except on the higher elevations where

freezing may be experienced. With the extensive and varied
activities situated in so suitable an environment the college will
appeal to students in all parts of the world who want training in
activities pertaining to the tropics.



That Ram.

F. D. Burnet, 'ii.

Part II. *

HEN Mr. Podger saw his daughter rushing toward

him with the basket of eggs swinging on her

arm his excitement nearly caused his complete
and literal downfall.

uFer goodness sakes
"

yelled Mr. Podger, ^ Go back." But

Loretty thought he was invoking her aid, so she shrieked one

last shriek of concentrated sympathy and sped on.

Mr. Podger nearly fainted. It was not until she had almost

reached the tree that she saw Insensiate Mutton. Then in a flash

she understood—and it was as a thistle under the saddle. She had

been running before. Now she fairly flew, still clinging to the

eggs, and even as her father before her, so she made great speed
toward the tree, holding it her dearest ambition.

So did That Ram. I have seldom seen two animate objects so

moved by a common desire. It was beautiful.

Loretty won. There is no doubt in my mind as an impar
tial observer but that Loretty won. Still, it was a close thing.
There was a last shriek, a mighty scramble, a reaching down and

a heaving up on the part of the two men—and discover Loretty in

her parent's arms, both sobbing with joy at the reunion and both

utterly oblivious to the fact that the yolk of a fractured egg was

playing a gentle, yellow stream down the back of Mr. Podger's
neck.

Mr. Dodger wept in sympathy.

However, their prayers of thanksgiving were soon turned to

further maledictions against the person and personality of That

Ram. They began to plot, deeply and with creased brows. Loretty

^Synopsis ofPart One.
—Mr. Podger, being at swords' points with his neighbor,

Mr. Dodger, concerning a
"

line
"

tree, threatens him with legal proceedings.
During an argument held over the hedge that divides the two domains a large ram

appears upon the scene
and trees both gentlemen in the apple tree in question.

After several efforts to entice the creature away, Mr. Podger calls to the house,

summoning his daughter, Loretty, who also is pursued by the ram and "treed."

The further adventures of the Houses of Podger and Dodger are set forth herein.

ran
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wedged the egg basket in a crotch of the tree and suggested that

they use such of the eggs as were still whole for ammunition

against the enemy.
a

Excellent," cried Mr. Podger,
u
Its easy to see, Dodger, that

my daughter comes of a fightin' stock !
"

Mr. Dodger evinced a slight tendency to disagree, but his natural

gallantry forbade such breach of etiquette as the expression of his

doubts in the presence of a lady. The Enemy, meanwhile, had

returned to the geraniums, always, however, keeping one wicked

eye fixed upon the apple tree.

Mr. Podger reached for an egg. That Ram scented trouble on

the breeze and raised his head to give battle. Mr. Podger stood

up and threw ;
u

smack," the egg struck the Enemy fairly between

the eyes, broke and trickled down his black nose. It was not the

force of the blow but the indignity of being bombarded with such

vulgar, plebeian barn-yard missies as eggs that aroused anew the

Enemy's ire. Straight he charged, and hard he struck, the bat

tered tree-trunk. Loretty began to scream and kept on screaming.
Mr. Dodger trembled even as a leaf upon its twig, and Mr. Podger
was shaken off his balance, so that he sat, with great violence and

little dignity directly upon the basket of eggs. There he stayed ;

for, although Mr. Podger weighed some two hundred pounds, all

of his weight was packed in a comparatively small body, so that

a great deal of Mr. Podger could get into the basket at once. And

a great deal of him did.

"

Damn," said Mr. Podger, mildly.

Mr. Dodger nodded his approval of the expression, and pried
his neighbor out of the eggs. Mr. Podger stood erect upon his

branch. And the back of Mr. Podger was like unto a well-executed

omelet.

" Turn around and let the wind blow on ye ", advised Mr.

Dodger. Now it was mid-summer, but the wind was off the lake

and it was a surprisingly cool wind. Mr. Podger's teeth chattered.
" Feels kind o' chillish ". he shouted, above the din of Loretty's

screaming. For Loretty had climbed to the top-most branch and

was still shrieking like a good one. She had been a Siren in the
last village

"
Am-a-chur Producshun "

whose role it was to imitate
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a Siren whistle—(this being the only kind of Siren known to

Arden)
—and the weeks of practice had brought perfection to her

soul in the art of noise-making. Her performance on this occasion

was little short of marvelous. To have heard her one would have

said she shrieked with some purpose in view. And so it seemed

when young Jim Dodger, mentioned supra, came loping out of the

house of Dodger and raced for the hedge, moved no doubt by grave
fears for the welfare of his fair amoureuse.

Therewith the Enemy, hearing footsteps on the other side of

the hedge, started with no uncertain steps for the gap. And it

would have gone hard with young Jim if Mr. Podger had not

gallantly risen to the occasion with the egg basket. For as That

Ram passed beneath the tree, Mr. Podger hurled his missle, which

struck the point of That Ram's off horn and hung there, dangling
over his eye and thereby somewhat confusing him as to his original

purpose. That Ram stopped and gored the basket to death.

Young Jim swung himself up into the tree and took his position

by the now smiling Loretty. The enemy had been foiled again.
Noble Mr. Podger !

It was during this time of rejoicing at the partial downfall of

the foe, that footsteps were heard crossing Mr. Podger's back

lawn. Mr. Podger turned ; Mr. Dodger turned. Loretty and

young Jim (mutually united as to the hands) turned ; and there,

stepping jauntily toward them, coat-tails flapping and tall silk

hat tilted rakishly back from his spectacled forehead, strode
" M

'

Law'er !.
"

From the vantage point of my fence post I watched
—and what

had gone before was as nothing compared to the glory of the

flight of the man of Law when he beheld That Ram ! It was

a circus and a Fourth of July and a comic-opera rolled into one.

Mr. Podger yelled ; Mr. Dodger roared. Young Jim shouted

directions and Loretty started the Siren for the further encourage

ment of the faltering heart in "M'Law'er's" bosom.

That Ram had circled and was coming from behind, a portion

of the egg basket still athwart his brow and as the exponent of

the Law fled onward he seemed to have definitely marked the

victim for his own !
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The lawyer's long thin legs flew back and forth like shuttles

gone mad. His wildly clawing hands clutched at the atmosphere

in front of him, pumping up and down with the motion of a

swimmer vainly endeavoring to tread water. His face was a

beautiful sunset red and his black coat-tails stood straight out be

hind him like the rudder in a ship's wake. u
Come on," yelled

Mr. Podger,
" Fer Lordy sake, Tom—come o-on !

"

Tom was coming all he knew. Likewise That Ram. And

then—and then a merciful Providence—(who had probably gotten

enough fun out of the affair anyway !)—wafted the lawyer's tall

silk hat from the forehead of its speeding owner and deposited it

squarely upon the unoccupied horn of the advancing enemy.

That Ram stopped, snorted, and pawed at the hat. With a last

gasp of breathless terror Tom reached the tree and was hauled

hand over hand into the branches by the combined efforts of

Podger and Dodger. The day was saved if not won !

Tom mopped his forehead. "
Well I'll be derned." Said Tom.

He twisted about cautiously and glanced down upon That Ram.

Then he looked at Mr. Podger.
"

Speakin' joodicially," remarked

Tom,
"
I should say Podger, that there ram was a mighty careless

thing to leave lyin' promiscious about the premises."

Then, having relieved his mind as to the Enemy, he proceeded

briskly to business.

"
Mr. Dodger," said Tom, drawing forth from his pocket a

legal looking piece of paper,
"
As long as I've found you

—ahem !

—in my imijite presence I'll jest take this opportoonity o' tellin'

you that I am reserved by Mr. Podger as his attorney to—

He got no further. Mr. Podger quietly reached forth and took

the paper into his own keeping.
"
Reckon that's all settled "

he

said sheepishly.
" This yhere tree, Tom, this yhere tree on this

yhere day has proved the several an' separate refuge fer the re

spective houses o' Podger an' Dodger. Would it be repayin'
Providence in proper an' fit coin to start a fight over it now ? I

ax you
—Would it ? No siree ! This tree shall stand fer ever

more a unaminous tower o' pertection fer our united fanTblys ; a

glorious bond o' union in our combined bosoms ; an inaniable an'

common—er—tie—ahem !—of—of
"
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There is no telling what heights Mr. Podger's oration would

have attained if he had not been interrupted from above by the

unmistakable sound of a mutual, hearty and well-executed kiss !

Mr. Podger gasped and looked interested from a parental point
of view. Mr. Dodger grinned and looked sheepish. Mr. Smudge

coughed and looked away. He was a man of the world, was Mr.

Smudge, and he knew from long experience of tying the matri

monial knot in Arden just what the said sound indicated. Also

he knew to a nicety just how it should be met with upon the part

of a disinterested third person. Therefore he coughed.
All to no purpose. Again came the sound—and Mr. Podger

bristled.

"

Dodger," said Mr. Podger,
" Did you hear that?"

"

Twice," assented Mr. Dodger.
" Tom— ?," queried Mr. Podger
Tom gulped.
u
Sounded—like—er—

"
It did ! ", said Mr. Podger.

Mr. Dodger looked uncomfortable.
"
It certainly did," he said

solemnly.
The voice of young Jim broke the rather embarrassing tension

of the moment. With the delightful candor of twenty-two spoke

Jim.
"
We're engaged

—

up yhere. Thought you'd like to know—

down there."

It was too much for Mr. Podger's overwrought nerves. His

knees gave way beneath him and he reeled—upon Mr. Dodger's

breast, so that both gentlemen would have been precipitated into

the Enemy's territory forthwith, if Mr: Smudge had not caught
them both and restored them to safety. Mr. Smudge was the

only one of the three who still retained his presence of mind.

"
Well I swan," quoth that worthy, delightedly. He grinned

up at them, twisting his neck skyward.
u
Want me to tie the knot right yhere ?

"
He asked facetious-

The voice of Jim again rent the air, this time with an unmis

takable whoop of joy. Descending from his lady's side he put his

hand in his pocket and drew it forth, flourishing a piece of folded
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paper in the faces of
the astonished three. Mr. Smudge recognized

that paper. It was young Jim's license to marry Loretty !

«
Not—not yhere !

"

gasped Mr. Podger. It was his last,

feeble protest against an overwhelming Fate.

"

Why not?" demanded young Jim,
u I've kerned this thing

around in my pocket fer two week', waitin' ter use it
—an' I guess

now's as good a time as any."

Now be it known that both parents recognized in their hearts

that, taken all in all it would not be a bad thing. Mr. Podger

eyes casually sought his neighbor's face.

Mr. Dodger looked away. Eventually he drppped the remark

that marriages, in general, were expensive festivities.

Mr. Podger took it as an argument.
u That's so," he said,

thoughtfully,
" 'Twould save a lot of worryin' an' fixin' an'

—

ahem !—expenses. How do you feel about it, Loretty ?
"

Loretty's feelings were obvious. She blushed, looked up, down,

and around the horizon and—
"
Guess I don't feel so strong agin?

it."

"

Well," said Mr. Smudge,
u
I lost one job offen you today,

Podger. Better let me have this 'un, eh ?
"

He drew from his

coat a pocket Bible which he always carried about with him

"
for emergencies," as he informed them. This was quite evident

ly an emergency !

a

Join yer hands," spake Mr. Smudge.
u
Now then, Podger,

you an' Dodger '11 be witnesses. Stand up you two, an' don't

fall off that there limb ! All right—
"

It was at this critical juncture that I, of the fence post, spoke
—

and it was my introduction to the houses of Podger and Dodger.
"

May I witness, too?
"
I asked, humbly.

All five of them turned and all five of them looked, blankly.
Then all five nodded. I took it as a personal compliment and

bowed.

"
Read it loudly," I said,

"
So I can hear that its properly

done."

So Mr. Smudge read it out loudly, even unto the u
What God

has joined together let no man put asunder," and the only inter

ruption was a plaintive bleat from Insensiate Mutton when the
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old man came to the passage which reads,
u

Speak now or forever

after hold thy peace."

However, the protest did not seem to carry with it much weight
and—altogether it was a most beautiful ceremony, in spite of the

fact that the bride:s father wore his coat inside out to hide the

egg stains, and that the audience consisted only of a man who sat

on a fence post and cheered, and a crest-fallen Ram, who wore a

silk hat upon one horn and a dilapitated market-basket on the

other.

At the end of it Mr. Podger shook hands with everybody in

sight, Mr. Smudge kissed the bride, Mr. Dodger danced a pains

taking jig on his limb, I called congratulations and every one was

most happy.
Until they remembered That Ram !

Then gloom settled upon their souls,, deep, black and incon

solable. For His Mutton-Chops was as a host encamped round

about them and there was no hope.
Did I say there was no hope ? Then who is this who comes trot

ting through the gap in the hedge ? Barefooted and hatless as

she is, is it not Hope herself ? Is it not the little girl whose

father owns That Ram ? Is it not—? But why conjecture

further? It is that little girl. Therefore it is Hope.

Calmly she marched up to that terrible creature, His Chops,

and, laying one tiny hand on one huge curling horn, plucked Mr.

Smudge's silk tile from its resting place and held it up for the

world to see.

" This your hat ?
"
she asked, politely.

It was Mr. Podger who broke the painful silence.
" Ahem ! Er—Dodger, we forgot to try that critter with jest

lovin' kindness as the Good Book says. See how gentle he is un

der the hand o' love. We—er—we might go down right now an'

pat him on that ugly nose of his'n."

Mr. Dodger nodded, but he did not descend to pat the nose of

the Enemy. Instead he directed himself to the child.
u
Here's

a quarter, little girl. Jest you lead him home, will ye ? An' tell

yer Pa to keep that critter in a padded cell after this !
"

The child nodded gravely and turned away, tugging at the

Enemy's horns. Meekly, as a little child caught with his fingers
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in the jam, marched His Chops—out of the gate to the road, and

down the road until he was lost to view around a far turn.

A unanimous sigh escaped from five pairs of lips.
"
And yet," spoke young Jim,

"
An' yet if it hadn't a ben fer

That Ram we might a-gone on in—in an'—(he looked at Loretty)
an' singleness."

Jim looked around the circle of faces. The circle nodded.

u
So we might," said Mr. Podger.

"An' now," continued young Jim, smiling,
"
As long as I can't

repay the critter I'll jest ax Mr. Smudge to name his fee as high
as he wants—within reason." (This last from native frugality of

character !)
Mr. Smudge looked down at the spot where That Ram had

last stood. There, lying battered and disgraced, was the pride of

Tom's heart and the joy of Tom's soul.

It was the remains of the only silk hat in Arden.

"I guess we'll call it a new hat," said Tom.

(The End.)



That Library Catalogue.

LLEWELLYN M. BUELL, 'iO.

E often hear, from Sage preachers, journalists, and

other partly informed persons, remarks, usually

complimentary, about the high intellectual level

of a college community. It accords ill with

this opinion that there is, in our midst, an institution demanding
for its use a greater degree of mental training than the ordinary

undergraduate possesses. I mean the central shrine of the in

tellectual life of the university, its Omphalos, so to speak—the

library.
"
Shades of Mrs. Fiske !

"

you may exclaim,
u
How can that

be?" Listen, my children, and you shall hear. In the library
there are about three hundred thousand volumes, many of them

rare, interesting or entertaining. Yet the greater part of them

never see the light of the day, because to discover and draw forth

one of them requires special training or heaven-sent aptitude.
The ordinary undergraduate possesses neither of these, or he

would be, not ordinary, but most extraordinary.
The reason for this condition is that the card catalogue is the

only means of access to the hidden treasures in the stacks. And

this is the great stumbling-block in the road to learning, for, to

get from the crypts of the index all the facts necessary to draw

ing the right book, the patience, accuracy and leisure of a German

philologist is required, besides a modicum of ingenuity foreign to

him.

The mental state of the above mentioned ordinary undergradu
ate is far removed from all this. He is often, I believe, a trifle

hazy about the order of the alphabet. (Don't laugh, please !

Can you really say offhand whether justice comes before Justinian
or after?) Moreover, the catalogue is chiefly an index of authors.

This involves a knowledge, on the part of our light-hearted, care

free, ordinary undergraduate, of such miserable minutiae as the

spelling of a name. Now it might be Gardner or Gardiner that

m
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he thinks he wants, but the catalogue tells him no secrets until he

looks under Gairdner. Or, again, a sweet young female person

may be able to spell Goethe, but then she finds it hopeless to look

through two drawers full of cards for a trot to Hermann und

Dorothea. She is supposed to know by instinct, or a subtle ad

justment to the logic of a cataloguer's mind, that translations

come before criticisms, and after original texts. She usually

gives up the search, and sensibly asks some one who has taken

German 2.

Then, after the ordinary undergraduate has extorted a number

from the catalogue, there is no telling what kind of a book he will

get. A freshman may want Bede's EcclesiasticalHistory, and get
it—

,
a dear, old quarto, bound in crumbling calf, printed at

Oxford a good century and a half ago, in Latin, with the name of

a long-dead Oxonian on the fly-leaf. Interesting, 'tis true, but the

frosh wanted something like that neat Temple edition there on the

reserve shelf, a book "

thoroughly modern in every particular,"
needing only to be discovered. Of course, had he read all the

abbreviations on the card, and used a strong imagination, he might
have pictured forth the reality from this: 4.0. Oxford, 1762.
469 pp. But what ordinary undergraduate is going to pay atten

tion to stuff like that ?

Most good books are only to be found by chance, by looking
for one thing and finding another. And then there are all sorts

of devices by which not only books but authors elude discovery.
Our friend Francis Bacon masquerades as Viscount St. Albans,
George Eliot as Cross, Mrs. M. (E. L.), and Lady Charlotte Guest
as Schrieber, Lady Charlotte Elizabeth Bertie Guest. Quantum
mutatus, etc. ! But here a definite rule can be made : Look under
the least likely form of the name.

Books, sometimes, are in the catalogue but not in the building.
Some kinds, engineering works in particular are scattered like the
ten tribes of Israel. A poor Sibley senior is deserving of pity
when he comes into the strange silent (?), awe-inspiring reading-
room. He toilsomely extracts a call-number from the catalogue,
and rejoices to see five copies listed. After a time he is re

warded by a little song :
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This little book went to C. E.

This little book went to Morse.

This little book went to Sibley.
This little book went to Ag.
This little book is here but it's lost.

No one could blame him if he did say something,
" which he

didn't do it."

The open shelves are the worst. What the freshmen think

about them I do not know ; when told a book is on open-shelf 41

C, they turn away, with a despairing look proper to a soul shut out

of Paradise. More experienced students shrug with a kind of

hopeless patience, and reply,
"
Oh yes, it was but it ain't."

Now, if anyone expects me to suggest a remedy, he willbe dis

appointed. A total reorganization of both library and student

body might help, but that is not likely to come for several years.

But a hardship borne is next best to a hardship obviated, hence

the best thing is the cultivation, by our ordinary undergraduate,
of endurance, patience and a sense of humor.

Time.

Time is tender, ever-falling snow,

Covering Memory's rough and gentle earth,

Disarming angry craters of their glow,

Burying huts of tears and halls of mirth.

C. E. S.



Cornell Clubs-Alumni and Others.

R. H. Fuller, 'u.

HLTHOUGH
Cornell has not yet passed the half of its

first century, and necessarily has neither as active nor

as numerous an alumni list as have the other and older

universities, she is yet able to boast of a goodly list of

Cornell associations and clubs that have done much to keep alive

interest in things Cornellian.

At this time there are nearly forty Cornell clubs and associa

tions in the United States, extending from the New England

States in the East, to Washington and California in the West, and

Louisiana in the South. In the New England States, in New

York, in New Jersey, Pennsylvania, Delaware, District of Colum

bia, Ohio, Michigan, Illinois, Wisconsin, Missouri, Minnesota,

Iowa, North and South Dakota, Nebraska, Colorado, Utah, Wash

ington, Oregon, California, and Louisiana ; there have sprung up

numerous Cornell associations and clubs—many of them alumni—

so that at present in more than half the states of the union, there

are such clubs, of varying degrees of usefulness. In the colonial

dependencies of the United States we also find Cornell represented

by alumni associations in the Hawaiian and Philippine Islands.

There is even a Cornell alumni association in France.

In the state of New York alone there is a round dozen of these

associations, including women's and principals' clubs, as well as

the usual alumni clubs. The Cornell University Club of New

York City is perhaps the strongest and most progressive of them

all. Up to the present time, this club has been the means of

focusing and organizing the efforts of the alumni in the metropo
lis ; it has served as a place of pleasant meeting for the younger

graduates and has provided a temporary shelter for the otherwise

homeless and helpless Ithacans. During the past summer the

club has moved into new and much larger quarters in the dwel

ling formerly occupied by the family of the late Collis P. Hunting
ton. The new club-house is at 38th Street and Park Avenue, a
central location, near the theatre and club district. Its occupancy

by the club, means that hereafter the Cornell Club of New York
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will assume a more dignified and more truly representative place

among the clubs of New York, as well as continue its present

work. The present membership of the club is nearly five hundred.

The Cornell Women's Club—formerly the Cornell Alumnae

Club—of New York has a membership list of over two hundred,

and is very active in its work. Any woman who has been regis

tered at the University for one year is eligible to full membership ;

and any woman, connected with Cornell, but not a student here,

may be elected to honorary membership. The club holds an

annual business and an annual social meeting ; a luncheon is like

wise held every year
—in 1906 at the Hotel Manhattan, and in

1907 at Delmonico's. The club has also been heartily, though

unofficially, interested in the alumnae house at Ithaca, and has

helped in purchasing linen and table silver for it. The meetings

of the club are usually held at the Women's Municipal League

Rooms in New York ; and the university club, which admits

graduates from about twenty-five of the leading women's and

co-educational schools, supplies the need of a clubhouse.

u At Syracuse there is a large and flourishing alumni club of

one hundred and ninety-two members ", writes Arthur A. Costello,

ex-'o4-
u The club has no rooms, and no charter and by-laws.

We have an annual banquet, with several speakers from Cornell,

and it is always the best and liveliest affair of its kind in the city.

We have from eighty-five to a hundred Cornell men at these affairs,
and it invariably means a corking good informal time. The club

looks forward to the coming of the various clubs from Cornell as

one of the best things of the winter, and it is of course one of the

social events of the season. . . . Syracuse is near enough to

Cornell to enable us to keep in touch with undergraduate atmos

phere much better than would otherwise be the case ; and our

members are most loyal and enthusiastic for any undertaking.
The glee club never fails to draw a full house, and this winter the

Masque performance turned away people from the door." Largely
through the efforts of this club, Cornell has a very firm hold on

the hearts of Syracuse people.

At Rochester, the Cornell Club will probably merge its identity
into the university club recently organized in that city for the



THE CORNELL ERA
77

purpose of affording a common meeting ground for the graduates,
in Rochester, of all the different colleges.
The nature of the work of the Cornell Club of New England is

discussed elsewhere in this issue by its secretary, Warren G. Og-
den, '01 ; and needs no recounting here.

The field of the Cornell Club of Northern New Jersey includes

everything in New Jersey, north of Trenton. The club's execu

tive meetings are held regularly ; but the club gatherings are held
at odd times during the year, when interesting speakers are

present, and
"

good feeds
"
are partaken of. Bowling meets are

occasionally held. The club is not strictly alumni in its nature,
since anybody who has been connected with Cornell University
either as a student, or on the instructing staff, is eligible to

membership.

In Pennsylvania, Delaware, and the District of Columbia there

are flourishing Cornell Clubs ; but when we turn our attention

south of the Mason and Dixon line we find only one Cornell Club,
that of Louisiana, with headquarters at New Orleans.

This club was organized on December 8, 1908, and its purposes,

as stated in its by-laws, are
"
to promote the interests and to en

courage the development of Cornell University, and to foster a

feeling of good fellowship among all former Cornell students in

Louisiana." The club is not an alumni club, as such a club, in

the opinion of the founders, would be too narrow in spirit. It has

provided non-resident membership for all Cornell men in the

South, outside of Louisiana. An annual banquet is held in the

winter, and occasional meetings throughout the year. The club

aims to do all it can in encouraging Tulane University men and

southern college men generally to take post-graduate courses at

Ithaca, and also intends to place the merits of the Cornell summer

school before the high school teachers of the state. When the

club is strong enough it hopes to aid each year some worthy

Louisiana student to enter Cornell. The club "has no rooms at

present, but is hopeful, in the near future, to get rooms in com

mon with the Yale, Harvard and Princeton Clubs of New Orleans.

The Cornell University Club of Louisiana, judged by its report, is

doing much quiet, effective work in the best interests of Cornell.
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The Cornell University Club of St. Louis, which was formed in

1893, has at present an active membership of a little over one

hundred. No "dead wood
"
is carried by this club, as members

are dropped who fail to pay their dues and assessments, or who

lose interest in the work of the club. Meetings are held on the

average of once a month and are of the nature of banquets,

luncheons and smokers. Meetings are also held before and after

athletic events and entertainment is provided for visiting Cornel

lians, the musical clubs, etc. This club, in common with the

great majority of Cornell University clubs, has neither club house

nor regular club rooms.

In the states on the Pacific coast, we find the Cornell Univer

sity Club of Spokane, Washington ; The Cornell Alumni Associa

tion of Seattle ; the Cornell Alumni Association of Portland, Ore

gon ; and the Cornell University Clubs of Northern and Southern

California, respectively.
The Cornell University Club of Northern California embraces

the territory that its name indicates, and has for its headquarters,

San Francisco. Its membership is about one hundred and fifty,

though not all are active members, as many are located too far

from the city to attend all the meetings, which have an average

attendance of but thirty. On October 5, 1907, the Club adopted
the following resolution :

"
Since it is a fact that the salaries of

the professors at Cornell University are lower than at any other

institution of similar rank in the United States, be it

Resolved, That this condition demands the attention of every

graduate, and that efforts should be made by the alumni to pro

vide more funds and adequate salaries." The agitation for higher
salaries for instructors and professors, thus started by this club,
terminated this year in the adoption by the board of trustees of

Cornell University on Saturday, the twenty-third of January, of

the following provision : The salary payable to an instructor upon

appointment was increased from $750 to $800. On his re-appoint
ment this may be increased to $1000, and after he has served two

years at this salary, his compensation may be increased to $1200
a year.

Among the club's members are numbered some of the earliest

graduates of Cornell, such as John M. Chase, )fj^ ; Dr. Frank
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Foster, '72 ; and Dr. David Starr Jordan, '72, President of Leland

Stanford, Jr., University. Benjamin Ide Wheeler, President of

the University of California ; and H. Morse Stephens, formerly
Professor of English History at Cornell, are two other well known

names on the membership list.

The Cornell University Club of Southern California was organ

ised in February, 1905, and embraces in area all of Southern

California as far north as San Luis Obispo. It has about one

hundred and fifteen members, and holds an outing on the sea

shore every September. The purposes of the club are to further

the interests of Cornell University and to foster Cornell spirit

among its members. It is not strictly alumni in its nature.

The Cornell Alumni Association of the Phillipine Islands is one

of the youngest of Cornell University Clubs, as it adopted its con

stitution as recently as the second day of January of the present

year. As the name implies it is alumni in its nature, but any one

who has been registered at Cornell is eligible to associate mem

bership. The present membership is about ninety. So far the

association has confined its work to informal social gatherings,

smokers, dinners, etc. The project of building a club house has

been considered; but it is not decided yet just what action the

association will take in this matter, as the great majority of the

members are in the government service and remain in the islands

for a relatively short time, usually two or three years. The asso

ciation publishes every year a booklet known as
" The Directory

of the Cornell Alumni Association in the Phillipine Islands,"

which contains the names of the Cornellians in the islands and

useful information concerning them.

In conclusion, there is a great need for Cornell University clubs

all over the country, but especially in the South where, at present,

there is only one such club, namely, the Cornell Club of Louisiana.

There is also a broad field for such clubs in the states west of the

Mississippi River. It is not advisable to make these clubs strictly

alumni in their nature, as such a restriction narrows the field of

the club. In the many Cornell clubs that already exist, as well

as in those that are sure to spring up in the future, special effort

should be made to secure suitable places for meetings, and when

ever possible, the club should own club rooms or, better still, a

club house.



The Cornell Club of New England.

Warren G. Ogden, '01.

/^■■^HE banding together of the alumni of the Cornell Uni.

m 1 versity in the form of an association or club came early

^^^ in the history of the University. On April 28, 1882, a

meeting of alumni residing in New England was held

in Boston pursuant to a call issued by Eugene J. Hadley, '71,

Mary H. Ladd, '75, and Charles W. Ames, '78. The association

was called "The New England Association of Cornell Alumni
"

and its object, as stated in the constitution adopted, was
"
to pro

mote good-fellowship among its members, and an active interest

in the welfare of Cornell University." The membership was

limited to "all graduates", although undergraduates were entitled

to associate membership. The first president was Frank W.

Proctor, )f/^. This association continued in active existence for

thirteen years, until 1895, keeping in touch with as many as one

hundred and fifty graduates. A keen interest was taken in the

affairs of the University, committees being sent to the University
commencements for the purpose of reporting to the association on

matters of interest. In 1885 a
"
co-ed ", Miss Mary H. Ladd, '75,

was elected president. No recorded meetings of this association

were held after the year 1895.

On April 24, 1899, the present club was organized in Boston

under the name of the
"
New England Cornell Club ", which name

was retained for ten years, until 1909, when the present name

"
Cornell Club of New England

"
was adopted. The organization

was brought about by a self-appointed committee who thought
that New England should be represented by an active alumni body.
The object of the club, as stated in the first constitution adopted,
was

"
to promote in every proper way the interest of Cornell Uni

versity and to foster among Cornellians in New England a senti

ment of regard for each other, and attachment to their Alma

Mater ". The membership was of two classes. First, all gradu
ates resident in New England, and second, all others having had

a connection with Cornell University for at least one year, were

eligible to full membership. These two classes were divided into
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active members, i. e., those who attended the annual dinner, and

associate members, i. e., those who acknowledged receipt of notices

from the Secretary. This organization started with a membership
of one hundred, all men, and no woman graduate has ever been

enrolled, even though the constitution is broad enough to include

the women, as well as the men, who have been at Cornell Uni

versity. Junius T. Auerbach, '90, was the first president of the

new organization and his popularity was such that he received re

election nine consecutive years. The present president, and only
other that the club has had, is James P. Magenis, 1900.
In accordance with the last constitution, adopted in 1909, the

object of the club remained unchanged. The membership, how

ever, was broadened and now includes "

any person who has ever

been a registered student in any department, or course, at Cornell

University and any person who has ever been connected in an

official capacity with the instructing, or administrative, staff of

Cornell University. Payment of the annual dues is requisite to

becoming a member. The membership of the club, during the

last ten years, has been about one hundred and twenty-five, all

men, and at present an equal number of non-members on the mail

ing list, so that the club keeps in touch with about two hundred

and fifty men who have been registered at Cornell University.
The club has no house, or rooms. The annual meeting and

dinner are held in January and smokers are held in the spring and

fall. From twenty to thirty of the members meet for lunch every

Thursday at the Boston Tavern in Boston. One of the officers is

an Athletic Counsellor who keeps the club in touch with athletics

at the University. One field in which the club is working actively
is exemplified by what is known as the "New England Idea".

At the January dinner in 1908, Henry F. Hurlburt, '75, proposed
this idea which is, in short, as follows : Through the deans of

the colleges and the University papers each spring, the men about

to graduate are to be notified that the New England alumni stand

ready to aid those who come East, in every way possible. If a

Cornell man who wants to settle in New England will notify the

club, he will be put in touch with New England Cornellians in

the business or profession he wishes to enter and, if possible, a

place will be found for him. When he comes East the club will
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aid him in such ways as finding living quarters, and in getting
him acquainted with other Cornell men. The idea also contem

plates finding summer employment in New England for men who

are working their way through the University. By this means it

will be shown that each Cornellian in New England wants to help
other Cornellians along. Fair success was obtained in the first

year of operation of this idea. It is believed that its value will

increase as the Cornellians in New England grow older and more

of them assume positions of influence in business and in the

professions.
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EDITORIAL.

The American press from time to time indulges in a severe

tirade against the immorality of the American students in Ameri

can universities. In fact, it seems to be merely echoing a steadily

growing and widely prevailing popular opinion,
A that however useful institutions of higher
Training learning may be in furthering knowledge, their
Camp. influence upon morals is pernicious and de

moralizing. This criticism, we believe, is part

ly without foundation. There has been no scientific investigation

to establish conditions to be as represented by the press. It ap

pears, we believe, to be grounded upon superficial observation, and

arises from a tendency to ascribe undue importance to such obser

vation. It should be remembered that a university is a communi

ty,' in many respects like other communities ; that, as vice prevails

in other communities because of the frailty of human nature, so it

prevails in the college community, where men are also human.

It should be remembered that the members of the college com

munity differ from the members of other communities chiefly in
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their all being of an age which abounds in life and spirit. It

should be remembered that excess is rare, moderation the rule,

and total abstinence common ; and that,—which is nothing to

boast of, many European universities are of lower morality.

Though the criticism may err in fact, we appreciate the spirit

in which it is proffered. It is that criticism which realizes that

higher education is a rare opportunity, and expects the very best

of those whose rare privilege it is to enjoy that opportunity. It

is that high criticism which sees in the American university
" the

training-camp of the future ;" which recognizes, that forth from

her halls will come the leading citizens of the Republic, to wield

a powerful influence for good or evil in thought and character. It

recognizes, that what tends to destroy the morality of its citizens,

strikes at the heart of the Republic. With so high a motive,

we may easily pardon errors of fact.

Cornell needs a university press. It would seem that power

resides in the Trustees to establish such a press under the super

vision of the treasury department. A university press 'shop,
well equipped with modern improvements,

iversi y
WOuld afford to the University, professors, and

student publications, an opportunity for secur

ing work of a high quality for smaller compensation than is possi
ble at present. We believe that such an establishment might even

be made a source of income to the University. If domestic patron

age proved insufficient, foreign work might be contracted for.

Work of good quality, reasonably priced, would attract patronage.

Philanthropic citizens might be induced to let work which proved
a source of income to an institution of higher learning. Such in

come, if considerable, would yield something to the University,
the endowments of which can hardly be called sufficient.

Says Jacob Riis, the author and New York slum-worker,
"
One

half of the world knows not how the other half lives." These
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days, much is heard about the East-side, and the slums of Chicago.
But even Ithaca has its problems and minia-

Work tu re slum-land. For several years, certain of

Well the men and women of the University have
one.

£e|t t|_e interest) an(} found fae time t0 main_

tain clubs in this district. These clubs, in a

small way, have been instrumental in making the life of some of

the waifs along the Inlet more worth while. The work has been

done quietly, with little recognition or encouragement, often in

deed, in the face of obstacle and prejudice. Yet the workers have

achieved results. A little more support by the student-body in

this direction would be much appreciated. A little more encour

agement would lend strength to the movement as well as increase

the good results.

It is a well established and an obvious truth, that a valuable

and lasting part of a collegiate education, springs from the friend

ships engendered while at college among college men. It is a

truth as well established and as obvious, that,
A

in a large university, the tendency is for this

Tradition advantage to be less attainable, than in a small

university.

Forty years ago, when the student-body was small and compact,

it was possible for a man to become acquainted, not only with the

members of his class, but with the members of the University. But

this belongs to the past. At present the student-body is divided

among the several colleges, with little work in common. The

agricultural student often forgets that there is a civil engineer;
the lawyer, in the usual course of events, sees but little of the

architect. An urgent problem is to discover means by which

the student-body may be brought" closer together. Class functions

and inter-college athletics, though accomplishing much, are not

alone sufficient.

Student dining halls and dormitories are needed. But as yet

they seem far off. It seems probable, that in view of the interest

which now prevails in the theatre and which might be increased,
that there might be inaugurated a new custom of an occasional
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student evening at the Lyceum. Let this be made an evening at

which only students can hold forth. On this evening let the

seating be by classes. In general, let it be an occasion for

mingling together. In this way, gradually, the evening will be

come a favorite with the students. The students will be brought

together in large numbers. Something, however little, will be

done toward meeting the present need.

De Tocqueville said, some seventy years ago,
"

Nothing con

ceivable is so petty, so insipid, so crowded with paltry interests,

—in one word, so anti-poetic as the life of a man in the United

States." There are many changes in seventy

Training
years, yet we believe there is much even today

Poets
in what the great Frenchman said. We are a

young country, with our traditions hardly vener

able. We are an eminently practical people, seeking wealth madly,

with interests chiefly industrial and commercial. Such interests

do little to develop fancy and imagination, without which there

can be no poetry. Our great poets are easily numbered. Ameri

can life is, apparently, anti-poetic.
Real poetry is worth while. It relieves the monotony of end

less routine. It elevates thought. It would seem that the Ameri

can universities, as centers of culture, would cry halt to a nation's

mad rush for wealth : if not the university, at least the college
of liberal arts. It would seem that in every such college an in

tensely literary atmosphere would be cultivated and would pre

vail,—in short, that poetry would be written. When good poetry
is not written in the universities, will it be written in the nation

at large? Lowell wrote at Harvard, Longfellow at Bowdoin ;

Tennyson, Milton, and Wordsworth at Cambridge. Little poetry
of merit is being written in the American universities of to-day.
What will be the future ?

If there are to be American poets among the world's immortals,
an increased prominence must be paid to the classics for literary
training in American universities. "Poets are born," it is said

"
not

m ;ide." But genius must be trained. If soul is an indispensible
element in poetry, so is technique. Technique must be possessed
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by the poet as well as by the musician and painter. There is no

better training for a poet's technique than a systematic, prolonged,
and laborious drill in the classics. The greatest poets of the

world have been among the greatest students of the classics. The

Greeks alone were intensely original. Petrarch, Dante, Milton,

Shakespeare, Schiller, and Pope, all delved deeply into the

classics. Experience has taught that one of the best ways to mas

ter our own language is to master the Greek or Latin. The uni

versities of England have given thorough courses in the

classics ; they have graduated many eminent poets. The American

universities have not given thorough courses in the classics ; they
have graduated few. Milton, of Cambridge, displays marvellous

technique. The technique of Emerson is faulty. We believe

there are advantages to be gained from giving increased prom

inence to the classics in American universities, aside from en

larging the number of our national poets.

College days are rife with toil and pleasure, with the serious

and the frivolous. Here the fleeting moments are soon claimed.

None of us receive all that college has to give. Few of us re

ceive as much as we should. Borne on in the

Glen
swirl of toil and merriment, it is well to some-

Gor
times pause, and to remember that we are

dwelling in a region famed afar for its natural

beauty, by many claimed to be of unrivalled grandeur ; to

remember that this country of ours, with its tumbling water

falls, its blue spreading lake, and its sequestered glens, presents

to the nature lover unending charms. It is well to remember

that aesthetic pleasures are among the brighest in life ; that, un

less we cultivate a taste for the beautiful, we lose refinement and

a source of much comfort and elevation. It is even well to

remember that the thoughts of life are largely made up of re

miniscence ; an"d that the reminiscences of a college man, because

of their unrivalled charm—must be largely of college days. In

truth, alumni repeatedly aver that long after the specific facts of

the class-room have slipped from memory, fresh and undimmed
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still tarries the recollection of beautiful haunts, which they ex

plored, and made part of themselves in student days. Let us not

neglect this source of reminiscent pleasure. We are the alumni

of the future. While the haze of autumn hangs over the hills,
while the forests are decked in red and gold, let us up, and away

anew over hill and dale. Let us walk, like our English cousins,

for the sake of walking. Let us make a part of Cornell life, what

is so large a part of Oxford and Cambridge life.
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TIFFANY & CO.
Standards andMethods ofManufacture

Every article bearing the name of Tiffany & Co. must be I

the embodiment of the exacting standards of quality
maintained throughout the establishment.

Since the foundation of the house in 1837 it has been the

constant endeavor of Tiffany & Co. to offer for sale only
such articles of use and adornment as express the best taste

and exemplify the finest work of the period.

The thought and care given to the preparation and execution

of designs, the cutting of dies, the alloying of the metal to

secure the requisite strength and fineness, the use of the

proper quantity and quality of gold, platinum or silver em

ployed, combine to give Tiffany & Co.'s wares their lasting
qualities, individuality and general excellence. While these

and other details of Tiffany & Co.'s methods of manufac

ture necessarily affect the cost, no material difference in

prices will be found on comparison with articles of similar

quality sold elsewhere.

Tiffany & Co. always welcome a comparison of prices. This

applies to their entire stock, including rich, as well as in

expensive jewelry, silverware, watches, clocks, bronzes,

glass, china, leather goods, fancy goods and other objects,
for all of which the prices are as reasonable as is consistent

with the standard of quality maintained by the house.

The Tiffany & Co. Blue Book, which will be sent upon re

quest, is a compact catalogue without illustrations. It

contains concise descriptions with an alphabetical index

permitting quick reference to any item in the entire list of

Tiffany & Co.'s comprehensive stock and gives the range of

prices for each article.

Upon advice as to requirement, giving limit of price,

Tiffany & Co. will send photographs, cuts, or descriptions
of what their stock affords. If desired, selections of articles

will be sent on approval to those known to the house or who

will make themselves known by satisfactory references.

Fifth Avenue and 37th Street

New York.
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Ithaca Cold Storage.
Established 187 1

JJ.Hook,
Fruit, Produce

Butter and Eggs

Long Distance Telephone No. 80.

Nos. 1 13-1 15 S. Tioga St. Ithaca, N.Y.

The Original Old Clothes Men

Morris & Jacobs,
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Mr. L. C. BEMENT.
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DRAMATICS AT CORNELL.

I. Recent Progress of the Masque.

Professor William Strunk, Jr.

/^^■■^ HE present condition of the Masque, its immediate pro-

/ 1 spects, and its outlook for the future are all such as to be

^^^^ eminently satisfactory to the members and friends of

the organization. In the last few years the Masque has

been making rapid progress in the direction of business-like or

ganization, smooth and harmonious working, and good perfor
mances. Each year's experience has taught valuable lessons

which have been turned to immediate advantage. As a result, the

Masque has never stood higher among student organizations than

it does to-day.

It is not necessary to rehearse in detail the early history of the

Masque. Let it suffice to recall that the Masque was founded in

1890, took a new lease of life in 1894, and after devoting the in

tervening years exclusively to comedy and farce, made its first at

tempt at a musical show in 1905. In 1906 it gave its first musi-
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cal show with book by one of its members ; in 1907 its first show

with original words and music. In the season 1907-08 it first

came under the management of the Athletic Association, and se

cured the services of Mrs. Dixie as permanent coach. In 1908, it

took its first trip with a musical show. In 1909 it incorporated,
after adopting a new constitution. At the present moment its

situation may be summed up as follows : well managed, well or

ganized, a good play under rehearsal, with music said to surpass

that of
"

Popocaterpillar VII," a good cast, and a chorus which it

is promised will sing better than any the Masque has yet had.

The Easter trip will take in Buffalo, Syracuse, Albany, Utica, and

New York City.
The management by the Athletic Association has been of the

greatest benefit to the Masque. Mr. Senior and his successor Mr.

Dugan have taken a close personal interest in the affairs of the

Masque, have systematized its procedure, controlled its expendi

tures, and by introducing economies where they were called for,
have made more generous expenditure possible where this would

increase the effectiveness of the productions. The connection

with the Athletic Association has increased the efficiency of the

Masque's own business officers, so that the business of the Masque
has never been so well done as it is at present.

The adoption of the new constitution has also been very help
ful. It appears that the Masque had had a constitution all along,
but it had got lost for one thing (as often happens to constitutions
of amateur organizations), and besides that, as now appears since

it has been found again, it had been drawn up largely on a priori
principles and did not meet all the needs of the situation. The

new constitution is believed to be an effective anti-friction device

in that it places clearly the responsibility and authority for every

detail, and defines precisely the authority of every officer and

every committee. It is easy to see that unless authority is rigidly
defined, it might be possible for author, composer, actor, business

manager, and stage manager to have each his own opinion as to

how a particular number should be put on,
—and thereby to cause

no end of disagreement. Something not entirely- unlike this may
have happened, some years back, but we prefer to forget. Nothing
of the kind can happen now. The constitution provides very
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simply that the coach has the final decision regarding all the de

tails of the performance, with the sole restriction that the expen

diture involved must be approved by the Graduate Manager. The

result of this and similar provisions has been the establishment of

discipline, harmony, and efficiency.
Another recent step forward has been the paying of greater at

tention to the members' standing in the University. The trips,
for one thing, would make this imperative, if the good standing
of the Masque in the University community did not also call for

it. The Masque cannot afford to rehearse and train men during
the first term, unless it can command their services after January.
It realizes that even in its own selfish interest, it cannot afford to

have its men put on probation. It costs the coach and the stage

manager an occasional pang, I suspect, to limit their range of

choice in this way, but they know that this is the only policy
which pays in the end. We may never have a chorus composed

exclusively of Phi Beta Kappas ; some of them have not the

" artistic temperament," but we are keeping our work up better

than ever before.

The Masque still has certain needs. The foremost is the need

of more playwrights. It has to be admitted that the Masque lives

as it were from hand to mouth, so far as its "scripts" are con

cerned. Now there ought to be enough talent in the University

(to use the old phrase) to make a lively annual competition. A

comic opera, so-called, is a stereotyped sort of thing, of which the

formulas are perfectly familiar. With a little theatre-going, a

little (not much) inventiveness, and a little enterprise, many an

undergraduate ought to be able to put together the book of a

comic opera. As for the lyrics, if you can't write them yourself,

get a friend to do it, any friend who has a good sense of metrical

form and a fair command of humorous language. But easy as it

ought to be to get a supply of original plays, this is the Masque's

great difficulty, the dark cloud that seems always on the horizon.

No play has yet been accepted for Junior Week, 191 1; let us hope

that a good one will be soon forthcoming.

Two remaining needs may be briefly touched upon. One is

that of greater social development within the organization. There

is already, I am assured, a good deal of enjoyment to be had from
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belonging to the Masque, but there might well be more. It is

planned to make decided advances in this direction during the

present year. The first step has been the moving of the annual

smoker from the second term to the first, where it is a welcome

relief to the routine of rehearsals. The spirit of the members of

cast and chorus and of competitors and officers has been excellent

this year, and the prospects for greater social development seem

very bright. The other need referred to is that of better support

by the student community—not better financial support and

patronage, for that is already all that can be desired—but better

recognition and moral support, a wider and deeper recognition of

the efforts which the officers and members of the Masque are mak

ing to maintain their organization at the highest level of efficiency,
in order that it may be in every way a credit to the University.

II. The Cornell Dramatic Club.

Julius Zeiget, 'io, President.

/^■■^HE Cornell Dramatic Club is undoubtedly a permanent
/ 1 fixture of the University. For years the oratory de-

^^y partment has felt that there existed a crying need for

an organization having as its object the presentation
of modern English drama. The reception and success of "

An

Enemy of the People
"

established a conviction ; the club is the

result.

The ability of good amateur dramatics to give an insight into
character and dramatic construction is not as widely appreciated
as it should be. Only those who have had strict coaching in

dramatics such as those in the Cornell Dramatic Club enjoy, can

understand the literary insight, the imagination, and the great
amount of work required to make a character live upon the stage.
Often after silent reading of some play of Ibsen or Shakespere, we
feel that we have a good understanding of the characters. But

when we attempt to read aloud the lines of one of the characters,
we realize that something is wrong. We begin to see that after
all we had only a superficial conception of the character ; we find

that there are situations whose possibilities we have not noticed ■
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lines whose true meaning has entirely escaped our attention. It

is then that we decide that silent reading of plays does not give

us the insight into character that acting or even reading aloud

does.

To acquire this literary insight is one of the two primary ob

jects of the Cornell Dramatic Club. It can be said without fear

of contradiction that on the night of the presentation of "
An

Enemy of the People
"
each member of the cast could have ex

plained the meaning of every sentence of his lines as well as the

mental attitude of his character at any time during the story.

Engineers are taught to be precise and to have reasons for every

step of their work, but no course in the engineering colleges makes

the student exact as much mental energy as did Mr. Blanton in

coaching this production.
The interesting difficulty of all dramatics is the difference of

opinion that can be taken and established and it is only by the

clash of opinions that the true interpretation of any sentence of

the play is made clear.
"
An Enemy of the People

"
is especially

involved. Anyone can see from a brief reading of the play that

it was full of life—but how to bring this life out, that was the

question.
For this reason every member of last year's cast, without excep

tion, was opposed to the play chosen. They voiced their objections
to the coach in person, believing the play to be impossible of

dramatic presentation because it was too full of talk and lacked

action and movement.

Against all this storm of discontent and doubt Mr. Blanton stood

alone. He believed that " An Enemy of the People
"
was highly

dramatic and full of life, but he realized that to produce this play
and show its dramatic force would be exceedingly difficult. It

took nearly a month of hard work before the cast caught the spirit
of the play ; then notable improvements were evident. A new

light had been thrown on the action. Characters stood out

against the general background of the story with a clear force.

Every player began to realize the reason for his lines in the dif

ferent scenes, the mental action was gradually transformed into

more physical life, and little subtle words and phrases took on an

added meaning. By this time the actors had read the play aloud
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probably a hundred times and yet only a bare conception had been

developed.
An example from the lines of Dr. Stockman will show the

difficulty of interpretation. In the first act, after the Doctor re

ceives the analysis of the water from the university he enters

with the exclamation,
"
Here's news I'll tell you that will waken

up the town." At first, the Doctor read this passage in a mood

of great joy because of the absolute proof of his discovery. But

on the Monday night before the performance a more reasonable

interpretation was given it. The coach suggested that it be read as

though the Doctor realized the awful responsibility that rested upon
all the citizens of the town in leaving their water supply poisoned.
A trial was all convincing. The intrinsic meaning of this sentence

had not been discovered until after two months of hard work un

der the criticism of three professors.
The second primary object of the Club is to present modern

classic drama. It is the determination of the club to consider on

ly plays which have the merit of those of Ibsen, Pinero, Jones etc.

There has been a tendency of late among many of the members

to favor original drama and the officers of the Club as well as the

coach favor the suggestion. The Club will welcome any effort

in drama writing that will be conducive to literary development.

It feels that its promise to produce an original play by an under

graduate, will be stimulating to those interested in play writing.

The English department has courses in play writing and the sug

gestion of co-operation between the department and the Cornell

Dramatic Club is worthy of serious thought.

The club this year selected
" The Pillars of Society

"
for

its production. This play had a more favorable beginning

than
"
An Enemy of the People

" in that all the members of the

cast were heartily in favor of it. The success with which it was

received is of too recent occurrence to require recounting here.



III. Les Cabotins.

Professor E. W. Olmsted, '91 .

£^C^| P to the time of the organization of Les Cabotins, if I

I I am not mistaken, there had been no foreign language

^^% plays performed solely by students of Cornell with

the exception of two short French comedies, Ber

nard's
u EAnglais tel qn'on leparte," and Labiche's

"
La Poudre

aux Yenx," presented at Barnes Hall, May 14, 1903, the cast of

which was later to constitute, in large measure, the found

ers of Les Cabotins. Certain it is that the giving of such plays

had not become an established custom at Cornell until the

foundation of this society.

Since then, the Deutsche Verein has come into the field with

plays, which have proved formidable rivals of the best efforts of

Les Cabotins. Indeed, the Deutsche Verein has set the example

of producing foreign language plays in other cities than Ithaca,

and the brilliant success of
u Alt Heidelberg" in New York is a

cause for congratulation on the part of all Cornellians.

Since then, too, the Alliance Francaise has given some clever

little plays in Barnes Hall. La Tertulia, the Spanish club, not

to be eclipsed by sister organizations, has presented to audiences

on the Campus several brilliant Spanish comedies, and some of

the best amateur acting that has been seen in Ithaca.

The influence of these plays has been felt in the University at

large, and it was partly their example that inspired the English
Club to give us that delightful performance of " Twelfth Night"
and the Cornell Dramatic Club, that no less excellent presentation
of Ibsen's

"
An Enemy of the People."

In all of these plays, examples of the legitimate drama as they

are, the women's roles have, naturally enough, been taken by

young women of the University, and certainly much more ef

fectively interpreted than they would have been, were men obliged
to take such roles, as at some of our sister universities ; and when

the Masque in 1903 ceased to invite women to further co-opera

tion in its plays, Les Cabotins was the only dramatic organiza
tion dt Cornell offering them a chance to display their talents in

plays performed by both men and women.
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It was the enthusiastic reception of the two French comedies

of May 14, 1903, that led to the organization of a permanent
dramatic society for the performance of standard French plays.
This organization was effected on Nov. 6, 1903. The name

chosen for the new society was LES Cabotins,* a colloquial term

indicating
'
actors

'
or

'

barn-stormers.'

The first play performed by Les Cabotins was Edouard Pail-

leron's
"
Le Monde oil Von s^ennuie." It was given at the Lyceum

Theatre the evening of April 30, 1904, and was the first foreign

language play presented by Cornell students upon a professional

stage. It had been very ably coached by W. P. Allen, '04, who

was also stage-manager, and the production was a success in every

way. The audience was large and sympathetic. In addition to

Mr. Allen, the management consisted of J. H. Murphy, '07, busi

ness manager, and E. Stehli, '07, property manager. In an arti

cle as limited as this it will be impossible to recall by name the

actors in the play. However, it is only just to state that, excellent

as the men of the company were, their acting was outshone by

that of the young women, and particularly by that of Miss C. H.

Crawford, '06, as the Duchesse de Reville, by that of Miss S. Moses,

G., as Jeanne Raymond, and by that of Miss A. B. Dubreuil, '06, in

the sprightly role of Suzanne de Villiers.

The second play given by Les Cabotins at the Lyceum, March

17, 1905, was a still bolder
venture. It was the comedy-ballet of

Moliere,
"
Le Malade Lmaginaire," including the prologue and

burlesque ceremony following the play.

The music of the prologue was written in the spirit of similar

music of the time by C. E. Tourison, '05, and was charmingly

sung by Miss A. E. Kirchner, '07. The best acting in the play

was done by A. S. Tenney, '06, in the role of Argan, E. Stehli,

'07, as Thomas Diafoirus, Miss C. H. Crawford, '06, as Toinette,

*The names of the original Cabotins are as follows: Men ; F. C. Ashley, '05 ;

A. David, '05 ; H. S. Denison, '05 ; S. H. Blrich, '05 ; A. G. Fabian, '05 ; A. A.

Friedlander, '05 ; A. Gordon, '04 ; N. C. Maton, '07 ; H. N. Morse, '05 ; F. A.

Nitchie; '06 ; E. Stehli, '07 ; S. W. Treat, '07 ; and M. C. Van Loeben Sels, '04 :

Women ;the Misses L. Barbour, '04 ; A. V. Barbour, '06 ; C. H. Crawford, '06 ; A. B.

Dubreuil, '06 ; A. D. Durland, '05 ; C. C. Faust, '05 ; S. M. Gaither, '04 ; L. M-

Gildner, '07 ; J. Kinavan, '05 ; A. E. Owsley, '04 ; M. T. Palmie, '04 ; and H.

Whited, '04.
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Miss L. M. Gildner, '06, as Beline, and Miss J. C. Stolte, '05, in

the role of Augelique, although the acting was universally good.

Romeyn Berry, '04, distinguished himself in the burlesque cere

mony as the President of the Medical Council. The management

of the play was in the hands of W. P. Allen, '05, stage manager,

J. H. Murphy, '07, business manager, and E. Stehli, '07, property

"

Le Voyage de Monsieur Perrichon.

manager. The play received considerable attention from the

Buffalo Express, which published cuts of some of the actors.

The third play given by Les Cabotins,
"
Bataille de Dames," by

Scribe and Legouve, was presented at the Lyceum, March 20,

1906. The management of the play was the same as the preceding
year, save in the case of the stage director, who was this year A. V.

Franklin, '08. The acting was of a uniformly good order, though
no one did as well as those cited in the two preceding plays. If
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anyone were to be signaled out for special praise, it would be A.

Brias, '08, in the role of the Baron de Montrichard.

The fourth play of Les Cabotins, "Les Romanesques," by
Edmond Rostand, was given out of doors, at

"
The Oaks," upon

the property of Prof. C. M. Tyler, who graciously extended to the

society the use of this beautiful site. Two performances were

given, the first, May 27, and the second, May 31, 1907.
This was the most beautiful of all of Les Cabotins' productions, and

was one of the loveliest sights that it has been my pleasure to

witness at Cornell. The natural scenery of the spot, with the

drooping branches of the trees, the flaming flowering-quinces and

other blossoming shrubs, the flower and vine-draped garden wall,
the brilliant costumes, the mandolins, and, above all, the lovely

Sylvette, presented a picture that will not be forgotten soon.

The acting was excellent on the part of all the performers, who

were: Miss L. Joachim, '09, as Sylvette, H. L. Dawson, '07, as

Percinet, J. F. Hitchcock, '07, asStraforel, S. S. Chryssides, '09, as

Bergamin, E. Stehli, '07, as Pasquinot, and G. Pond, '10, as Blaise.

The management was the same as the preceding year, with the

exception of the business manager, who was H. M. Short, '09.
The fifth play, and last to date, of Les Cabotins,

"
Le Voyage de

Monsieur Perrichon" by Labiche and Martin, was performed in

the Lyceum Theater, April 18, 1908. A. V. Franklin, '08, was

stage manager, G. I. Dale, '10, business manager, and C. N.

Timber, '08, property manager. The actitig was generally good,
and that of S. S. Chryssides, '09, as Perrichon, excellent. An in

troductory operetta,
"
Les deux Aveugles," by J. Moinaux, music

by Offenbach, was very well rendered by A. Duclos, '10, and E.

C. Mayer, '09.
This is a summary of the work done by Les Cabotins to the

present time. They have been indebted to the Masque frequently
for courtesies of various kinds. Among other favors, they re

ceived from the Masque their most able coach and manager, P.

Allen, '04 ; but, if Les Cabotins have been indebted to the Masque,

it is only fair to state that the Masque too has profited by the

training that certain of her officers and actors have first received

in the service of Les Cabotins. Among these might be men

tioned the Masque's business managers J. H. Murphy, '07, and H.
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Short, '09, her present assistant stage manager,
T. R. Ludlam, 'n,

and E. Stehli, '07, who, after many brilliant successes,
as an ama

teur actor at Cornell, has now been claimed by the profession.

On Nov. 5, 1908, Les Cabotins adopted apian, suggested by the

faculty members of the German and Romance Language depart

ments, of presenting on alternate years at the Lyceum Theatre the

French and German plays. This plan was later confirmed like

wise by the Deutsche Verein. The benefit of such an arrange

ment is evident to all interested in the success of these plays.

During the year I9o8-'o9, an agreement was also entered upon

with the Alliance Francaise, whereby membership in Les Cabotins

carried with it membership in the Alliance and freedom from

dues for one year. This arrangement was brought about with a

view to consolidating the interests of the two societies, which con

solidation may well be carried further in the future.

At a meeting of Les Cabotins, held in the spring of 1909, all of

the faculty members of the Department of Romance Languages

were elected as honorary and advisory members of the society.

Such is, in brief, the history of the organization, which may

pride itself with some justice upon a fair measure of accomplish
ment and influence. I trust that its future may be more brilliant

than its past.

IV. The Deutsche Verein.

Victor Ritschard, 'n, President.

N order to give the members of the Deutsche Verein op

portunity to speak the German language, and to study it

more deeply short plays are performed at intervals during
the year, such as

"

Jugendliebe" by Wilbrandt,
"
Einer

muss heiraten
"

by Wilhelmis," Eigensinn
"

by Benedix, or uUnter

vier Augen," the delightful one act comedy by Fulda. Every
two years a large dramatic production is undertaken which is pre

sented at the Lyceum theater of Ithaca. In the fall of 1908 a

trip was taken for the first time, when
u Alt Heidelberg

"
was

performed very successfully at the Neues Deutsches Theater in

New York City. During the past years were given Freitag's

\
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"Die Journalisten," von Moser's " Der Bibliothekar " and Meyer
Foerster's "Alt Heidelberg." The coaching of these plays, con

trary to that of German plays at other universities, is done entirely
by non-professionals, being taken care of by the faculty members,
and 'the success of the productions in the past is to a very great
extent due to their faithful and painstaking cooperation with the

students.

The marked success of u
Alt Heidelberg" in New York City,

was the cause of a very valuable gift to the Deutsche Verein,

consisting in the complete outfit for a production of "
Wilhelm

Tell."

Messrs. Walter Wesendonck, Jacob Hasslacher, Ernest Thal-

mann, Mrs. Anna Woereshoffer and the Messrs. Hermann Ridder,
Consul General Buenz and Wm. Moore of NewT York City were

interested in the production of a model "Wilhelm Tell" per

formance at the Neues Deutsches Theater in New York last Febru

ary, forwhich they had provided entirely new scenery and costumes.

After that performance the outfit remained in the hands of the

above parties who decided not to sell it to a theatrical company

but to offer it as a gift to some educational institution that would

promise to produce
"
Wilhelm Tell." Their choice was the

Deutsche Verein of Cornell, who accepted their formal offer on

November eleventh, 1909. An agreement was made that after

their production of the play the Cornell Masque should have per

manent possession of the outfit, provided that they take care of

the same and defray the expenses of transportation and of storage.

The value of the whole outfit, consisting of eighteen drop curtains,
several other changes of scenery and costumes, designed with his

torical accuracy especially for this performance, is estimated at

from ten to twelve thousand dollars.

The Verein has decided to give the play next year and compe

tition for the cast will begin sometime next term. There are

about twenty speaking parts and it requires a personnel of about

sixty people.
The giving of plays, however, is by no means the only purpose

of the Verein. It was founded about five years ago with the sole

purpose of giving the students of the German department an

opportunity for studies in German literature and philology out-
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side of the classroom. In time, however, this strictly scientific

plan of conducting the Verein was abandoned, partly due to the

addition of advanced and seminary courses in the German depart

ment, and the Verein was more and more managed by the under

graduates, although constantly assisted and encouraged by faculty

members, those of the German department as well as others.

Membership was no longer restricted to students of the German

department, but any student interested in German was eligible to

become a member. Social functions were introduced, without

losing sight however, of the Verein's purpose, that of stimulating
interest in things German.

"Alt Heidelberg.
' '

Thus the present plan was evolved. Every meeting is divided
into a literary and a social part, the literary part being alternately
taken care of by faculty members and by students. As a rule a

lecture is delivered by the former on German literature, science,
country and university life, German influence on America, etc!
The program of the alternate meeting is carried out exclusively
by students, who, for instance, devote the evening to some German

poet, like Schiller, Heine, Uhland, etc. A history of the poet's
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life is given, illustrated by readings and recitations of his works.

In the social part German games are played, or some time is

given to the singing of German songs, or to the reading and recit

ing of numerous selections.

Every year Christmas is celebrated in the old German fashion,

with a Christmas tree and "
Knecht Ruprecht," the German

Santa Clans, who distributes little gifts to all those present, each

gift being accompanied by a little humorous verse referring to

different events in the life of the University or of the Verein, or

to characteristics of the person concerned.

The Deutsche Verein has passed its experimental stage ; it is

at present an organization that counts on its roll over a hundred

active members and holds every two weeks a well attended meet

ing—facts which give evidence of vigorous life and enduring inter

est, and which augur well for the future of this popular and use

ful institution.

V. The Sage Dramatic Club.

Mary S. Heffenger, Mo.

4^» d MATEUR theatricals are an institution for the bene-

1-4-1 fit of the actors ; the audience ought to be paid to at-

^^% tend."

The chief reason for the existence of the Sage

Dramatic Club is that desire for dramatic expression which is

present among all young people and especially among college

students. It is the further and more especial motive of the club

to educate and develop this natural force ; without such an effort,

dramatic activity, like the artistic energies of our grandmothers,

is likely to lead to work as ineffectual as the samplers and feeble

water-colors previous generations accepted as
" Art."

The club has a president, vice-president, secretary, treasurer,

stage manager and assistant stage manager, property manager

and assistant property manager. These offices develop the mana

gerial and business side of the club and give very useful .training.

When a play is given each department has a committee work

ing under its head. This is necessary, as the disadvantages of

producing a play in Barnes Hall have to be overcome by much



ro4 THE CORNELL ERA

labor and ingenuity. The chairman of the scenery committee

has to devise towers, palaces or drawing rooms, the property

manager needs imagination to turn a candle shade into a royal

crown. A successful rehearsal is always an accomplishment ; when*

a prayer meeting drives the actors from the stage, and committee

meetings have the right of way as to every other available place,

it becomes a miracle. The stage manager, too, has troubles be

yond those of her ilk, for she must see that the actors arrive at the

proper moment, from the Avernus-like ascent of the back stairs,

and escape burning their wigs in the gas jet that protrudes itself

almost directly into the entrance. And throughout the perform

ance, the head of Mr. Barnes, like a middle aged cherub, smiles

out of the painted heavens. Altogether, Barnes Hall Auditorium

in full regalia for a Dramatic Club play, is as incongruous as a

Puritan Father in the paint and feathers of an Indian chief.

All these external difficulties doubtless awaken a spirit of per

sistency and adaptability,—qualities most necessary to the actor.

Yet this state of things ought not to go on indefinitely : the club

needs and earnestly entreats, an interest on the part of the faculty,
to supply needs which are adequately met in other universities.

In the past there has been a good deal of emphasis on the social

side of the club ; three parties used to be given each year. Now,
with the very large number of social and other meetings, in Sage

College, the members confine themselves to the serious side,

which, in itself, is one of the most charming modes of social inter

course.

Another change has taken place. Up to this year membership
was decided by trial, a method which was often farcical, never

very democratic and neither reasonable nor efficient. At present
the membership is open to any one paying the dues ; and the

casts of the plays are decided by trial and careful selection.

Just at this time, when those interested in dramatics work for

and expect an awakening along this line, just as the art lovers,
all over the country look to a reunion of their form of Art, it

behooves every dramatic club to grow with the larger dramatic

impulse. Nowdays clubs produce plays composed by students of

their respective universities. Aware of this practice, the Sage
Dramatic Club has this fall made use of this tendency in a
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peculiar manner. The fault with many plays written by under

graduates, is the lack of action ; the corresponding difficulty with

student dramatics is lack of acting. To obviate both these diffi

culties at once we made this experiment. A play was written

which consisted of action without dialogue, a five act pantomime,

plus the vocal significance of false words—sounds supposed to be

dialogue in an unknown language. In this way, the sketch rested

on situation and climax, and the actors had to make these clear

by action. The experiment was a most interesting and beneficial

one to the participants, two performances were given and Dr. A.

D. White, President Schurman, Dr. Lyman Abbot, and many of

the faculty were present. This unusual sign of appreciation on

the part of those whose support is an encouragement to higher at

tainments, ought to be the quickening impulse toward real

dramatic accomplishment.

Fantasy.

Hill of the west

I watched you oft,

When sank to rest,

Midst rosy draperies and soft,

The wearied day.

And my soul fled away

Through the gathering gloom
To a bygone May,

And orchards glad with apple bloom,

To the West—and you.

There's a song on the Hill,

And a laugh in the town ;

But I gaze still,

As the winter sun goes down,

Toward you,—and wait.

Clarence Eari, Simonson, '12.



Hearts and Handkerchiefs.

F. Dana Burnet, 'u.

PULLED my tie into shape, gave it a last pat, and strode

forth into the murmur and chatter of the Armory ball

room. An important seeming young gentleman with a

red ribbon across his chest passed by me in more or less

of a hurry. I stopped him and asked him, pleasantly, where I

could find the Alpha Alpha box.

"Third on your left," he flung back over his shoulder—and

continued on the importance of his way. I smiled and forgave

him. I, too, had once worn a red ribbon across my shirt-front
—but

nobody would remember that, because it was ten years ago, long,.

long before I had painted a picture that Paris thought excellent

enough to hang in the Salon.

I turned to my left and counted three ahead. It was the be

ginning of a waltz—nearly the last, because my train had been

very late—and there was no one in the box except a pleasant

looking old lady and a girl whom I knew immediately to be

twenty-eight. I arrived at her age by the simple method of add

ing ten to eighteen. She had sat just so, in just the same sort of

a box, the next to the last time I saw her,—one white arm thrown

across the back of her seat and her face half turned toward me,.

showing the curve of her throat and the perfect profile which had,

somehow, crept into the picture of the Salon. It might have been

that I had gone out for supper and returned ten years later.

The older woman rose and walked across the floor to a

neighboring box where another pleasant looking old lady sat,

holding out her hands and smiling. I thrust my hand into my

pocket and drew out a crumbled bit of lace in the form of a tiny

square. There was a monogram in the corner with the initials

M. L. embroidered upon it. The young lady of the beautiful

profile made a motion as if to rise. I was at her side in three

steps.
"
I beg your pardon," said I in my most smiling voice,.

"
You have lost your handkerchief?"

She raised her eyes and looked at me. I was rather glad of my

beard and moustaches then, for I did not want her to recognize
me—just yet.

i



THE CORNELL ERA 107

"
I think not," she said cooly. She held up a modern replica

of the bit of lace in my hand.

"You see?" she said in a kinder tone as though she had de

cided that there was really no reason for snubbing me.

"Oh that," I replied, cheerfully,
"

Of course it's a presumption
but not conclusive evidence. I am sure there is only one M. L.

in the room."

I saw a dozen answers flash in her eyes. Then the broadside

came.

"

Possibly," said she,
"
But even that is'nt an introduction, is

it?
"

I feigned a mighty surprise.
"Introduction !

"
I cried,

"

Why, I have been presented to you

—once— with all regularity—even enough to satisfy Dame Con

vention at her worst !"

"

Really I don't remember it." The nose went up an inch.

"

May I have this waltz?" I asked humbly.

"Of course not—How silly." She was almost angry. This

would never do. The dancers were weaving behind us. It was

one of those waltzes where they make the lights go up and down

so that one may whisper things in one's partner's ear. Now, the

lights were turned very low, so that the room with its decorations

and swinging ropes of electric bulbs was almost fairy-land. I

leaned forward.

"
It would be a great kindness

"
I said.

"
A great kindness to

a poor wanderer who
has not spoken to a woman of his own land

for ten years."
I saw her start and caught her looking at the big signet ring on

my left hand. Mentally I cursed the ring and put my hand be

hind me, resolving to slip off that tell-tale circle of gold at the

first opportunity.
" Ten years," said My Lady,

"
Is quite a long time to any one

this side of thirty. Even I—chaperon that I am—
"

"You would be just twenty-eight," I said, and added, lightly,

"A most attractive and alluring age."

This time she smiled—and I thought I saw a slight mockery

curve her lips.
"I am changing my mind about you," she said, graciously.

The fiddles were full of the sadness that is in every waltz. The
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lights were dimming again, and the little melody of the strings

came very softly out of the shadow, like the dreaming of a wan

derer who has thought much of his journey's end.
"
Will you change your mind about the dance ?

"
I said.

She looked at me again—and I could not tell this time what

thoughts were playing behind her eyes.
"

Yes," said My Lady, at last, almost in a whisper.

She stepped down and I put my arm around her waist. Shortly

we were in the midst of the wheeling dancers. She danced as

beautifully as ever and I reflected that her eight or nine years of

married life had been very good to her. I wondered, vaguely, if

she were happy with that
" Man from Home."

"Then I may keep the handkerchief?
"
I asked.

"

Why ask me? I thought I had told you it was not mine."

"
I shall consider that permission to keep it," I told her. "

It

is yours. You dropped it in this very corner, ten years ago."

She looked up at me swiftly and I saw the color go from her

cheeks. In a flash I had swung out of the crowd and into the

doorway where the air was better.

"You are faint ?
"

"
I—a little—I wonder if I could run away and leave those

children to Mrs. Thorne. This air—and I am not as young as I

once was."

"
I'll get your things

"
I said. "

They are in the box ?
"

She nodded, smiling, and I went back for them. It was only a

step and I had returned in a second.

"Your carriage?" I asked, as we walked through the awning
passageway to the street. "

Do you remember the number ?
"

She looked up at me with comical dismay, shaking her head.
"Never mind," I said "I'll get one."

She put her hand on my arm.

"I would like to walk if you don't mind. It is not far— and I

love the look of the snow over everything."
I spoke of her faintness and she said the air would do her good.

Then she handed me a pair of the most ridiculously miniature

over-shoes—and—we walked.

It was not far to the house on the Hill where I had passed the

four best years of my life, so I measured our speed accordingly.
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I, too, loved the
"
look of the snow

"

lying so white and sparkling
before us,

—with a pale swath of moonlight staining it dull gold.
I also loved the girl—which mattered but very little to the Fates

who weave things in the life-loom of such poor mortals as myself,

regardless of one's inclinations and desires. Yet I did not hate

the " Man from Home." I hoped I would never meet him—but

that is as far as it went.

"About the handerchief
"
I began, tentatively.

"Doubtless there are thousands of M. L.'s," she said carelessly.

"Only one," said I, looking into her eyes.

"The price of the beauty of the snow," she remarked "Is the

uncertainty it lends to one's feet."

The slope curved downward. I took her arm.

"
I had thought it was the cold," said I.

" That depends, I should think, on the warmth of one's

interior."

I trembled—and then ventured.

"
One's heart—for instance?

"

"About that handkerchief—
"

"
A warm heart no doubt is a preventative against many kinds

of cold."

"

Perhaps I did drop that handkerchief
—

"

" Now the hearts / have encountered—
"

"
It may have been ten years ago !

"

"

Personally, my own heart—
"

"
You may keep the handkerchief

—

"

I gave up, laughing, though there were other things than

laughter in my mind.

"
Hearts and handkerchiefs," I said, smiling down at her—

(which was always dangerous, I remembered ! )
" The one I

shall keep—Oh ages and ages
—

"

"

Pretty speeches are never amiss on moonlight nights, are

they?"
" Ten years," said I,

"
Is just the beginning of the time I shall

keep it."
"

Nonsense, sir. When you lose your
—the other—the poor

handkerchief will go too !
"

We had crossed the path of the moon and were under the trees
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of the walk. On our left hand the Hill swept down into the

valley, where the stillness had seemed to gather from all the peace.

and calm of the night. The lights of the town laughed out of the

snow mist like lanterns of a Will-o'-the-Wisp,—little stars beneath

the stars, and the lake gleamed like dull silver in the rain of

moon-beams. There came a sudden strain of the fiddles behind

us, faint and very low, weaving a* little waltz melody like the

song of a wanderer who has dreamed of his journey's end.

"

Mary
"
I said—

"

Mary
—it would have been easier if you had

not said that." The hand on my arm trembled.

"

Forgive
—me."

What an ass I was to worry her !

"
It is nothing," I cried,

" There is nothing to forgive—
"

"Nothing?"
»

Why—no !
"

She turned to me.

"
I have waited ten years to hear tha't," said My Lady Mary.

My head whirled.

"
How perfectly ridiculous !

"
said I, struck with a great amaze

ment.

"
It is^nt," she said.

"
It—I—I sent you away for a silly girl's

whim—I won't admit it was jealousy—
"

(the laughter was on her

lips again)—
"
but it was something as foolish as that. And you

went across a huge ocean and I don't know how many countries,
all because I—I—

"

My heart gave a great bound. She hadn't really been hope

lessly angry with me after all. Of course nothing was outwardly

changed—how could it be when she wore another man's ring on

her finger?—but it made me glad, nevertheless.
"

That," I said,
"
Is the best home-coming I could have had."

And then, for a very unknown reason, she sighed.
"
Is it?

"
said My Lady Mary.

The old house was just as it should be. Everything was the

same, even to the clock in the library which had never been

known to keep time during the whole of its sojourn over the

book-shelves, some thirty odd years.

We tip-toed in and when My Lady had gone up, with a whis-
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pered good-night and a smile for the two freshmen asleep before

the fire, I strode over to these latter oppressed of men and tapped
one of them on the shoulder.

"

Hell," said that gentleman, sleepily but distinctly.
"
Not at all," said I—

"

Merely one of your ancient alumni."

The boy jumped up and held out his two hands.
"
Oh I beg your pardon," he said, smiling,

"
You see—I've got

to go up for the furniture at 4 a. rn. and I was catching a nap

when you touched me. My name's Lane." I found I had not

forgotten the "grip."
"

Lane," I said,
"
Not by any chance related to one Thomas

Lane, class of 1900?"
"
His brother," said the youth.

"

Why bless my heart," I cried,
"

Tommy and I were classmates.

You—why—you must be Jimmie!"

"Right !" the boy laughed, looking at me keenly as though try

ing to remember anyone who would naturally have his family's

history at his tongue's tip.
"I—I don't seem to remember you," he began diffidently.
I smiled.

"
And I know all about you," I answered.

"
Your family con

sists of a very dear mother and father, a big brother Tom and—

and—"

"Mary?" laughed the boy. "You do seem to know us. By

the way Mary is here chaperoning. She's up at the Armory now—

"
Your pardon," I replied,

"
I have just brought her down.

The boy's face suddenly lit up.
"
I know you now," said he

"
You're Mr. Jameson the famous

painter—and—great Scott!
—here I've been kiddin' along with

you like any ordinary chap ! Hey, Billy !"—(this to the dormant

fellow sufferer)
—"Wake up and meet Mr. Jameson, the famous—

"

I stopped him with a gesture.

".What's that between friends?" I asked, smiling. "Give us

the grip, Billy—and I'm very glad to meet you both !"

They made a place for me on the great lounge before the fire

and then we began to talk. That is, they talked and I listened,

learning of things collegiate and occasionally interrupting with a

word of
" it used to be." Finally Jimmie arose.

"

Three-thirty," he said.
"
We've got to go."
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I expressed my regrets. The boys laughed and shrugged their

shoulders.

"
We don't really mind

"

they said.

I asked them where I could turn in and Jimmie offered me a

couch in his room at Sheldon Court.

"Thank you," I said.
" And—Oh Jimmie, I wish you would

tell the sweet-faced old lady who is chaperoning the remains of

the party that your sister cut out because of a slight faintness

and came home with me."

"She wasn't sick was she?" asked Jimmie with quick anxiety.
"
Oh no," I said, reassuring him. "Just a bit tired."

Jimmie nodded.

" It's her first chaperoning job, you know," he said as though

apologizing for his sister's failure to meet the requirements of her

position.
"

Really ? I thought young married people were always in de

mand."

"

Why—Mary's not married," laughed the boy.
"

Chaperons

are'nt always, are they
—if they're old enough to play the part?"

Good-night, sir. You just go ahead and turn in whenever you

like."—And he spoke a number which I gathered was the number

of his room, though I was not sure, for the whole world was danc

ing cartwheels in my bewildered brain and I wouldn't have sworn

whether I was standing in the doorway of the Alpha Alpha House

or before St. Peter's Gate.

The door banged and I pinched myself on the arm.

"

Mary not married !" I said aloud—"
Now that's very discon

certing !"

I wished that I had inquired more particularly into this phe
nomenon before Jimmie had gone. What could it mean? And

what—Oh what—had become of the "
Man from Home?"

Following an old habit I turned upstairs to seek the study that

had been mine in the old days. I knew that I would neither dis

turb nor be disturbed here, because the only other person in the

house besides the servants and myself was Mary. And she, with

out doubt, had sought her room on the third floor long ago. I

hoped I would find a pipe—(there had always been plenty on the

rack in the old days)—a man can think more clearly with a pipe-
stem between his teeth.
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"Three, four"—I counted the doors along the study corridor

until I came to the last, which had been mine.

I opened the door and felt my way in. A pale ray of moonlight
had crept through the window that overlooked the valley and had

fallen on the broad window seat. And as I stumbled forward

toward it, a girl all in white—a tall, glorious girl with the moon-

gold in her hair—rose quietly from the couch and spoke to me.

"I decided to have a last look at the valley," she said, smiling
a little tired smile,

"
And I have stayed too long. It was the look

of the snow again, you see."

I cleared my throat of a sudden hoarseness.

"

Somehow," I said,
" The snow does not seem so cold—

"

She had dropped to her seat again and I sat beside her, wonder

ing at her beauty and thinking of the ten years which I had

passed without knowing—what I knew now.

" The cold of the snow," I went on,
"
Is a little thing when

one's heart is warm."

She did not turn her head.

"
Whom were you talking to down stairs ?

"

"Jimmie" said I. "He told me some things I had never

known before."

Her face was turned away and her eyes looked to the valley.

The moon was very near its setting in the east, and the far hills

were a strange land of mists and moon-light, so that one could not

know whether they would be cruel or very kind if one should

dare trust them with his dreams.

"
What—have you learned ?

"

I leaned toward her. If a man be a man he will chance the

end of his dreaming and take what the Fates send—smiling, as it

should be with men, whether it be fairy-land or only—the snow.

"

Mary," I whispered, because of the trembling in my throat,
"

Mary, I did not know that I could have spoken to you honor

ably to-night. I have just learned that I may. Will you hear

me?"

Her hand lay beside me on the couch. I put my hand upon it

and she did not draw hers away.
"
When you sent me away

—

you said that there was another

man—
" "

I—it was—it was not true. There was only my foolish
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pride. I did not think you
—

you cared—." She caught her

breath with a sound that was half laughter and half tears. "And

so I made my pride like the snow—
"

"
When the heart is warm," I said again, hoarsely,

" It matters

little concerning the cold of the snow." The hand beneath mine

made as though it would have escaped. I held it the closer.

"

Look at me, Mary."

Her eyes were still on the valley and the mist of the hills.

"

Look at me."

Slowly she turned and looked—and her eyes were like stars.

"
I have been a wanderer," I said,

"
Because a girl sent me

away, and I would know of my home-coming. I have been a

gypsy to my fellow-men—but there was a little pain in my heart

which would not die, though I ran from it over a great number

of lands and several wide seas—
"

She turned her eyes away again.
" The pain," said My Lady Mary,

"
Was not all with you."

"

Mary," I cried,
"
We are done with pain—you and I !

"

She turned to me and I took her in my arms.

Downstairs there came a sudden burst of laughter and a chatter

of voices. The dancers had come back. I heard the door close

and then the sound of a piano. Someone was playing, very soft

ly, the air of the little waltz that was so like the song of a wanderer

who has dreamed of his journey's end.
"
It was in this room," I whispered,

"
That you sent me away,

the night you lost the handkerchief which I have kept—
"

She put her hand over my mouth, laughing happily.
"

Hark," said My Lady Mary,
"

They are playing our waltz,
down there."

The little strain went on—and there must have been words to

the song, for of a sudden we heard a young, clear voice, singing—

Art thou grown weary of wand'ringaway ?

Turn again, turn again home.

So end the sorrows of yesterday
With the coming of wanderers home !

The hand in mine tightened and the fair head on my shoulder

nestled closer. And still the song
—
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Make thou an end of thy tears and thy sighing,
Where is the need for sorrow ?

Lo ! The To-days into Yesterdays dying
Cast not a shadow to-morrow !

It was very near the dawn. The moon had gone down behind

the far hills and there was only the fairies' mist that stretched to

the valley's end. The world seemed very fair to me then. I

thought of the ten years of my wandering and the happiness that

was now mine. And I was not ashamed of the dimness of my

eyes.

The girl in my arms lifted her face to mine.

" The coming of wanderers home,
"

whispered My Lady Mary—

"

Ah, the blessed song."
Came the last strain, sighing into silence—

Turn again, turn again home.

Woe will be weal to-morrow !

Two tears like great pearls, gathered in My Lady's eyes and

stole down her cheeks for the song was done—the brave little

song that had sung so truly of the wanderer who dreamed of his

journey's end.

•



Desenganate.

(Translated from the Spanish of G. A. Becquer. )

Jacob S. Fassett, Jr.

The swallows, sombre-hued, will come again,
Their nests to build upon thy balcony ;

And brushing with their wings thy casement there,

Will call thee in their play.

But those that paused suspended in the air,

Thy beauty and my happiness to see :

And those that heard our names as whispered then :

Ah those will ne'er return !

The densely-twining columbine will come

As fair again to scale thy garden walls ;

And there in ev'ning light will blossom forth,

Ah then how fair to see !

But those whose cups were once begemmed with dew,

Whose crystal drops were trembling on each leaf,

And quiv'ring there would fall as tears of Day ;

Ah those will ne'er return !

There will again be whispered in thine ear

The burning words of love,
—alone for thee.

Perhaps thy heart from its profoundest sleep
Will be awakened then.

But mute, absorbed, and on rev 'rent knee,

As God is worshipped at His Holy Shrine :—

As I have worshipped thee
—be undeceived,—

Such love shall not be thine !



Things You Don't See from the Front.

Professor C. F. Hirshfeld, Joint Author of
"

The MisfitMan.'
'

S you sit among the audience and watch the Junior

Week comic opera unfold itself smoothly and credit

ably, despite the absence of plot and of that prestige
which comes of a metropolitan record, do you ever won

der what preparation and what machinery are involved? Prob

ably not. And yet to many the preparation and the machinery

are far more interesting than even the performance itself.

This preparation starts immediately after the acceptance of the

play in the spring of the year ; and upon the coach, Mrs. Dixie,

falls the burden of it. She must whip the amateur lines into

shape, straighten out the tangle of entrances and exits, arrange

things so that at least two of every dozen characters on the stage

at one time may seem to have some reason for being there.

She must study the characteristics of the architecture, costumes

and customs of the particular land or period in which the action

of the piece is supposed to occur. After this the color schemes

must be thought out, the costumes designed, the scenery and the

lighting planned.
This in itself is difficult enough, but when you are obliged to so

plan as to keep the expense down to about one twentieth to one

fiftieth of that involved in a similar professional production the

problem assumes proportions that are well nigh gigantic.

Then the action of each character must be mapped out, either

on paper or mentally, and the results recorded for future use.

Little does the average audience think as it watches the various

characters move from place to place, pick up this, or put down

that, that not one of these actions is spontaneous but that each

was conceived months before by some one not even in evidence

on the night of nights. And yet not only is this true, but in nine

cases out of ten the various actions, so natural and fitting as they

seem, have been literally pounded into the would-be actor, and

are often executed to a count just as a child waltzes or a squad of

ecruits drills.

r

m
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The comedian, when he wins applause with his clever dance, is

simply expressing in motion the thought which months before

was in the brain of the coach. This laugh provoking comedian,

the well groomed and heroic looking leading man, or the
winsome

leading lady (?) are generally just as much machines as are the

various choruses moving in studied and well drilled formations.

Most of this planning, the inception and development of a

"

Chorines."

living, moving play out of the dead lines of the manuscript, is done

during the summer and when college opens in the fall the work

of which the outside world takes partial cognizance begins with

the competitions for music and parts.

Here again is work aplenty. In choosing music a number of

things must be considered. The range must not be too great, the

voice part must not call for great technical ability, the character

must be striking, the melody must be catchy, and above all, the

whole must be practical.
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In choosing those who are to take the various parts even more

careful consideration is necessary.
"
Girls

"
must all be under a

certain height while the men must all be over a certain height,

and there must be a considerable gap between in order that the

necessary contrast may exist. Good voices are highly desirable,

but dramatic ability is no less so.

There are plenty of men of the required heights, there are

quantities of good voices, and there is much dramatic talent, but

when it comes to finding fifty or more candidates in each of whom

are combined all three of these qualities it is a difficult matter.

"A Galaxy oe Beauties."

The selection is made still more difficult by the fact that for some

occult psychological reason, as yet unexplained, many
of the men

who possess these desirable qualities in the most marked degree

are either on probation or so near that position as to make them

unavailable.

When the victims are finally chosen the long gruelling period

of rehearsals starts. To you who laugh at the jokes and applaud

the steps, things are new and interesting but fancy, if you can,

what it means to listen to those same jokes two or three times a
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week and to execute those same steps several times at each re

hearsal. To say that things become stale is putting the case very

mildly.

During this period of the preparation, costumes are being made

the scenery is being painted, the properties are being found, con

structed, or bought, as the case may be. Some time must also be

devoted to teaching the make-up men that subtle art. They

practice on the faces of candidates for managerships, much to the

discomfort of these individuals and to the amusement of all others.

After all this preparation the great day finally arrives and the

members of the company are required to report at the theater at

hours varying from four to six in the afternoon. This is neces

sary because of the time consumed in make-up and dressing. It

entails the serving of a supper on the stage for the entire company

which is the price that must be paid to prevent the late rising of

the curtain, so characteristic of most amateur performances.

The company, as seen by the audience after the rise of the cur

tain, numbers generally about fifty or sixty, but what the audi

ence does not see is another and just as necessary part of the or

ganization consisting of some half dozen dressers, three or four

make-up men, a corps of managers and assistants, two prompters,

two or three electricians, a stage carpenter, a squad of scene shif

ters, and last, but most important, the coach, under whose guidance
the army moves exactly in the right way, and exactly in time.

Such, in brief, is the machinery which makes possible the re

sults with which you are acquainted, and it is the improvement
of this complicated mechanism, the elimination of lost time and

wasted effort, which most occupies the minds of those responsible
for the welfare of the Cornell Masque.



Across the Atlantic on a Cattle Ship.
Frank H. Knapp,

'

io.

«^B__^ HE lasting impression which comes from a passage to

/ I Europe as a cattleman, does not arise because of the

^^g/ succession of events experienced but rather from the

reflection upon this life hitherto unknown— the life of

those on the sea—or of seamen. Much of it was not attractive,
*

some parts of it even repellent, yet all was instructive.

There were eight students in our party. All of us had known

men who had enjoyed the charm of European travel through

working their way across the Atlantic in this manner, but their

reports had been varied. Some absolutely condemned the prac

tice, while others, and they were the greater number, were very

enthusiastic and praised it warmly. For our part we chose to go

because we believed that if it were necessary we could bear one

week and a half or two weeks of unpleasantness for the three

months of pleasure that were to follow. We would have been

quite right had it been as bad as the blackest it was pictured.
In reality, however, we had over-estimated the inconvenience.

The trip had many redeeming features, even some attractions.

Our ship was of twelve thousand tons burden and carried pas

sengers as well as cattle. Ships carrying cattle exclusively are

preferable. The presence of passengers is often annoying. It is

rather trying to see others enjoying themselves and being idle,

when one must himself be only a spectator, with hard work

ahead. At least we thought this the case as we watched the pas

sengers going on board and bidding good-bye to their friends, and

as we thought of their comfortable accommodations and our prob

able mean surroundings for the voyage of three thousand miles

together. We would have preferred being on a rickety old hulk

where, though only cattlemen, we could have been supreme. At

this time we rather regretted our decision and considered the un

dertaking as somewhat of an ordeal.

These gloomy moments passed, however, things changed, and

we found ourselves in a new world, a group by ourselves—cattle-
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men. There was dignity in our position—it was responsible and

useful. And we were independent.
As cattlemen we were considered part of the crew. We had

our special quarters, food, and work. We could accept or reject

the first two and since the latter was a certain specified task to be

performed, we could do it as rapidly, or as slowly, as we wished.

On our arrival, the shipping agent took us to our quarters.

These consisted of two forecastles or large rooms in each end of

the ship and were in the hold next below the lower deck. Around

three sides were two tiers of iron bunks. What light there was

came from two small port holes. A table, with a row of benches

on each side, extended full length through the center of the room.

The place was dark, dirty, and crowded. And here it was that

we were supposed to sleep and eat.

Shortly after embarking we had our first and, for most of us,,

our last meal in the forecastle. We were told that one of our

men was to be appointed as waiter and dishwasher and to be

thereby excused from other duties. Some thought it an easy

position and a young Englishman quickly applied and received it.

We were glad it did not fall upon us and that we could avoid

coming any more closely in contact with cattlemen's food than

was necessary.

Meanwhile, the food intended for us was brought in. It might
have been worse but it certainly did not appeal to our appetites at

that time. As this food constituted the menu three times a day
for almost the entire trip its constituent parts might be men

tioned. There were potatoes boiled with the skins on (they
smelled like the escaping steam of a boiler room) ; a large piece
of boiled meat, beef I suppose, which was too tough to chew,—a

thin stew or thick soup, called appropriately by the sailors

"scouss"; and finally, a drink called tea. When we all became

sick later, each declared that the tea was responsible. Our crock

ery, almost as thick as a butter jar, and the greasy black tin

dishes, which recalled kitchen dish pans, were in themselves suf

ficient subjects for stories.

That evening, after some five hours on board, our duties began.
First we were to fasten the cattle. They had been driven on

board in a very short time, roughly penned in, in groups of twelve
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to twenty, and were waiting with ropes around their necks to be

tied facing the aisle, in which position they were to stand during
the rest of the voyage. The cattle were mainly big fat corn-fed

steers. It was supposed they had stood long enough to become

quiet and manageable but in reality some were as wild as the

beast on the ranch. The majority we fastened readily but a few

seemed possessed by evil spirits. They withdrew from reach,
took their positions behind their captured fellows and waited in

defiance. A poke or jab with the tines of a long handled fork,

given by one of the bosses at a distance, instead of driving them

into place only added to the excitement by causing a small

stampede which left matters worse than before. We did not dare

to risk our lives by going between those fastened, to reach the

others. Wherever it was at all possible one of us would climb

over the numerous beams and supports and thus suspending him

self over the animals, would try by kicks and blows to persuade

them to abandon their positions. Such actions were usually ac

companied by bellowings, snortings, leaps, and kicks. It was as

close to participation in a Spanish bull fight as any of us care to

experience. That was somewhat successful. After once roping

our victim, a half dozen of us would tug on the rope and, aided

by the coaxing fork or pole applied as before, would finally bring
him into^place with the others. We were not sick as yet and

rather enjoyed the experience although it was warm and strenu

ous for us who were fresh from study and unused to physical

labor. However when it was finished at eleven o'clock, we were

ready for rest.

It is hardly necessary to say we did not sleep in the forecastle.

We chose as our bed a hatchway open to the clear sky with plenty

of fresh air and far away from unpleasant odors. We spread some

straw about, rolled ourselves in our blankets and slept as soundly

as in the best of beds.

The next two days marred the serenity of our journey. We

awoke in anything but a state'of equilibrium ; the ship was roll

ing and we too were unsettled. Further, the time of day did not

improve our feelings. It was four A. M. Our regular routine

began that morning and the day proved to be a most trying one :

—

we were tired, were having our first attack of sea sickness—and
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that is the worst of all evils—and were obliged to work until

seven o'clock without anything to eat.

Our duty was to feed and water our flock. There were twenty

cattlemen in all—and seven hundred head of cattle to receive

care.

Fortunately in the party of which I was a member we had a

good gang boss which is a great help. Morally, however, he was

not a model. I think that no one could surpass him in swearing
—both as to number and variety of oaths—or would care to if he

could. Fay, as he was called, was a rough character but was not

without good qualities for he proved as good natured and as will

ing a worker as one could desire. He often did little kindnesses

that soon made him a favorite. As with most men of his class he

was not over-thorough—yet I think that our cattle never had too

little to eat or drink although our party was usually the first to

finish for the day. As to cleanliness, that would have been im

possible anyway under the circumstances.

Our duties began with watering the stock. We used hose and

buckets. It was wet work and we were usually drenched before

finishing. After this we were to feed hay. When this was com

pleted it was breakfast time. After breakfast we fed the cattle

grain and hauled up from several holds beneath, to our own level

the fodder for the next day's feeding. This was accomplished by

lifting with the tackle. When this was done our labor for the

day had ended except for a half hour in the evening. In all we

were not employed more than seven or eight hours. Under favor

able conditions our task was merely an exhilirating exercise and

a healthful appetizer.
The first few times however caused us much misery. Dante's

purgatory could not have been worse. Sea sickness had seized

us all and claimed us for two days. All who have experienced it

know one's hopelessness. Added to ours was the consciousness

that seven hundred hungry animals needed attention. Descrip
tion of such moments can not be given. It is enough to say that

they stand out as the most vivid in one's life.

During this time, we did not care for food and when we did, we
had no appetite for cattlemen's fare. A good providence favored

us however and a pocket full of small change for
"

tips
"

soon
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made very satisfactory arrangements. The rest of the way over

we had clean, wholesome and appetizing food. Any suggestions
of ours were gladly carried out and we partook of the best pro

ducts of butcher and baker.

When the work was done we were free to roam the deck and we

then enjoyed many happy experiences. We sometimes joined in

the enthusiasm over a passing ship ; watched the gulls or stormy

petrel as they skimmed over the waves for food ; saw a passing
school of porpoise with a dozen leaping out of the water at the

same time ; or traced the razor-edge fin of a shark as it cut the

surface of the water while the monster manoeuvered around the

ship. In the hottest part of the afternoon we might take a nap

in the fresh air, warmed by the sun and cooled by the invigorating
breeze. In the evening there were the sunsets—unparalleled for

splendor and grandeur. At night one might gaze untiringly at

the phosphorescent glow over the sea.

Entertainment is never lacking when boys are thus thrown to

gether. If there was nothing else we could always play games

and sports. Good books, too, can be enjoyed as much on a cattle

ship as in a college room.

In such a place, among so many, there cannot fail to be many

interesting people. Every man has a history and ten days on

board ship usually removes all barriers of reserve. One can hear

strange tales
—wonderful things seen and done, great dangers un

dergone, strange plights, joys and sorrows.

We were not without music either. Some had mandolins and

guitars and others good voices. It was a pleasure to spend an

evening listening to Scottie (one of our men) sing his native

ballads.

Then among the most amusing incidents were the boxing bouts

between the sailors or stewards who had had misunderstandings
and chose this manner for settlement. Some evenings the crew

would spend playing games among themselves of which we were

spectators. They were games of questions and replys, asked and

answered according to a formula. Good playing consisted in

catching the clue quickly and replying without a flaw in the

statement. The sailors obtained the greatest sport when inflict

ing the penalty for hesitancy or error. This was to give the un-
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fortunate one the hardest possible blow with a strap or stick.

One can be assured that this punishment was not delivered with

any undue moderation. It also appeared that these games were

started primarily to initiate the new and younger members.

These young fellows bore it all without flinching. Their pride

demanded it.

From the beginning to the end, the trip as a cattleman was in

teresting and we left the ship in the best of spirits. Besides all

this we had accomplished our original aim. We had reached the

continent and without the usual expenditure of passage money.

Debating; A Studious Activity.
C. Roland Hugins 'n.

HEN we say that debating at Cornell is unpopular,
we do it no injustice. Not that the students as a

body frown upon debating ; rather they pay it the

most blighting of all tributes—their indifference.

Let me sum up the situation as it stands at present. Debating
does not lack now, nor has it lacked at any time during the last

ten years, the devotion of a small group of enthusiasts. There

have been each year eager contestants for places on the '94Memor

ial Debate Stage. The intercollegiate teams always have been ably
manned. Cornell's record in the Triangular League contests is

by no means a poor one. Out of ten debates with Columbia Uni

versity we have won five ; out of fifteen debates with the Univer

sity of Pennsylvania we have won seven. In minor intercollegiate
contests our showing has been even better, for we have won on

the average two times in three. It is true that interest in debate

has experienced fluctuations from one college generation to

another, but while the flow has never surfeited debating with

good men, the ebb has never left it without a sufficient number

of competent representatives. This year the tide is in. The first

competition for the Stage and the teams called out over twenty-
five men, more than have participated in any preliminary debate

TDCm
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trial during the previous decade. Early in March Cornell will

match a team of three men in Ithaca against Columbia and a team

of three men in Philadelphia against Pennsylvania, on the ques

tion,
" Resolved : that the commission form of government should

be adopted by the municipalities of the United States." These

teams, whatever their abilities may be, at least will be composed
of men picked with great care, and of men who have been willing
to undergo much hard work in preparation.
The trouble with debating at Cornell, then, lies not in the

character or adequacy of its fighting force. The defect rests in

the fact that debating, so to speak, is a highly specialized sport.
It is wanting, on the one hand, in a large number of devotees who

will debate for debate's sake, and maintain throughout, the year a

continuous series of informal contests in clubs or between colleges,

and on the other hand it wants an interested body of spectators.

The latter may be dispensed with. All that a debater aspires to

is an audience that once a year will fill Barnes Hall comfortably.

But the first deficiency is a serious one. It betrays the essen

tial dis-esteem in which debating is held.

Nearly every fall a Freshman debate club is organized with

from fifty to one hundred members. The remaining history of

the club discloses not much more than a gradual dwindling away.

Up to last spring these class clubs continued their existence—

hypothetically
—throughout the four years of the college course.

A series of inter-class debates was scheduled between the Sopho

mores and the Freshmen, between the Seniors and the Juniors,

and between the winners and Congress. This latter organization,

modeled on the plan of the House of Representatives, was open

to men in the three upper classes. The machinery of debate was

good, but it collapsed for want of motive power. Last year the

inter-class series was a farce, and the year before it was captured

by the Freshmen through the apathy of the upper-classmen.

After considerable discussion, during which debating was publical-

ly heralded as defunct, a reorganization was effected. The Fresh

men club alone was retained officially by the Debate Union. All

other organizations were left to flourish or to die according to the

measure of their own vitality. Just now there are two free-lance

clubs. One is the Owls, the other Congress. Although the Owls
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has training for debate as its primary object, it also has a sociah

purpose. It is secret and limited in membership.
Without question the reorganization of last spring has already

resulted in quickened interest. It is ever a gain to lop off the-

dead limbs. A successful underclass series has been run off. An

infusion of new blood seems to have revived Congress. The in

fluence of the Owls has been to give debating a bit more prestige,.
and to lift a little that opprobrium which identified the word de

bater with "rough-neck
"
and "

grind." Nevertheless there is no

disposition on the part of the debaters to blink at the truth. Debat

ing, it must be confessed, makes but a narrow appeal to under

graduates. The great mass of the students goes its way oblivious-

of what happens on the debating platform.
What reasons shall we assign for this neglect ? Why is it that

the time-honored practice of argumentation among the young gets

here and now such feeble encouragement ? When other student

activities flourish with great vigor why should debating languish?
It is frequently urged by the debaters themselves that the amount

of toil involved repels the average student. It is no trifling thing
to work for weeks and months winding into the intricacies of

municipal government, or of the tariff, or of corporation control,

and then to whip a medley of arguments into an effective ten

minute debate. But the objections of laziness apply specifically
to preparation for the intercollegiate contests, not so strongly to

debating in general. A partial explanation of local supinenessin
this field may be found in the facts that a majority of the students

at Cornell are taking engineering courses, and that the Law

College discourages debating.
But the real explanation, I think, lies in the indifference of the

present day college man to serious questions. The problems that

agitate civilization, problems economic, political, sociological,,

philanthropic, stir in him no flutter of concern. The besetting
sin of university men is intellectual flippancy. Why this is so I

am not prepared to say ; there are plenty of qualified persons just
at present offering a variety of theories as to what is the matter

with the American College. But whatever the diagnosis, the

malady remains. The more intelligent class of fellows in college
are cynical without experience, opinionated without knowledge..
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Whatever real intellectual work is done is confined to the special
ized studies that prepare for a profession. College conversation

shows that mental vacuity is fashionable, for it consists mainly of

"

jollying," and is very seldom dignified by the intellectual earnest

ness which should characterize at least a part of the discourse

among educated gentlemen. It is quite natural that such an

atmosphere should stifle the vigorous growth of debating. It is

to be expected that the activity which offers opportunity for the

investigation and discussion of the vital questions of the day,

should not find itself embarrassed by an excess of popularity.
Do I think that all the students who are serious-minded enough

to carry about with them the burden of the world's riddles are in

cluded in the ranks of debaters ? No, I do not. If I did I should

not be twisting this attempt at a dispassionate estimate of the

status of debating at Cornell into a plea for recruits. There are

scores of men on the Hill who have the capacity and the latent

interest for purposeful discussion of civic and social problems, but

who lack incentive. The prevalent disrepute of debating deters

them. And the consequence is that in many cases the very men

who would benefit debating most and who would be benefited

most by it are never seen in a debate club or competition.

It may be worth while to turn aside here and slaughter a mis

conception. Debating often is regarded as a solemn business.

But because a man is a
"

high-brow
"
it doesn't necessarily follow

that he has a long-faced attitude of mind. The men who make

good in debating are most often men of nimble wit, men who can

put an idea keenly, who can riddle opposition good-naturedly.

Of course to be a debater requires enough mental ballast to be

able to distinguish between cleverness and cogency and between

assertion and logic. In other words debating demands thinkers.

However, it does not, contrary to general impression, favor that

type of mind that is overawed by the significance of its own con

victions.

It is too much to hope for any sudden improvement. If, as

I have maintained, neglect of debating finds its cause in the

intellectual attitude of the present day college man, then we must

await a change in that attitude before we can expect debating to
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thrive. Will that intellectual attitude change? Will college

men gradually grow more intent on significant things, less en

grossed with immediate distractions? This is a question for

academic prophets to answer, not for me. Of the following, how

ever, I am deeply convinced. If college men do at any time be

gin to think soberly of preparing themselves for that function of

national leadership which it is their privilege to exercise, debat

ing will experience a renaissance. It will become one of the chief

objects of undergraduate attention, instead of being one of the

most ignored of student activities.
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EDITORIAL.

In the American scheme of education there appear to be many

undesirable features, which features, if such scheme is to be made

more efficient, as it should be, must sooner or later be remedied.

In the first place, from the student viewpoint,
Cornell

there is too little meeting between teacher

and student outside of the class-room, blame

resting, in part upon the faculty who do not meet the students

half way and often begrudge time given up to this end, and in

part to indisposition on the student side to further such acquain

tance. Secondly, naturally and in application students vary from

Ai to zero; consequently, the teacher must pursue a middle

course, hard for some, easy for others, satisfactory to few. Thirdly,

in most cases, classes are so large that close personal interest in

the student, on the part of the professor, is impossible ; and inti

mate familiarity with each student's peculiar needs is not realized.

In each of these three respects does the English tutorial system

of education excel the American. The English tutor, in most

instances, is a highly capable man, knowing his students without
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the class room. He is their companion, counselor, and friend.

His influence is none the less powerful, because quietly exerted

often when least expected. The English tutor, almost invariably,

takes control of a small number of men. Thus he comes to dis

cover the limitations of each man, and can direct his efforts to

wards those ends, which he knows it lies within his power to

attain. In short, he is in a position to know what is wanted, and

gives it. The English tutorial scheme is expensive, as is the sys

tem of English higher education as a whole. Unfortunately, its

benefits can be enjoyed only by the sons of the wealthy. But it

is interesting to note the growing number of men at Cornell, and

in American universities generally, who are announcing them

selves as tutors. There are possibly in all colleges of the Univer

sity and outside, one hundred such men. Is it not possible, that

as time goes on, these beginnings will develop towards the Eng
lish system?

"
Such a bundle of odd contradictions we human beings are,"

says the writer of one of the great English histories. If there

is one place where these words are more true than elsewhere, it

seems to us it is precisely in the matter of ex-
ange

ercise. No one is found who denies that ex

ercise is beneficial to both body and mind, who denies that it in

creases efficiency and prolongs life ; yet, the tendency of nearly
all, is to be irregular and haphazard in its prosecution, and of a

large number to ignore it entirely.
"To be enthusiastic of doing much with human nature is fool

ishness indeed." The Era has long thought that the one indis

pensable department in the whole University, is the Department
of Physical Training. It stands for health, without which all that
the department of Economics, all that the Department of History,
or all that any other department of the University can do is utterly
without avail. The University needs more play, for the sake of

play. If exercise is good for the Freshman and Sophomore, why
is it less good for the Junior and Senior? If two years of Physi
cal Training are good, and worth while, why are not four years



THE CORNELL ERA i33

more worth while? We believe there would be much outward

manifestation of disgust, and some threats of leaving the Univer

sity if four years of Physical Training were prescribed, but ulti

mate thanks and approval of the change.

Certain men, in our ever-shifting student body, group together
each year at Barnes Hall and assume the name of the C. U. C. A.

These men are supposedly high-minded and unselfish, fired with

the unquenchable desire to discover, and as

e * * * *

far as power in them lies, to forcibly and ef

fectively meet the pressing social and religions needs of a large,

varied, and scattered student body. Since the peculiar nature of

their work demands it, they are supposedly practical men who en

deavor to understand that curious combination of the serious and

frivilous, of the good and the bad,—namely the college man. In

this editorial we are asking, are these men the power for social and

moral good within our college community which their position in

undergraduate life would naturally lead us to demand and expect.

We must eliminate from our discussion Barnes Hall as a conven

ient place of assembly with its theological library, and pianos for

the musically minded. This building exists through the dona

tion of a munificent man. Its existence is governed by a circum

stance quite beyond their control. So must we eliminate work

done by the C. U. C. A. without the student body. No matter

how important the training of foreign missionaries to educate and

uplift the illiterate heathen in foreign lands ; the maintainence of

boys' clubs along the inlet to better the condition of those unfor

tunates in life ; or the supplying of preachers for the moral eleva

tion of the surrounding hamlets ; our discussion is limited to what

the C. U. C. A. is doing within the college community for the

social and religious betterment of college men.

It seems that, within the college community, first year men

are being advised and shown to rooms ; that, to a certain extent,

all undergraduates are being assisted in securing positions. It

seems that money for the running of Barnes Hall is being col

lected ; that socials furthering to a certain extent acquaintanceship

among college men are being held ; that good speakers are being
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occasionally secured ; and finally, and chiefly, the C. U. C. A.

claims the effort which is being made through prayer meetings

and Bible classes.

We admire the workers in this effort, but cannot feel, that, at

present, the C. U. C. A. is a very potent factor for good in our col

lege life. We venture to state that, almost without exception,

the class of men whom that organization now reaches through its so

cials and Bible classes, are the very men who are least in need of

such help ; to state that the ideals of that organization are nar

row ; that, in most instances, the lives of the men at its head, exert

but little influence for good upon the lives of undergraduates. We

venture to state, that into the lives of hundreds to whom that or

ganization might be of service, it never enters ; that these hun

dreds shun it, laugh at it, and condemn it as being uninteresting,

with an over-religious atmosphere, too sanctimonious to be free.

We have criticised either fairly or unfairly. We are at least

sincere. What have we to offer. Can anything in fact be done?

The problem which confronts the C. U. C. A., if it is to play a

more important part in the lives of college men, is to broaden its

interests, to actively interest more of the men in the University
whose position makes them more or less the leaders in under

graduate affairs. At present, the athlete is the real hero. Let

the C. U. C. A. interest athletes. Let it endeavor to enroll in

its ranks as sympathizers masque and musical club men, the edi

tors of the Sun and Widoiv, in short all those men who are repre

sentative of student interests. When such men are interested, the

organization with new blood must be wide awake and ready to

fight. It must descend to earth, and face the practical problems
on every side. It must stop trying to explain why the Israelites

worshipped the golden calf, and tackle the conditions which exist

in the colleges of Arts and Mechanical Engineering, where honor

seems a joke. Working quietly, let it be foremost, but not con

spicuous, in such movements as guidance for Freshmen, fire-pro
tection for men whose lives are in daily peril, better sanitary con

ditions in rooming and boarding houses. In short, let the

C. U. C. A. get busy in the world as it is. Not until such changes
are made, can we be convinced that that organization is doing for

Cornell, what its position leads us to demand and expect.
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Glee Club—sweet music. Pretty girls,
plenty of fun—with time in between for

a comforting smoke of Fatimas.

Fine Turkish Tobacco skilfully

blended, aged and mellowed for

two years.

In a neat but inexpensive foil

package, that means ten extra

cigarettes to you.

THE AMERICAN TOBACCO CO.
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OLIVER
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Rented for the Year
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i ?

Try my Dollar Fountain Pen

before buying elsewhere.

Ribbons and Supplies for all makes of machines.

HOWARD L O'DANIEL,
ITHACA PHONE 11

Bell Phone 604. 205 East State Street.
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ANDRUS & CHURCH,

Booksellers, Stationers, Printers and Bookbinders,
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8
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| Opp. Tomp. Co. Bank j mE.stateS,

"

If you get it from us it's right."

Buttrick & Frawley

CLOTHIERS and
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Largest assortment Quality the best

SUITS, OVERCOATS,

RAINCOATS and TROUSERS

Tuxedo and Dress Suits for Sale

and to Rent.

8
ITHACA, N. Y.

FUDGE
The beautiful new booklet just
issued by theWalter Baker Co.

contains 10 different

recipes for making

FUDGE, and a

great number of

other choice recipes
for home-made can

dies, cakes, pies,

puddings, sauces,
etc.

Sent free to any

address.
Registered,
U.S. Pat. Off

Drop a postal card to

Walter Baker& Co. ud.
DORCHESTER, MASS.

Stvdent Lavndry Agency
P. H. Corman,

*

1 0, N, G. Pope,
'

1 1

Agents for Hastings' Laundry

422 Eddy Street

Superior Quality Work

Phones : Bell 676, Ithaca, 630.

K.I. HOB
Established 1842.

Printer. Enoravers lions.
Producers of Distinctive Printing
and Engraving for discriminating
people. All work done on the
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experts.
Ci.ass Books.

We publish some of the largest
books, Lucky Bag U. S. Naval

Academy, Howitzer, U.S.Military
Academy, etc.

Our halftones aud color work
cannot be excelled

Correspondence solicited.

SI.
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THE MAN WHO READS

IS THE MAN WHO LEADS

In these days of keen competion and care

ful preparation, the man who succeeds in

engineering must keep his knowledge right up
to the minute. He must follow all new devel

opments, all new methods and everything im

portant that takes place in his chosen field. He

must read the leading engineering journal that
relates to his line of work.

Your needs are met by one of thefollowing:

Electrical World Weekly $3.00 a year

The foremost electrical journal of the world. Covers the entire

electrical art and industry.

The Engineering Record Weekly $3.00 a year
The accepted authority on all matters relating to the construc

tion, operation, maintenance and management of electric railways.

Electric Railway Journal Weekly $3.00 a year
The leading civil engineering journal of America. Covers Muni

cipal Engineering, Industrial Engineering, Railway Civil Engineer
ing, Bridge and Structural Engineering, Power Plants, Heating and
Ventilation, Public Works, etc.

Special Rates to Students Sample copies on Request

McGraw Publishing Go.
239W. 39th St.

NEW YORK
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Madison Avenue and 92d St.

N EW YORK CITY
l_:

One block from Fifth Avenue and Central Park

For^Transient and^Permanent Guests.

European and American Plans.

Unexcelled Cuisine and Cafe.

Room ancPBath $1.50 per day and up.]

Suites and Bath $2.50 per day and up.

Absoutely Fireproof BOYCE & HATFIELD

Look at ^IttUy S @X\ c&wXt before buying

PICTURES, FRAMES, ETC.
315 Bast State Street Ithaca, X. Y.

If you want Good Fitting

CLOTHES, we make them.

Large Assortment of

Woolens to select from.

L. C. BEMENT -- The Toggery Shops
Established - 1888.

Maker of Shirts to individual measures. Over 400 patterns for selection.

Hatter- Hosier - Glover - Cravetter - Maker of Shirts that fit

Down Town—142 E. STATE

(a) Shops

On the Hill—404 EDDY

(i) Factory
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New York Life

Insurance Co.

C. H. WEBSTER, Agent

Hotel Cumberland - NewYork
Southwest Corner Broadway, at 54th Street

Near 50th St. Subway Station and 53d St. Elevated.

Broadway cars from Grand Central Depot pass the door.

KEPT BY A COLLEGE MAN.
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Rates Reasonable College
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TIFFANY & CO.
Standards andMethods ofManufacture

Every article bearing the name of Tiffany & Co. must be I

the embodiment of the exacting standards of quality
maintained throughout the establishment.

Since the foundation of the house in 1837 it has been the

constant endeavor of Tiffany & Co. to offer for sale only
such articles of use and adornment as express the best taste

and exemplify the finest work of the period.

The thought and care given to the preparation and execution
of designs, the cutting of dies, the alloying of the metal to

secure the requisite strength and fineness, the use of the-

proper quantity and quality of gold, platinum or silver em

ployed, combine to give Tiffany & Co.'s wares their lasting

qualities, individuality and general excellence. While these

and other details of Tiffany & Co.'s methods of manufac

ture necessarily affect the cost, no material difference in

prices will be found on comparison with articles of similar

quality sold elsewhere.

Tiffany & Co. always welcome a comparison of prices. This

applies to their entire stock, including rich, as well as in

expensive jewelry, silverware, watches, clocks, bronzes,

glass, china, leather goods, fancy goods and other objects,
for all of which the prices are as reasonable as is consistent

with the standard of quality maintained by the house.

The Tiffany & Co. Blue Book, which will be sent upon re

quest, is a compact catalogue without illustrations. It

contains concise descriptions with an alphabetical index

permitting quick reference to any item in the entire list of

Tiffany & Co.'s comprehensive stock and gives the range of

prices for each article.

Upon advice as to requirement, giving limit of price,

Tiffany & Co. will send photographs, cuts, or descriptions
of what their stock affords. If desired, selections of articles

will be sent on approval to those known to the house orwho

will make themselves known by satisfactory references.

Fifth Avenue and 37th Street

New York.
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Ithaca Cold Storage.
Established 187 1
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Butter and Eggs

Long Distance Telephone No. 80.
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A Glimpse of Goldwin Smith.

Robertson Matthews, '07.

/^■■^HE name of Goldwin Smith upon the roll of the illustri-

£ \ ous men of letters, is familiar to many. But only a

^^^ few have any wanner impression of the man than that

they receive from the chiseled marble in the hall that

bears his name. The multitude know him only as a distinguished

scholar and as the advocate of unpopular ideas. Others, unable

to follow him in thought, fear that he may wrest them from

moorings that have long held them in quiet waters. A privileged

few have known the man, and have felt the atmosphere in which

he lives. They hold the memory of a grave face, a warm sad smile

suggesting the depths of thought and feeling that lie behind.

In the middle nineties, a tall man of striking figure, was some

times to be seen walking with quiet dignity on the streets of

Toronto. The gaze of his gray eyes was straight ahead into the

distance. His expression was bright yet singularly softened.

Faintly as through a light mist, the bright face was dimmed by

a gentle sadness. He was not of the throng. He was
u
the Sage

of the Grange." He dwells in the Grange to-day, and it is only
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within its walls that one may receive impressions of Goldwin

Smith such as came to the writer last September.

The air was already full of early autumn when he visited the

Grange. The trees were changing color, and all green things

were preparing for sleep. Nature's autumn and the autumn of

life of the venerable Sage, were in harmony. The geranium beds

with still persisting brightness, befittingly expressed the ever-

flowering hope of man—with the great frost yet to come. Not a

bird's note was heard ; just the few soft tones of a near-by turret

bell. The first falling leaves had seen the last departure of the

wife who had made the Grange his home. And now the lone

days were within the gates.

The noise of busy streets lessens before you enter the grounds.

The rattle of the gravel underfoot, sounds loud. Halfway up the

walk, a sleepy elm spreads its branches while at its foot sprawls

an old weather beaten bench. At the end of the walk, stone

steps lead to a black, stout, aged door, behind the tall columns of

the porch.
The house, broad and low, of deep red brick, with many large

plain windows, drowses behind tall elms. It is the only house of

its type in this northern country, and it is soberly pleasing to him

who dwells in its quiet, since it reminds him of the manor house

in England in which his father lived.

The heavy knocker on the door is the last touch to the scene

that brings the atmosphere of a past generation. And in this day

of cling-clang and honk-honk, the sound of "this knocker speaks of

quieter times. The knocker falls, a muffled beat resounds within,

and then only the sound of leaves falling.

Entering the wide hall, the closing door shuts out the last of

the city's noise. Here, everything bids to quiet, but,—in this re

ception room the proffered chair must wait an occupant ; here let

formality retire behind respect, and reverence stand first. From

the canvas on the walls, look down some of the greatest men of

English history,—
u immortal in the minds of men." The grim-

visaged Cromwell frowns from above the mantle. Turning about,

you are face to face with Pym, Eliot, Hampden. On the long
wall are Blake and Sir Harry Vane. Above the door is Milton.

And then, Baxter and Bunyan, Fleetwood and Hotspur.
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While gazing first at one and then at another of the immortal

trio, Pym, Eliot, Hampden, I heard the faint tap-tap of a cane and

the shuffle of slippers that announced the Sage himself. We went

the length of the room together, and seated ourselves by one of

the big, plain windows. " And how is Cornell?" he asked.

u
Famous !

"

Then, speaking of the growth of the University
from the time of his first coming to the time when he laid the

corner stone of the Hall of the Humanities, he exclaimed, "So

much for American celerity !
"

He asked about his old colleagues and President Schurman ;

and then told how his first impressions of Cornell University came

to him on a bleak December morning when Mr. Cornell met him

and took him to breakfast. On that morning there were only two

or three dull buildings on the campus.

And now he answered a question that has been in many minds,
—

why did he live so near yet not at Cornell ? He had many rela

tives in Toronto. Toronto was near to Cornell, but he said, "I

was fond of domestic life, and this was my wife's home,
—I couldn't

take her away !
"

He uttered these last words half abstractedly,

in tones that left silence as my only possible response.

When, after a time, he said he had done little literary work

since he came to Toronto, an impression already received revealed

something he left unsaid,—that he had lived.

His appearance as he sat there, one hand on his cane, recalled

the last pictures of Gladstone among his books. There were the

same impressions of plain attire ; the coat an old friend ; his

black silk cap, more fitting than a coronet ; his entire garb pos

sessing something beyond the power of robes or any ordained

decoration. Unlike Gladstone, the nose appears less rugged ; the

mouth more calm, more feeling than aggressive. Age has added

its color to his skin, and given prominence to the veins. There

is still, however, light in the eye, and his voice can still give ex

pression to kindly firmness and all that lies between humor and

sadness.

In some forgotten manner something led him to assert himself

in favor of applying the term
" unearned increment" not only to

land values but also to values due to high tariff. He spoke in

gentle spirit, and his smile broke almost into a laugh when, in



1 38 THE CORNELL ERA

reply to my remark that he had always been on the side of the

under dog, he exclaimed,
"

Somebody must be on that side or

there would be no fun !
"

He inquired of the progress, in our community, of the agitation

over woman's rights, and spoke of co-education. His utterances

by their restful tenor, their lack of anything suggesting finality,

revealed the broad-minded, tolerant man. Impulsive words are

easy to hurl, but here was a mingling of judgment, of justice,

and of that human attribute that he has given such prominence

somewhere in his works. There he says, in effect, that no nega

tive proof of a future world will ever satisfy mankind while exists

that grimly bitter charge against death, "the slaughtering of

affection."

It was time to leave. The doctor was in daily attendance up

on him, and it was clear he was in frail condition. He had hoped

to visit us this October but, to use his own words,
" This that has

come to me, has made it impossible." He was feeling heavily

both his age and his loss. He spoke of both in tones that sunk

deep. When he said, "The infirmities of age are bearing heavily

upon me," there was a touching cadence in his voice ; his face

was sad and sad again. I hungered to give him a comforting
word. Happily, such came to me. Gazing into that face, I said,
"Yes! but still monarch of the mind !

"
And then—there was a

stillness. It would be easy to believe the old man was holding
back a tear. His lips tightened and relaxed. In his eyes was the

glow of an indescribable light. He was gazing where most of us

will never gaze,—along the shadowy mirrored vistas of nearly
four score years and ten. We sat there in silence ; each was alone.

In memory, his smile remains—sweet, sincere,

sad,—the smile of an Agnostic.



In Search of Szakacs Janosne.

Edward Godfrey Cox.

MHAT
in the world is Szakacs Janosne, I hear asked.

Not difficult, as the Irish were wont to say.

Szakacs Janosne is the name of a plain Hungarian

woman, wife of a laboring man here in Ithaca.

And what was my business with her ? How familiar that question
sounds! When her husband learned of my intention to visit

Hungary, he stopped me one day and said,
"
I you me go see my

woman anyway, I bet you !
"

When made intelligible this meant

that I should look up his wife, who lived in the village of Komoro,
north-eastern Hungary. Since the prospect afforded him much

pleasure, and promised me a glimpse into the social life of the

Hungarian peasantry, I willingly agreed. Had I not been other

wise engaged, I might have spent a goodly share of the summer

rooting out wives in Magyarland, so numerous were the requests

poured in on me. My address-book contained little besides

Balogh Iyajosne, L,aszlo Josefne, Cservonak Josefne, Kristof

Istvanne, etc. Not having the heart to deny their appeals, I told

them all that I should endeavor to find their mates, though hope

fully reminding them of the slip betwixt the cup and the lip.
The morning I left Buda-Pest for my plunge into the interior,

I lived in an atmosphere of tender solicitude conjured up by' my

friends in the city. Eady Montague could hardly have been more

admonished and enjoined as she prepared to leave Vienna on her

venturesome journey across war-wasted Hungary to the Embassy

in Constantinople. In place of chance encounters with maraud

ing Turks or with prowling wolves, I met only the prosaic diffi

culties of knowing what train to take, where to change cars, and

especially when to get off. Once deluded by the length of the

name as it rolled out of the conductor's mouth into believing that

he was holding a conversation outside, I let my station slip by me.

Experience soon taught me to locate myself by my watch and the

time table, for the trains ran so leisurely that they never failed of

making a station at the appointed hour.
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All aglow with the munificent feeling that waits on the ex

pectancy of novelty, and on the freedom from baggage en

cumbrance, I boarded the train at the Keleti-Palyaudvar in Buda

pest, and settled myself on the shady side of the car for the long
hot day's ride across the "puszta," z. <_*., the plain, of lower

Hungary to Komoro. After all, I felt, there were some compensa
tions in the life of a teacher. I chose a third-class compartment,

not only because it was cheaper, but also because it offered a

wealth of amusement. As a rule, these carriages are clean, at

least when they leave the station, and the hard wooden benches

are sufficiently endurable when one realizes that they might be

worse.

I spread my scanty belongings over the seat, fondly imagining
that the arrangement spelt "besitzt," and leaned out the window

to get what fresh air was blowing. Shortly I heard a heavy

breathing behind me, and, on turning around, I saw occupying
the end of my bench a big, loutish clown, who was trying to

decide how much of the space he should appropriate. He was

dressed, after the manner of his Ruthenian countrymen, in a

white jacket and white divided skirts reaching to his knee. His

legs were bare down to his feet, which were bound up in rags.

His middle was girdled by a broad leathern belt, which, had its

brass studs been gold, might have rivalled the belt of Menelaus.

In this belt, as I afterwards learned, were carried divers personal
articles, some of which were of a menacing character. A dumb,
patient expression looked out from his eyes, but of human in.

telligence there was not a glimmer. All in all, his appearance

suggested kinship rather with one of the oxen of the plain than

with a human being.
Meanwhile he had been furtively eyeing me as he gently shoved

my things up into the corner. When he had them compactly
massed together, he spread his sheepskin coat over the whole, and
with a sigh, brother to the one which smote Dante senseless, pro
ceeded to dispose his huge bulk over the narrow seat.

"I am so tired," he said apologetically.
"
Are you going far ?" I asked.

"
To Maramaros Sziget," he answered.

There was magic in the name of this city lying at the entrance
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to the eastern Carpathians, and a lure in the report of its fairs,
which drew together as many nationalities clothed in as various

garbs as the builders of Babel had tongues, that resolved me to go

there myself before I turned my face westwards again.
At first I felt a bit squeamish lest a migratory instinct should

move the denizens of that sheepskin coat, whose name, I knew,
was legion, to explore my clothing. But another look at the

warm, curly, greasy depths of their present abode reassured me.

In an instant the poor fellow was fast asleep. Enceladus in his

most restless moments never snorted and rumbled so fearsomely.
His whole being, from his shaggy head to his shaggier legs,
reeked of slumber, which, diffusing itself through the car, made

the sultry atmosphere heavy with drowsiness. Only twice did he

stir. The conductor, finding repeated joggings produced no re

sponse, broke out into revilings and curses in which I all but

recognized Thersites bequeathing to Patroclus
"
the rotten diseases

of the south, the guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, loads o' gravel
i' the back, lethargies, cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers,

wheezing lungs," etc. The dazed object of this spleen wanted

the spirit to hurl back,
"

Out, gall !
"

Even if he had done so,

the other would have come back with
"

Finch-egg !
"

He again
awakened denunciations, this time of a MegMerrilies order, when

an old crone peddling fruit stumbled over his outstretched legs,

spilling her grapes, pears, and peaches into all the obscure corners

of the car. From now on, however, he was but a part of the

furniture of the train.

It was on these fruit peddlars that I had to depend for my mid

day meal. My fellow-passengers, wise from experience, had come

variously laden with supplies. If one will imagine a generous-

sized table-cloth spread out on the floor, and such eatables as black

bread, fruit, melons, and bottles of wine dumped in promiscously
with personal and household effects, the four corners gathered up,

tied in a knot, and passed over the head and under the arms : then

he will have a fair conception of what the Hungarian peasant en

tertains of comfort in travelling. Never a
"
Bauerfrau

"
entered

the car without one of these dromedary humps on her back. The

cheerful way in which they all encroached on the space of the

unencumbered, the good-nature they manifested in depositing
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their loads down by one's side, or on top of his own parcels, or

even on his feet, made one ashamed to exhibit anything else than

a like oraciousness. Once freed of their burdens they struck up

a clack of talk in a language whose syllables knocked and rattled

on each other like dry bones as was truly stunning. Perhaps they

had been herding for days together ; yet at this moment they were

as full of ideas to communicate as though this were a reunion

after years of exile. Round, good-humored faces they had, and

magnificent teeth ; broad in the beam and marvellously bekirtled

in many enveloping folds, all of which bobbed and tilted as they

walked, in a manner not unlike the swaying of an ostrich. And,

as Mrs. Harris might say to Mrs. Gamp, "In all your days you

never laid out a stouter pair of legs." As a rule, it was not until

some moments had passed that they realized their destination had

been called. Then, jumping up with a look of surprise, each

shouldered Iter bundle and made head-on at the doorway. A hen

never darted more persistently at a wire fence, or Mrs. Tulliver

never butted more unthinkingly into her husband's prejudices,
than drove these women at the narrow doorway of the corridor.

The scene of inextricable confusion resulting became a perpetually

recurring- delight.
o o

To clear away the wreck and to start his train on time was one

of the grievances in a conductor's lot. Still the bitter was small

in proportion to the sweet. In fact, I could have envied' the one

in charge of this portion of the train, not for his handsome black

eyes and black, luxuriant mustache, but for the privileges attached

to his office. To him were permitted the chucking of comely
maids under the chin, the pinching of soft arms, and sundry other

feints and skirmishes, all of which were retorted upon him in a

pretty feminine fashion in the shape of resounding smacks. And

then at his approach wine, fruit, and cigars appeared of them

selves as at some "open, sesame," and he had but to help himself.

If his progress through the remaining coaches of the train was

attended by similar offerings, truly his lines were fallen in pleasant
places.
This genial comradeship extended itself to all in the car; in

deed I found it a never-failing accompaniment to travel among
this fun-loving people. No one took amiss the intrusion of a
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third person into the conversation, even though it had to be

carried on the whole length of the car and high above every other

conversation. From the general flow of talk I was debarred by

my ignorance of the language, though frequent attempts were

made to draw me in. Finally one passenger, whose picturesque
costume I had been examining curiously, asked me a question,

sufficiently pointed to direct every eye my way. Perhaps it was

how I liked the fifty or more silver buttons on his jacket, or

the frilled, embroidered shirt which filled up the gap between his

jacket and his trousers, or the embroidered designs on the latter.

Whatever it was, I answered in my best Hungarian that I couldn't

speak the language. With his curiosity in no way abashed, he

came over to my side, and in a peculiar German dialect questioned
me of my country, my name, my business, my income, etc., trans

lating the various items as he learned them to the waiting car,

and in particular to a very personable young woman, to whom he

recommended designs upon my hand and fortune. Her blush

was more intelligible than her answer. It was evidently my turn

then to cap the whole with a merry jest, but I fell down before

the difficulties in the way. When she left the train she shook

hands with me, but I hardly think she would stand sponsor to the

sentiments which my friend at my side assured me were the sub

stance of her adieus.

For the rest of the journey I was not left to myself a moment.

The question which the resurgent curiosity of my companion would

not let lie was, did I come all the way from America just to see

this woman at Komoro. I gravely assured him I had, and that

furthermore I meant to return immediately to America. Such

amazing superiority over time and money effectually obstructed

the channels of his perceptions for other ideas. With his hands

and knees he held me prisoner while he again and again traversed

the ground he had just covered. When Komoro was called, he

released me only on condition that I make him a visit at Csap.

After shaking hands all around, I left the car and found myself

standing alone on the prairie, trying vainly to locate Komoro.

As the train pulled out I caught a glimpse of many heads and

hands stretched out the window, all wagging over toward the

horizon. I looked thither but saw nothing except a clump of
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trees. To the south stretched the vast, lonely plain of the

Hajduks, across which came winging a rain-storm. To the west

lay this same immensity of treeless expanse, broken
in upon only

by the isolated hill of Tokaj. To the north the plain ran to

meet the distant ridges of the Carpathians. But nowhere Komoro.

Since I was the sole passenger to alight, the ticket-agent was at

liberty to give me his undivided attention, which evidently took

in every detail of my costume from the Tyrolean feather in my

hat to my Ithaca shoes. In answer to my question he said

Komoro was over there beyond the trees. Leaving him to the

torments of unsatisfied cravings, I started to walk in the direction

he had pointed out, eager to get somewhere before the
rain caught

up with me. I do not recall the vows I made to the gods ; at any

rate, they must have found favor, for Jove thundered on the right

(or was it the left), starting into life a flock of geese herded by

the village goose-girl in a near-by field. Goose after goose arose with

a
"

hey-for-home
"
sort of squawk, and, as if mindful of fame won

in other days by opportune cackling, flew wildly past me with

goose-girl in mad pursuit. Long after they had passed from sight

the streaming rout held on, and, guided by their raucous clamor,

I found my way into the village, just in time to escape from the

drenching rain.

For shelter I ran in onto a porch, and, on the appearance of the

inmates, gesticulated wildly at the rain to account for my liberty.

Their native courtesy would not allow me to stand outside, but

insisted on my entering the house, where I took the opportunity
to inform them of my mission. The woman, they told me, lived

at the other end of the village, but whether she was at home or

not they could not tell. After the rain was over they would send

for someone to show ine the way. For this I was thankful ; I

knew from experience that to find an individual in a Hungarian

village required either a guide or else a familiarity born of long
residence in the place. Soon the village interpreter arrived in

the person of the shop-mistress. That she was aware of her posi
tion in the political economy of Komoro and proud of her ability
to speak German was displayed in every move she made. Perhaps
the honor of Komoro was as dear to her as that of Cranford was

to its more genteel representatives. A more redoubtable cate-
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chiser I never met. She would have stood at the ear of the

Sphinx for twenty years merely to learn why that silent majesty
was called the Sphinx. She opened fire with the usual where

was I from, following with what was my name, what was I doing
here, how long would I stay, was I married, why not, wasn't I

rich enough, did I know this woman's husband, did he send any

money, was he good man now, etc. In due time I set out, accom

panied by her son, who spoke enough German to act as interpre
ter, and, after threading innumerable sloughs and morasses, the

Paradise of those grunting swine whose short legs, upturned

snouts, and half shaggy, half bristly hair protrude themselves into
all memories of Hungarian village life, we finally came in sight
of the house.

In the doorway stood a sad-eyed, dejected woman, who was

gazing at us with an intensity that suggested one waiting to hear

sentence pronounced. Whatever her thoughts and fears, the idea

that I represented a connecting link with her man in America,
some four thousand miles away, was the last, I am sure, to enter

her head. Her features never relaxed of their fixity until the

boy had explained my presence. Then the wave of joy that

seemed to well up through her whole being, as she bent over to

kiss my hand, transformed her homely, care-worn face into a living
beatitude. For several minutes she kept hold of my hand, patting
and rubbing it as if to transfer to her own any vestige of her hus

bands contact yet remaining in mine. Though she had little

reason to think of her husband with affection, for (according to

the neighbors) he had used her roughly during their married life

together, and, as he had told me himself, he had sent back very

little money to lighten her existence ; yet she hungered for him

as intensely as ever a maid did for a truant lover. Probably the

long years of absence had toned down his faults. From the flood

of questions I extricated myself as best I might, and gave, I con

fess, a more flattering report than truth allowed. But the core

of all the interrogations, the one
" drenched in matter," both to

her and to the assembled neighbors, was finally put by an im

patient member of the latter : did he send any money to her by

me ? All her joy turned to ashes in her mouth when I answered

no. She gazed hopelessly out the door, apparently oblivious to



146 THE CORNELL ERA

the questions, was he making good wages, and was he good man,

as well as of the whispered comments and the knowing looks

(slightly malicious, I am afraid) of her sympathising friends.
"
You see," one of these explained,

" her man wrote her a letter

this summer, and told her to sell out everything and come to

America. Did you know that ?
"

"No, I didn't!"
" Well she has sold out, but she hasn't enough money to pay

for passage for her self and the children."

True. I could see with half an eye that she had either sold out

or had been sold out ; besides a bed, a table, the chair on which I

was sitting, a stove, a few cooking utensils, and a dresser, nothing
else was to be seen.

All at once the poor woman broke out into an animated dis

course, seemingly urging the advantages of some plan she had

conceived against the disapproval of the neighbors. That it con

cerned me intimately I had no question. The talk finally died

out, and all looked inquiringly at me.

"
What's wanted," I asked the boy.

" The Misses here is afraid to go alone to America. She can't

speak English, and she doesn't know what to do when she reaches

America. She thought maybe she could go with you, and then

she wouldn't be afraid."

Somewhat startled, I answered,
"

Why, yes ! I sail in three

weeks from Naples. Can she be ready then?

No, she couldn't. She wouldn't be able to raise the money by
that time. As this the last of her hopes fell to the ground, she

weakened almost to tears ; I, however, secretly rejoiced.
One by one the bystanders returned to their homes to digest at

more leisure the occurrences of the afternoon, while my hostess

made me the only return in her power, that is, supper. Declin

ing both the invitation to stay all night, and the offer of an escort

to the station, I left at once to catch the evening train for

Debreczen. As I walked back through the wet fields in the

gathering dusk, I felt warmed to the very cockles of my heart,
for I had been as a breath to her blown from the New World of

which she was soon to become a part. I had also made Komoro

my debtor by giving it a toothsome morsel to roll under its
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tongue. As I clambered on board the train, I wished I could

have been the genius of gossip that night, and presiding over

every kitchen in Komoro, have regaled myself to bloating with

the offerings made at my shrine !

Song of The Earth in The Fog.

I have blazed in the green of the hills and the woods

On the blue of the mountains ;

I have blazed in the gold of the sun,

And the red of its setting ;

I have leaped open-mouthed, eager-eyed,
In the spray of the fountain ;

I have lived in the laugh of the town,

In its laughter forgetting.

I have lived—I have lived through the gamut of life ;

I have lived, and am weary.

I have sung the gay songs, and their memory sounds

Like a dirge to the dead ;

I have laughed, but the gladness is gone,
And the memory dreary ;

I have wept, and my spirit is drowned

In the tears I have shed.

So I wrap me in mist, in the veil

Of the fog of oblivion ;

I build me this grey, sombre wall of the fog,

Like a nun from the world.

Maiden-hood sang to me, childhood was golden,

Love in his red sheath encased me and warmed ;

But these are forgot, for their thought is but sadness ;

And here, in the veil of the white fog enfolden,

I rest me, enarmed.



Freshman Guidance.

R. C. Edlund, '09.

VER since that memorable year of my personal history

when with pride and humility mingled I donned each

morning my little grey cap, there has stuck in my

mind a certain passage from John Corbin which we

" frosh
"
in English I were set to reading. Doubtless my patient

instructor—should his eyes chance to fall on these lines—will

not be displeased, even if a bit surprised, at finding that upon at

least one of that class four years ago Mr. Corbin's description of

The Oxford Freshman made so lasting an impression. Mr. Cor

bin's words are brought more particularly to mind at the present

time by the discussion among the students in Goldwin Smith

Hall looking toward some system of upperclass supervision for

freshmen. To me as a freshman the Oxford system of supervision
seemed most excellent ; and if memory serves me right I gained
not a little exercise in composition by urging, with all a fresh

man's enthusiasm that Cornell immediately adopt a system similar

to it. And now as a graduate—though that title is one to which

I have yet scarcely grown used—I still believe that the Oxford

way of welcoming and looking out for her freshmen will furnish

us at Cornell, however different conditions hete may be, several

valuable suggestions. In responding to the invitation which the

Era has extended to me to say a few words concerning the pro

posed plan I therefore make no further apology for disturbing the

dust from that old well-worn textbook and extracting from it a

few sentences of Mr. Corbin's exposition that seem pertinent to

the present discussion.

"
As soon as the freshman is settled in his rooms, or sometimes

even before," says Mr. Corbin,
"
his tutor meets him and arranges

for a formal presentation to the dean and master. All three are

apt to show their interest in a freshman by advising him as to

trying for the athletic teams, joining the college clubs and

societies, and in a word as to all the concerns of undergraduate
life except his studies

—these come later. If a man has any par
ticular gift, athletic or otherwise, the tutor introduces him to the

E
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men he should know, or, when this is not feasible, gives a word

to the upper classmen, who take the matter into their own hands.

If a freshman has no especial gift, the tutor is quite as sure to say
the proper word to the fellows who have most talent for drawing
out newcomers.

"
In the first weeks of a freshman's residence he finds sundry

pasteboards tucked beneath his door ; the upper classman's call is

never more than the formal dropping of a card. The freshman

is expected to return these calls at once, and is debarred by a

happy custom from leaving his card if he does not find his man.

He goes again and again until he does find him. By direct in

troduction from the tutor or by this formality of calling, the fresh
man soon meets half a dozen upper classmen, generally second-

year men, and in due time he receives little notes like this:

Dear Smith,—Come to my rooms if you can to breakfast

with Brown and me on Wednesday at 8:30.
Yours sincerely,

A. Robinson.

At table the freshman finds other freshmen whose interests are

presumably similar to his own.

"
No one supposes for a moment that all this is done out of

simple human kindness. The freshman breakfast is a convention

al institution for gathering together the unlicked clubs, so that

the local influences may take hold of them. The reputation of

the college in general demands that it keep up a name for

hospitality ; and in particular the clubs and athletic teams find it

of advantage to get the run of all available new material. The

freshman breakfast is nothing in the world but a variation of the

'

running
'
that is given newcomers in those American colleges

where fraternity life is strong, and might even be regarded as a

more civilized form of the rushes and cane sprees and even haz-

ings that used to serve with us to introduce newcomers to their

seniors. Many second-year breakfasts are perfunctory enough ;

the host has a truly British air of saying that since for better or

for worse he is destined to look upon your face and abide by your

deeds, he is willing to make the best of it. * * * The point

is that every fellow is thrown in the way of meeting the men of

his year. If one is neglected in the end, he has no reason to feel
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that it is the fault of the college. As a result of this machinery
for initiating newcomers, a man usually ceases to be a freshman

after a single term (two months) of residence ; and it is always
assumed that he does."

I have ventured to quote Mr. Corbin at this length in the hope
that to those Arts men who are considering the question the

Oxford way may afford some suggestions. The general aim of

the plan proposed, if I am correctly informed, is substantially
the same as the aim of the Oxford system, namely, to look after

the newcomer's social life, to see that he gets acquainted, to advise

him "
as to all the concerns of undergraduate life except his

studies—these come later." At Cornell the problem of the fresh

man's social life is particularly perplexing. At a large university
the problem is always more pressing than at a small college where

real community life, if not an actuality, is at least a possibility.
Furthermore other large universities possess advantages which

Cornell has never yet been fortunate enough to secure of extensive

dormitories, central eating halls, large auditoriums, and great
common club-houses or " Unions." At Cornell the entire student-

body can never get together for the development of University
spirit, for mutual interchange of ideas, for that direct, personal
contact with one's fellows that is half of education. We can

agree with Cardinal Newman that " when a multitude of young

men, keen, open-hearted, sympathetic, and observant, as young
men are, come together and freely mix with each other, they are

sure to learn from one another, even if there be no one to teach

them," but the problem remains, how can we
"
come together and

freely mix with each other ?
"

We can echo the belief of Presi

dent Woodrow Wilson that " the ideal college should be a com

munity, a place of close, natural, intimate association," but the

ideal is beyond us. And the heart of our problem is just this,
how shall we provide for the social life of our first-year men ? If

following suggestions from Oxford or from any other source, our

upper classmen in Arts can do something to solve that problem,
if they can make the first-year men in Goldwin Smith feel, think,
and act more like a real community, can weld them into a united

body of comrades and friends that will endure throughout their
University course, can instil into them something of that "

class
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spirit
"
which is so marked and beneficent a characteristic of the

small college, then indeed they will have accomplished a great

thing for Cornell.

But the task is large. It will not be accomplished in the

twinkling of an eye nor without the thoughtful co-operation of

many persons,—students of all classes, and faculty, persons from

other colleges who have had experience with the same problem,
etc. The one word I want to say is, make haste slowly. Plans

and movements which are to remain long effective must ever be

the results of careful consideration and slow steady growth ; the

experience of others may teach us many things ; other colleges and

universities may have tried and tested plans superior to the Oxford

scheme of supervision. The first thing to be done before hasten

ing into experiments with our problem is to get information, to

find out what others have done and how they have done it.

The problem is great at Cornell. But other universities have

had to face it. What have they found to be the best solution ?

Do they have systems of upperclass supervision ? If so, what are

their essential features ? Are they a success or a failure ? These

are questions that we ought to be able to answer lest we adopt

some plan that, likely as not, has failed elsewhere and is bound to

fail here. L,et us get information and profit by the experience of

others.

Students at the University of California are considering the

adoption of an honor system of holding examinations. They

prepared a circular letter and sent it to the colleges and univer

sities throughout the United States requesting information as to

the honor systems in force among them—details of the system,

manner of adoption, effect on student and faculty sentiment,

effect on the amount of cheating, opinions as to success or failure,

reasons therefor, etc. In reply Cornell University sent full in

formation as to our experiences with honor systems, enclosing

printed circulars of their details ; other universities did the same ;

and the California students when they come to take action upon

that problem will have definite and practical information to guide

them to the best solution. Other universities attack other

problems in the same way. Is there any good reason why, in

dealing with this question of upperclass supervision for freshmen,
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we should not adopt a similar line of procedure? That, at any

rate, is the suggestion which I wish to leave with those Arts men

who have in hand the formulation of the new plans. It is a

suggestion that cannot be carried out without considerable ex

penditure of time and labor ; but if we are to have the system of

supervision that will prove the greatest success, it will be time

and labor well spent. And surely in so good a cause there will

be many willing shoulders at the wheel !

A Vision of Lost Empires.

CLARENCE EARIy SlMONSON. 'l2.

I slept, and dreaming saw them passing by,
All in the first gray of a sombre morn ;

A silent, slow, innumerable throng,
Peasants and potentates, lowly and high,

Conquering kings in cars of triumph borne,
And captive peoples, grim and sad,—along

Array, marching where buried cities lie,
Their ancient pomp and splendor from them torn,

And all their surging and triumphant song
Sunk to a barren, slight and doleful sigh.

I dreamed, and heavy-spirited awoke,
And thought,

—Ah, ne'er should die my country's might !

Then lo, as answering through the silent night,

Clanged the great clocks with loud, laborious stroke.



A Six Sheet Panel.

A. T. Wood, 'io.

Ain't it funny what jokes Fate'll play on a fellow sometimes?

It seems as if the old girl was just waiting to catch you off your

guard to hand you yours all done up in pink tissue paper with

a red ribbon around it. Only a good many times mine have come

without the tissue paper and ribbon. 'Tain't often recent years

I've been up against it so hard that I've had to get out and sling

the paste myself
—the fairy story newspaper end of the advance

agent job was always my lay ; but when
"
The Midnight Hour

"

company failed to strike twelve down in the southern part of

Ohio, and there wasn't any need of cooking up any new variation

on the leading lady's stolen jewels, or how her pet dog wore ear

rings, I found myself stranded with three-sixty, a broken collar

button, and 'leven cents in postage stamps in my pocket. Pro

spects for the month's pay
I had due me, were about as good as

Gertrude Hoffman's would be of getting elected president of a

ladies' sewing circle.

It was an off-season that year and I saw it would be anything

I could land, for a while, anyhow. So I did the only thing a

fellow could do in my posish—I fished down in my suit case after

the last number of the
"
New York Clipper." A show man

always can find some friends there. I lugged the paper down to

my boarding-house and sat down on one of those beautiful plush

rockers that these widdy ladies that keep the boarding houses

always have.

Say, I never saw the
"

Clipper
"
when there were so many

A i advance men that were looking for jobs. They were thicker

than flies around a sour paste pail. And the worst of it was there

didn't seem to be any ravishing demand for 'em. Even the Tom

tent shows didn't seem to need any advance men. Well, I looked

that paper through seven
times before I found anything that looked

worth the postage. Then on the last page I struck this one :

Wanted—For a grand revival of East Lynne A i advance man

that can wild-cat. Must not be afraid of paste. Boozers nix.

Now I like a little
" cold tea

"

occasionally, but I ain't so plum
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set on having it, that I can't get along in a prohibition town. As

for wild-catting, that was me all right, and I knew blame well I

was A i. I'd never heard of the man Johnson whose name was

signed, but I wasn't in any shape to be too particular.
"
You've got about one chance in 'steen hundred of landing

it," I thought to myself,
" but here goes for that one chance."

So I fired on my references to this Johnson at the date he gave

for the next day. The next day I spent sauntering up and down

the beautiful streets of that little Ohio town. Say, I got so I

knew the exact number of fly specks on the post office window,

and just when every auction of mooly cows and worn out thrash

ing machines for the past year had come off. I guess that was

all those farmers did, was to have auctions.

That night I was reading one of those auction bills for the

nineteenth time, down by the railroad station, when the telegraph

operator came out and asked if I was Griff Williams. I intimated

that I was, and when he handed me a yellow envelope, I wouldn't

have been any more surprised if that Jersey bull had jumped out

of that auction bill and hooked me over the fence. But it didn't

take me a whole week of one night stands to get that envelope

opened. It was from Johnson, and he told me to get to Sandusky
and put up the paper.

I got. I had just eight minutes to get back to the widdy lady's

boarding house for my suit case, and to get the next train out.

But I did it and had two minutes to spare. Those natives haven't

got over it yet, the way I went over the road and kicked up the

dust on Main street.

When I struck Sandusky I got into a pair of overalls, and

started to put up the paper. It seemed funny enough, but it

wasn't long before I got my hand in and could slap on the upper

sections as well as the next paste-slinger. The show had a good
line of paper, too. The twenty-four sheet stands were a lot better
than some bigger companies I'd been with ; everyone of 'em had

a six sheet panel with Winifred Wimbledon, the leading lady
done in three smacking good colors, The first time I put a stand

up I tumbled thatWinifred was an all-fired good looker even for

a show bill, and it wasn't long before I found myself taking
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special pains to get that panel on straight, and the next thing I

knew I was half in love with Winifred Wimbledon.

You can grin if you want to. I did, too, and said to myself,
"
Griff Williams, you poor fool ! The idea of your falling in love

with a bill board ! Here you've been writing the dope for the

news-shy editors, and even putting up the paper for everything
from "

Black Crook
"
to

"

Way Down East
"
for fifteen years ;

did you ever see one of these tearing beauties that could deliver

the goods when it came to a show down?
"

But it didn't do any good how many varieties of idiots I called

myself, that blooming picture smiled down at me and seemed to

simper out,
"

Yes, but Griff, you haven't seen me yet. I ain't

like the rest of 'em."

Laugh away, I don't blame you. The fellow that first handed

out that saying about there not being any particular brand of fool

so bad as the antiquated specimen, must have been in the show

business sometime. Anyhow, I gave up and surrendered, head,

neck, and heels, to Winifred. She had me stuck on her, as tight
as I was sticking her on every bill board I squared up in front of.

Talk about love at first sight ; that ain't in it with my case.

I began to wonder when I'd get a chance to cut in and strike a

town they were playing. I'd been on the job a couple of months

before I saw my way clear, and all the time I was getting it worse

and worse. If you could have seen the gentle, affectionate way

I drew the brush over Winifred's features and smoothed down

that golden pompadour, I couldn't have expected anything but

you'd have thrown a fit.

At last I got word from Johnson to join the company at some

little jerk-water town near Cleveland. He said he had some dope

that he wanted me to fix up for the newspapers. It took some

pretty tall hustling to get the paper up, and off for Port Clinton—

that was the name of the burg—but I managed to do it. This

was Saturday night, and the company was going to lay over here

for Sunday. I went to the hotel right off, as soon as I struck

town, about eleven o'clock. I spotted Johnson, the manager,

first crack out of the box. He'd just come in from the opera house

and I could see from the self-satisfied expression on his face that

business was good.
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I went up to him and said,
"
I'm Griff Williams. I guess you

know what I'm here for."

He shook hands and gave me a good cigar. I pretty near fell

over—they don't usually act that way. We talked awhile about

the show and he outlined his new scheme for advertising. It

was too late to go into it much that night, so when I began to get

sleepy I went up to the desk and got my key. While we had

been talking, the company had come straggling along in from the

opera house and went to their rooms. I kept my eye peeled but

hadn't caught sight of Winifred. The women that I saw were

about as homely a lot as I ever had to gaze on. One of 'em looked

sour enough to curdle cold-cream. I made up my mind I'd ask

the boss about Winifred the next day.

In the morning I came down early, before Johnson was around.

I had breakfast, and as soon as he appeared we went at his papers.

I soon saw how we could carry the scheme through with a whiz.

It looked to me like the biggest thing that had been pulled off in

the profession in a long time.

We got through along about noon, and then the boss asked me

if I didn't want to meet the company. That was just exactly

what I did want to do, so we went into the ladies' parlor where

some of 'em were reading and one of the women was torturing
the tin-pan piano.

Well, the boss led me up to that bunch of females—I had met

the men earlier. I smiled at the first one and tried to at the rest

of 'em. But that smile kept getting feebler, and when he got to

the one that was manipulating the ivories and said,
" Miss

Wimbledon," well, I wasn't prepared. She certainly was the

saddest looking specimen I ever saw. All I could do was to gasp.

I know I looked dazed. Who wouldn't, to have love's young dream

shattered like that ?

I didn't say anything to the boss about the fair Winifred hardly

measuring up to the lithos. I didn't have the heart, and felt too

cheap. I caught the next train out, and the next day maybe I

didn't slap the paste on over that old fake of a Winny ! It did

me a lot of good just to land a big brush full right over her left

eye, and then rub it in.
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At the end of the week I met Charley Anderson, in advance of

the u Till Death Do Us Part
"

company. Saturday night we

were sitting in the hotel, cigars going and chairs tipped back on

their hind legs. Of course we got to swapping yarns ; we hadn't

seen each other in over a year. Yon can imagine, though, that
I didn't have anything to say about my love affair. I was too

tender on that subject, and I knew that if Charley got hold of it,
it would go the rounds.

After a little Charley said,
"

By the way, Griff, your Winifred

Wimbledon is sure the candy kid. I've seen her several times

lately. She's a peach on the looks, and can act, too."
"

What, you call that old cat a beauty ?
"

I gasped out.
"
Your

taste must have changed since our old days with the Gaiety bunch.

You used to know what pretty girls looked like then. I heard

the other day that this Wimbledon woman was the ugliest one in

a bunch that would put even a town clock on the bum."

"I'll admit that most of 'em are lemons, and Winifred's sister

is the worst in the bunch, but Winifred herself, she's a different

kind."

When I heard the word "sister" I pricked up my ears. I

hadn't heard anything about any sister.

"
You say Winifred's got a sister ?

"

"
She sure has," said Charley, "but never mind her, she's a

grape-fruit. But now Winifred—well, I don't mind letting you

in on a little secret. It will be in the
"

Clipper" next week any

how. Winifred Wimbledon in private life is now Mrs. Charles

Anderson !
"

I just looked at him. Then I said,
" Huh ?

"

"
Can't you hear straight ?" he asked,

"
I said that Winifred and

I had got spliced, hitched up, done the
' till death do us part

'

act, got married."

I managed to stick out my hand, and say,
"

Congratulations, old

man."

Then I subsided, and Charley went on,
"

Yes, we did the deed

Sunday. You know she played Port Clifton Saturday. After

the show I hired a fine big joy wagon and went to the opera house

after her in great style. Then we went out to the little farm, about
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seven miles from the village, where I was born and where my

mother still lives. Guess you didn't know I came from these

parts, did you ?
"

I shook my head. A whole lot of things began to dawn on me

now. Charley was so well pleased with himself that he didn't

notice me.

"

Oh, everything was done regular as could be. Had the

preacher from the little church ; half a dozen witnesses and a fine

feed to end up with. Yes, sir, I am a lucky dog. Win's a

peacherine of a girl, and a mighty good looker besides."



The World in Motion.

Llewellyn M. Buell, 'io.

HE world in motion ! Yes, we know the world is in mo

tion—the school-books tell us that, hence it must be so.

But this legend on a sign-board means more than the

astronomical truth—or less. Its specific object is to

call our attention to a moving-picture show, of which "
the per

formance is now going on." It is a typical cheap theater.

Having nothing better to do for an hour, we go to the ticket

window and get as many tickets as we signify by word or upheld

fingers. The ticket damsel, we may note in passing, wears a

peekaboo waist and an impossible coiffure, but she is wonderfully
alert, and the slim ring-laden fingers are unerring in counting
tickets and making change. The ticket she tears off a long ribbon

are not meant to be kept, for after a step or two, we surrender

them to a uniformed individual who tries to look military, but

only succeeds in imitating a street-car conductor.

He passes us on and we find ourselves in a large dark hall, un

comfortably full of people. At the farther end a piano is having
an air from Cavalleria Rusticana suggested to it, and above, on a

brilliantly lighted screen, gigantic figures gesticulate madly, with

out apparent rationality. As our eyes become accustomed to the

darkness, we can make out rows and rows of absorbed spectators.

Suddenly, abruptly, without warning the film comes to an end,
and goes out like an extinguished candle. In its place a sign in

forms us that those who came late may remain for the next per

formance. This means us, to put it tersely, and we make for the

front, toward the best seats. A resistless current takes hold of

us as those in the rear pour in toward the front and those in the

body of the hall strive toward the exits at the sides. In a short

time the confusion is over and we are seated in the middle of the

hall, in what we think are good seats. Others, we find, prefer
seats which they have to reach by going over or through us.

They push past us not without apology, but nevertheless tickling.

our faces with their hat-plumes and stepping softly on our toes.

z



i6o THE CORNELL ERA

But at last that is over and we can sit back in peace and absorb

sights and sounds and smells. Our neighbor on the right is

chewing spearmint gum, and her vigorous jaw
action is evidenced

by the rhythmical chunk that accompanies
it. But how do we

know it is spearmint gum ? By the same abused sense that in

forms us that the man on our left has a weakness for onions, that

the lad in front of us is fond of salted peanuts and that his fair

companion is addicted to the use of perfume of a most violent

type.
_

There is little conversation—the atmosphere is not conducive

to prolonged efforts at speech. Such remarks as we overhear are

naive bits of gossip, or slangy chaff passed between students. All

of a sudden, the lights are turned off, the lantern throws its field

on the screen, and there is a subdued rustle as the spectators settle

themselves for the show. First come the announcements and

notices, like those read from the pulpit in churches. A brightly

colored inscription appears on the screen, politely asking ladies

to remove their hats, in letters a foot high ; another follows, to

inform us that "there is nothing in the whole performance that

can shock the most refined taste ;
"

yet another maintains that

"
the management reserves the right to reject (sic) objectionable

persons." This last statement would be somewhat inhospitable,

were it not both softened and made clear by a picture, in the

manner of the comic-supplement, of an objectionable person being

rejected.
Now a young man commences to torment the piano with a

force and ingenuity worthy of a better cause. Then the curtain

rises on a scene among the rivers and hills of a most impossible

land, and forth comes a being known as a monologue artist. It,

or he, wears a most perplexing costume, that refuses to come

under any of the well-known categories of jay, hobo, Irish, dago
or the like. Besides, it keeps us in continual fear lest it forsake

him ere he finish his stunt. This, though short, is much longer
than it ought to be, for it is tedious throughout. The monologist
discourses in a high, strained monotone, springing one gag after

another, and enlivening all by occasional hops, clogs, and wonder

ful grimaces. He receives little applause from the audience, for
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they soon learn that his jokes are old, far-fetched, and not at all

smutty.

After the monologue comes a juggler, who presents the usual

stunts, with unusual material, cigar-boxes, potatoes and hardware.
He is not very clever, and has to cover up his defects by cracking
jokes and getting off bits of buffoonry at unexpected moments.

The audience watches him gravely, and gives him a little applause
when he gets through, perhaps more from relief that the stunt is

over than from appreciation of it.

Now comes the world in motion, for a fact. The screen is

dropped, a title is thrown upon it, and we are at once plunged
into the land of romance. The title and the first few pictures at

once make it plain that we are witnessing a stirring adventure in

France during the good old days before the Revolution. Cos

tumes and background are well harmonized, and save for a few

crudities and anachronisms, we get a good picture not, perhaps, of

things as they were, but of things as we like to think they were.

It is remarkable with what breathless interest the spectators
follow the story ; men, women, children and students lose them

selves in the action. Americans, it would seem, are just as fond

of a rousing good story as were ever the listeners to the Odyssey
or the Song ofRoland, although it would be hard to get them to

admit it.

When the hero has pursued the villian long enough, and has

recovered the fair one, and justice has been dealt out on all sides,
the film stops, and a new one is started. This is comic, and of a

very common type
—the chase. A man buys a ladder, and tries

to carry it home through the streets. First he puts one end of it

through a window, and then flees from the indignant householder.

In his haste, he falls over an innocent by-stander, who joins the

chase. Next, the ladder gets tangled up with a baby carriage,
and the nurse-maid tucks up her skirts and enters the pursuit.

Very laughable is the excitement with which the poor ladder-car

rier picks up himself and his burden after each upset, for of course

he sprawls wofully at each encounter. From the pictures one

might gather that the streets of Paris are decidedly unsafe, for

every one the runner meets gets a knock-down blow—gendarme,
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delivery boy, cabman, loafer and shoppers, all meet ignominious

over-throw. The pursuit is continued over boulevard and alley,

across squares and around corners. The crowd ever grows, the

haste and terror of the pursued ever increases, until he trips, is

caught and ducked in a near-by fountain. This motif is used

over and over again, with slight changes of scene and incident, in

other films.

These French scenes are most interesting in their incidental

features—the casual glimpses one gets of street life, when dogs,

market-women and the like accidentally wander into the range of

the camera. What a start I had once to see dimly in the back

ground of a Parisian quay film the unmistakable flying buttresses

of Notre Dame. Other films will show the fronts of public build

ings, or some of the fashionable residences in the suburbs, or the

obscure shops and dingy cabarets of the back streets.

But to return to earth—we find that a new reel has commenced,

and, after a time, we penetrate the disguise of the title and dis

cover that we are having before us in pantomime the Brussels

chapters of Vanity Fair. All is done in bold lines and broad

dashes of color. Osborne's intrigue with Becky Sharp and his

waning affection for his little wife, the famous ball-room scene,

the confusion in Brussels during the battle, all are vividly, if

crudely, portrayed. To add to the effect, Campbell's well-known

lines about the
" terrible rumble and grumble and rattle and

roar," are thrown on the screen at the appropriate moment. Then

the moving pictures fade away, and we are shown the battle-field,
covered with the slain. In the foreground, in a high light, is a

bewhiskered corpse that we recognize as George Osborne. Now

this scene melts away and we return to see Amelia transported
with grief at the loss of her hero-husband, and Becky vainly at

tempting to condole with her. It is surely Vanity Fair, hut

O Thackeray, thou art translated !

Nevertheless, these classics in pantomime are useful in showing
that the great things of literature can be made to appeal to the

people, and also what it is in said great things that appeals
to said populace. It is action they want, melodrama, if you

will, not cloaked by the elegancies of style or subtle character-
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study, but full of obvious motive and stirring deeds. In panto

mime, the bones of the staidest classic stalk forth a melodramatic

skeleton.

But there is no more time for such literary moralizing. The

show is over, and others want our places. We arise and shuffle

out to the exit, and at length emerge into the fresh, cool air of

the night, and see the stars over head. Our eyes ache from the

flicker and glare of the pictures, we are stifled with heat and bad

air, and the cheapness of the whole performance fills us with dis

gust. In this mood we swear we will never waste more time

on one of these shows. But it's a case of " Repentance oft before

I swore, but was I sober when I swore?" We will be there next

Saturday night as sure as hanging.

The Thaw.

The world is dim and tearful : all the day

The gray sky weeps upon the gray-white earth ;

The dawn comes like a sad reluctant nun,

Nor smiles, nor brightens, but goes on her way

Silent, saturnine, forlorn. The mirth

Of ice-roofd rills in privy merriment

Is dead. Turbid and clamorous they run,

Like dark and blatant funerals surging by ;

And in the dismal eve black boughs are bent

Like prison bars against the livid sky.

C. E. S.



Ezra Cornell, Reminiscences.

J. M. Croft.

HE request of The Era for personal reminiscences
of Ezra

Cornell awakens bright memories of days when the

University and the Faculty were young together. Our

first faculty meeting seems to us now to have been held

in a Land of Eutopia, and certainly the discoverer and creator of

that democratic republic was Ezra Cornell. Education, college

discipline and social intercourse were discussed from the point

of view of things as they should be:—Cornell, (he was not

present but his views were presented) ; things as they could be :

President White ; things as they would be : some of the rest of us.

What was Eutopian sprang more from the practical experience

of that gaunt, thoughtful, earnest American of the Lincoln type

than from any speculative dreams. For Cornell expected others

to be like himself. He knew what he had done, working and

fighting his way through the world, from, lumbering to the in

stallation of telegraph lines, perhaps too busy to think much

about the education which he lacked ; having a faith in the future

of that great mysterious enterprise, which would have been

justified only by the highest engineering and scientific training ;

and while half-trained men were predicting failure, he staked all

he had and could earn on the success of his work. Many an

American, not of the Lincoln type, would have concluded that

good guessing did the trick—Cornell, more and more, as he

learned to know the working of the complicated machinery of

the world's business, came to the conviction that good professional

training opens the straightest road to success, and that his

country men had too little of it ; then with absolute singleness
of purpose, using to the utmost life and fortune, he set about pro
viding his fellow men with what he lacked himself.

A new institution was to be founded to train young men to do

more easily what he had done with such strenuous effort. A

very low tuition fee and opportunity for self support while study

ing, direct and practical education in every branch where science

z
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could use natural forces, close touch with the teachers and free

social intercourse were to resume the chief good influences of the

University, and old traditions were not to have too much weight
with us.

A want of special knowledge of what universities had done led

the Founder to expect in certain details more than could be well

obtained with human materials, and the discrepancy between

what should be, and what could be, was at the base of most of our

friendly discussions.

But we of the old faculty can look with pride at the university

which to-day adorns the once bleak heights of Lake Cayuga, and

see that more has been accomplished than we dared to hope for in

the early days.

With these feelings dominant I can, among Cornellians, speak

freely of my only personal reminiscence of Cornell, which unfor

tunately does not contribute to the higher light, which we would

wish to throw upon his portrait.
The students who came to us were of every complexion.

Some—too few in numbers—could use their hands and heads as

Cornell would have done if he had had the chance, and at the

other end of the scale I remember one instance of a student who

wrote to the faculty that, although he had failed in examinations,,

he hoped they would let him pass because, said he
"
I only want

to learn a little, just to teach it."

Then there were some, I should say less than the usual propor

tion, who had the careless schoolboy feeling about college life,

and my only personal interview with Mr. Cornell concerns these.

I wish I had had the opportunity to be taken into his councils

concerning his higher projects, but I was the youngest of the full

professors and had little to say about anything, except the con

struction of the large wooden building, intended to be temporary,

which served'well for many years the uses of the physical-chemical

departments, until it was replaced by stone buildings ; and com.

trary to our fears, it was not destroyed by fire.

The furnishing of the lecture room was convenient, and as good

as could be procured in those days, and that room was used for

various lectures, thanks to an arrangement of folding doors be-
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hind which experiments could be prepared, and at the appointed

hour the lecture table, set on rollers, could be pushed into the

room.

One day I was busy with the preparation of experiments when

Mr. Cornell came in, and said a few words and then went into

the lecture room. He soon returned in a state of extreme vexa

tion, and said that students had been carving their names upon

the backs of the seats. He concluded quite a long exposition of

his feelings about such wrong doing by saying that if such

things went on he must close the University because no one who

could so deface his property could be a scholar or worthy of

university privileges.

I, of course, heard him through with respectful attention, ex

pressed my regret of the damage and my intention to prevent it

as far as possible in the future but could not help adding that

perhaps scholarship might sometimes go with such conduct; I

had not seen these names, but the last one which I remembered

seeing carved on a student's desk was that of Alexander Von-

Humbolt, who was a very good scholar. Mr. Cornell departed

to meditate upon this theme, but he appeared little satisfied. I

told this little anecdote to Professor Goldwin Smith, who was at

my house the same evening, and after a moment's reflection,

apparently contrasting the ways of the old University from which

he came with those of the new, he said in his calm, clear voice,

but with evident intention of not being taken very seriously,
" the

proper place for the Founder of- a University is in marble effigy
on a tomb."

The Founders lie in their graves. Those of Oxford gave of

their worldly goods in hope of heavenly recompense and they
were repaid by the prayers of the Church. For the love of art

they wrought by the hands of the best architects of a noble period
and we admire their gifts in stone to-day. For the love of human

ity they made many a kindly provision for poor students which,

though changed by time, still survive in the fine traditions and

genial customs of the English universities.

The early buildings at Ithaca were built as best they could be

of the material of the place, and their appearance, bearing marks
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of the worst period of American architecture, has been eclipsed by
the beautiful structures which have since arisen ; but as to the

constructive work of the Founder, that will last forever, and Ezra

Cornell, in simply doing unto others, what others had been unable

to do for him in his youth, opened new paths in education and

gave new ideas to his countrymen. His name will live in the

memory of every boy whom he has helped along his road and his

noble character has been an influence in the lives of those of the

old faculty who had the privilege of personal acquaintance.

The Educational Value of Athletic Sport.

Harry Franklin Porter, '05.

In the Decennial Bulletin Two, of the Cornell Cross-Country
Reunion Association, appears the following, credited to a

prominent Cornell Alumnus at a recent informal luncheon of

Cornellians :

"
We all of us are born with some yellow in our make-up. We

succeed in life proportionately as we have the capacity to -cut

down this inborn yellow streak. A man without any yellow in

him would be as a god, capable of anything."
These words contain a great truth

—a very great truth. And

that truth is indissolubly woven in the warp and woof of athletic

sport. Upon the athletic field, as no where else in life's round of

battles, is one's metal tried. There one is brought face to face

with one's innermost weaknesses
"

yellow streaks
"
—and with the

urgent necessity for surmounting or eradicating them.

The collegian, who by dint of persistent, faithful endeavor

finally achieves, even though it be in the twilight of his college

career, the sought-for goal has done an immeasureable much for

himself ; for in the doing what of
"

yellow
"
there may be in him

natively must be fairly well thinned out.

In making the 'varsity team, or rising to class in his speciality,

he must needs surmount the rocks of natural unfitness. Each
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round of the ladder of success is labelled a weakness overcome—

some part of the body strengthened and brought under more in

stant control—some bit of nervousness smoothed out-r-some sub

stantial gain in manhood, mental, moral, and physical, made. If

weak, one must in the doing become strong ; if awkward, graceful ;

if timid, bold ; if nervous and excitable, calm and self-possessed.

And the lessons in sportsmanship enforced, involving as they

do a perpetual sacrifice of self, confer upon one a moral and mental

balance that goes very far to make a truly successful man. In

deed, to be a true sportsman leaves very little to be desired. The

lessons of modesty and manliness, of calm and patient but whole-

souled endeavor, and the ideals of a
"

square deal," that are learned

upon the college athletic field, carried into any walk of life, will

make for a sturdy and a true success. Here indeed does absolute

ly honest endeavor, with due consideration for the other fellow,

alone have force.

What, then, can surpass school and college athletic sport, or

indeed compare with it, as an educational factor ? Those educators

who decry the time and attention devoted to sport can hardly

grasp the true idea of education. What matters it, how skilled

one's intellect may be, how stocked with knowledge, if one's

health and strength and moral fibre are not equal to the task of

taking a firm stand for the right under the stress of trying cir

cumstances? And the student who fails to participate in this

volitional department of scholastic life, no matter what his learn

ing as gauged by degrees or mere marks, must forever after feel the

handicap. He who, no matter how profound his learning, re

mains physically a weakling and morally an inert, as most of us

are inclined by heredity and environment, is a pigmy still,—he is

far from being an educated man.

Truly educated men are cast in the heroic mold—they are giants

mentally, giants morally, and giants physically. This is the kind

of men our American universities should turn out. And this is

the kind they would turn out if the true value of athletic sport
were recognized and its pursuance accorded proper provision in

the curriculum. The great pity to-day is that more can not take

an active part in the sports
—the sports that test one's stuff to

the core.
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What is needed is not less but more scholastic sport ; not more

restriction upon it but less ; not tolerance of it merely as a sup

posed necessary evil, but full and proper provision for it as a

necessary good.
The ancient Greeks, in that Golden Age of Antiquity, must

have recognized the great and fundamental good of athletics when

they grouped their entire school system about the gymnasia, and

attached such significance to achievement in this line that to be a

victor at the national quadrennial games
—the original Olympic

games
—became the greatest honor a Greek could aspire to or gain,

and bards sang their way into immortality by inditing the praises
of the laure,l-crowned.

To-day—so all signs portend—we are reaching up towards a

new golden era, one greater and grander than any yet attained

one destined to embrace, not one race of people alone, nor one

country only, but the entire world ; one designed indeed to bring
forth enduring achievement in every field of human endeavor, the

equal of which has never before been experienced, the extent and

excellence of which the present does not dream,—an era in which,

in the words of Victor Hugo,
"
War will be dead ; the scaffold

will be dead : but man will live. For all there will be but one

country, that country the whole earth ; for all there will be but

one hope, that hope the whole heaven !
"

Of this new era, even

now dawning, the present day wide-spread and wider-spreading
interest in athletic sport of every description, among the peoples

of all the earth, of all ages, of every race and class, is but the

morning star. The hour is portentous. The dawn grows nigh.

Let us, therefore, who labor in this bright hour of promise, be

alert and vigilant. Let us, in the words of the poet,

" Be up and doing, with a heart for any fate ;

Still achieving, still pursuing,

Learn to labor and to wait,"

and the promised day will soon be here.

Let us, then, not discourage but encourage, not belittle but

enoble school and college sport. The more of it and the more

widely spread the contest the better. Individual sport is

good : group sport better. Interclass competition is also good
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but intercollegiate much better. Indeed the wider the sphere of

interests concerned, the greater the good. When Cornell meets

Harvard on the water or on the gridiron each side parts the

better for the meeting. There has been an exchange of view

points and of interests that forever after exerts a liberalizing force,

broadening and deepening the true currents of life. And when

Yale and Harvard and Princeton and Pennsylvania and Michigan
and Cornell get together in cross-country and track, the exchange
of benefits is proportionately enhanced.

Not only those, few in numbers that they be, who participate
share in this benefit, but all those who enter into the spirit of it,

undergraduates and graduates, friends and sympathizers. There

are no happier, brighter, more beneficial moments in the life of un

dergraduate or graduate than those when the teams ofAlma Mater

contest on the intercollegiate field for friendly supremacy. These

are golden links in the chain that binds all collegians in sympa

thetic and inseverable bonds. Thus is college spirit, that subtle,
mysterious, but all-potent force, that makes the college community
live and throb and links the present to the past and both to the

future, generated and perpetuated. And there is not, cannot be,
a more liberalizing force than this—no force of truer educational

value.

The Intercollegiate Civic League.

H. G. Seipp, 'ii.

♦#I"T is a statement often enough repeated, but one the truth

mm of which pardons, perhaps, its repetition, that all our

|| political ills may be traced to the spirit of indifference

that pervades the great mass of our citizens. Efficient

Democracy demands as a first requisite the intelligent co-operation
and the wide-awake watchfulness of its citizen-body. Every man

owes a duty to, and is responsible for the condition of the State,
under which he enjoys freedom and opportunity, and of which he
himself is a part. No man owes this duty, no man bears this re

sponsibility in greater measure than does the college man.
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Colonel Roosevelt, addressing the delegates to the annual con

vention of the Intercollegiate Civic League in 1908, said, "You

know my beliefs. You know that I feel that the college man has a

special burden of responsibility upon him, because to him has

been given much and from him we have a right to expect much

in return." Yet what is the college man's attitude, con.

cerning these political duties and responsibilities? Not one

of recognition and interest but one of profound indiffer

ence. You see this attitude in the student who tells you he

doesn't want to know anything about politics because it's all cor

rupt anyway. You see it in the student who hasn't time to go

home to vote on Election Day unless perchance some political

party pay his fare. You see it everywhere revealed in the average

student's ignorance concerning public questions. We know that

there are evils in our government, but that we ourselves are re

sponsible for them, we do not yet seem to realize. The ray of the

early morning sun must grow into a broad stream of light before

it pierce our eyelids and waken us from our lethargy.
The Intercollegiate Civic League aims to change this indifferent

attitude of the college man. Organized at first as the College
Men's Political Association with the object of getting men to

register and vote, it has become a League of Civic Clubs with the

broader aim of getting college men interested in practical politics.
From a nucleus of four clubs, the Harvard Political Club, the

Yale Good Government Club, the Princeton Municipal Club, and

the Williams Good Government Club, it has spread over the

whole country from California to Rhode Island. Its membership
has grown steadily and now the League comprises over thirty

clubs. The executive work of the League is done by a body of

public spirited college men of New York City. Every year a con

vention is held, partly in New York and partly in Washington.

Last year about forty delegates were present, representing about

twenty colleges. In the evening a banquet was held at the Uni

versity Club, where addresses were made by Mr. William M.

Chadbourne of the New York Bar, Deputy Attorney-General Ezra

Prentice, Dr. Cleveland of the Bureau of Municipal Research, and

ex-Senator John C. Spooner. Next day the Convention met at

Washington where the President and Vice-President received the

delegates.
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The aim of the Intercollegiate Civic League is far from academic.

It places above all an emphasis upon practical work, and the most

successful clubs in the League have been generally those that

have carried out this policy to the greatest extent. At Harvard,

for instance, besides furnishing watchers at the elections, the club

investigates candidates for office and sends out postal cards to the

voters stating their recommendations with the reasons assigned
as to the candidates' fitness. This year, in conjunction with the

partisan political clubs of the university the Harvard Committee

on Legislation was organized. This committee received petitions

up to the closing of the docket of the Massachusetts legislature

early in January, from any member of the university with regard
to presenting bills on any subject. Students, moreover, were given
an opportunity to speak at the committee hearings when the bills

went before the legislature.

The Williams Good Government Club, working through com

mittees, has made investigations of student suffrage, town improve

ments, ventilation, fire-escapes, and child labor. The committee

on child labor visited twenty-six mills, examined children, took

photographs, and compared ages as furnished by the mill super-

intendants and by the parents and school authorities. The re

sults were so startling that on the suggestion of the National

Committee on child labor the report was published and spread

throughout New England.
The Civic Club at Western Reserve University allied itself

with the Municipal League of Cleveland and made a special in

vestigation of the medical inspection of the schools. The club at

North Dakota is a flourishing organization and has some ex-

members now in public life. At the last election in New York City,

through the clubs at Yale, Princeton and Columbia, the league
furnished watchers, and the experience gained and the knowledge
of how things are really done was invaluable.

Besides this sort of practical work, which is not only service

able to the community but of direct benefit to those who engage

in it, the clubs in general hold regular meetings throughout the

year at which practical questions are discussed. The club at Yale

of which Mr. Robert A. Taft is president holds regular bi-weekly
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meetings addressed by men in political life. Besides the clubs al

ready mentioned, the following universities all have active clubs

in the league : Brown, Coe, Colorado, Kansas, New York, North

Western Reserve, and Wisconsin.

The Cornell member of the league, the Cornell Civic Club, re

cently reported in this magazine as being in a dying condition is,
in reality, convalescent, and, if activity be a sign of reviving

strength, may confidently be said to be on the fair road to recovery.

As organized in 1906, namely, on a basis of unlimited member

ship and with the object of interesting the student body through
outside speakers, the Cornell Civic Club succeeded so poorly that

the interest of the members themselves was not maintained. At

the close of the last college year, the club was re-organized on the

basis of a limited membership and on the principle that to interest

men you must give them something to do. Besides closed meet

ings held every two weeks for the discussion of political topics,
the club gave a reception to the Cornellians elected at the last

election. As the club progresses, it is intended to make the work

more and more practical. This may possibly be done through

co-operation with Municipal leagues of Ithaca, through investiga

tion of local conditions or through investigation of the records of

public officials. But the essential thing is that active and use

ful work is to be done.

As a member of the Intercollegiate Civic League, the Cornell

Civic Club aims to arouse and stimulate the interest of students

for political affairs, to inspire them with a realization of their

political duties and a desire to fulfill them. It believes that not

only- the lawyer, but the doctor, the engineer, the teacher have

this duty to fulfill, this responsibility to shoulder. But you ask,

"How shall I fulfill my duty?" When you 'graduate take the

advice of America's first citizen.
" Get into politics," says Colonel

Roosevelt,
" and stay by your party as long as it does you no

harm." While you are an undergraduate, get interested in politi

cal affairs. Get rid of that lofty, disinterested attitude towards

politics and remember that the Boss is not, as a recent Woodford

orator told you, the Price of our Democracy but rather the Boss is

the Price of our Indifference.
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EDITORIAL.

The Era regrets to announce the resignation of Millard Van

Marter Atwood, 'io, from the Managing Editorship of the board.

His place will be taken by Raymond H. Fuller, 'ii.

The following men have been elected to the

Announcement. board: Fred R. Bentley, 'io, to the editorial

department ; and William A. White, '12, and

A. T. Knight. '12, to the business department.

The present month calls forth, over the length and breadth of

our land, tribute to the memory of one of the greatest, if not the

greatest of Americans
—

George Washington.
Since Washington's day, America has become

Washington. a world power. Its fleets are on every sea-

From ocean to ocean, from lakes to gulf, throb

the forces of American civilization. Yet, in its hour of prosperity
the country turns to Washington.
There is something in the very name that thrills. His was the

life without fear, the life of service, and the life of honor. He

was both a soldier and a statesman. Whether on the field of bat-
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tie, or in the happier hour of peace, Washington gave with all his

heart his very best to his country. As long as the blood of patri
otism flows in American veins, Valley Forge will be honored, and
honored the heroes and the hero, whose bleeding foot-prints crim
soned the New Jersey snows.

Washington's life might well be the inspiration of Cornell

men,
—of college man. Though not a college man, he yet had

that which no college training of itself can ever give, honor,

humanity and courage. If Cornell men were followers of Wash

ington we might bid adieu to honor systems. His was the noble

life. He scorned deceit and he scorned a lie. We might bid

adieu to hat clubs and to all organizations that recognize wealth

and social position rather than intellect and character,—which

forever prove the real worth of men. No man was more free

from the inanity of the snob than Washington. If Cornell men

were followers of Washington the days of sloth and idleness would

pass, and Cornell would double its power for good in the State,—

would become the first of American universities. There'was no

faint-heartedness in Washington. His was the courageous, the

conquering life.

In Germany, in England, in Australia, and in Belgium, Social

ism is a power to be reckoned with. In these countries, where,

as with us, social and political questions are ever arising and ever

demanding settlement, the approval of the

Socialism. Socialist party is sought and its influence felt.

There are few Americans who would admit

that Socialism is a power in America. To-day, by the great mass

of the American people, the efforts of the Socialist are regarded

as futile. The red flag is scoffed at and jeered at. To nearly all

the tenets of Marx and LaSalle, of Hunter and Stokes, of Debs

and Spargo, seem not a menace, and not a danger to American in

stitutions.

The belief of the majority is not our belief. We venture the

opinion that, at this hour, the Socialists are a great power in

America, and that their inarch is forward. We see it in the world

outside. We see it at Cornell.
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The United States has fearful problems to solve. Unrest

fluctuates, but stirs the masses. There is a system of child labor

which is blighting and withering young American lives. There

is the uncivilized slum with its sweat-shop where poverty and

crime, and ignorance and vice, make terrible havoc on human life.

There is a system of industry, under which the man who toils

receives the minimum of wage for a maximum of effort. More

than any other party the Socialists recognize these problems.

Unwearingly, the Socialists are working among the masses, arous

ing them against the existing order of things. They have not

been altogether without success. In the last Presidential election

the Socialists polled one fiftieth of American votes cast. But

the end is not yet. With a sincerity which startles, an intensity

of purpose which amazes, and above all, with an unfailing con

fidence in the ultimate and complete triumph of their party, the

Socialists are moving on.

Observe the Socialists at Cornell, Republicans and Democrats ;

how alert they are. While you do nothing, week after week, rain

or shine, they are inviting eminent men to lecture before them,

and are gathering for discussion. Observe them, as they quietly

go about spreading Socialism. They are intelligent men ; they

read ; they think. Heed the earnestness of their conversation.

Widen your outlook. Note the similar clubs which are spread

ing from American college to American college, from intellectual

center to intellectual center. The interest of college men in

Washington and Lincoln, in Jefferson and Jackson wanes; the

interest of college men in Marx and LaSalle increases.

No, Socialism is a power in America. When it becomes the

belief of college men, the leaders of the future, who can measure

its power ?

Republicans and Democrats at Cornell who believe in your

party, show interest ; act, maintain your party clubs. Study the

great achievements of your parties in the days gone by. Look to

your party today. What of its future. Aim to discover the abuses

in American life, and to correct them. Do not leave it to the

Socialists alone to correct them.
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The year of Nineteen-ten finds among us, registered in the State

College of Agriculture, some three hundred or more short course

men. They are here seeking scientific instruction in the branches

of farming. They are fresh from the practical

a^pL^ofe world, and are, for the most part, now turn

ing to advantage these few weeks at which

work on the farm is at its ebb. Among these men whose sojourn
is necessarily brief, and whose training must be necessarily crude,
are mature men who have squarely faced the problem of earning
a living; and who, in the inimitable school of experience, have

learned the limitations of their preparation—their unfitness to

grapple with the tasks, which their hands had found to do.

Among them, are those whom this slight opportunity of better

ment, has cost weeks of sacrifice, weeks of self-denial, even of

pinching. From day to day, we understand they are zealously,
and enthusiastically, pursuing the work of the class-room.

For these men we have unbounded admiration. It is men like

these, with their zeal for improvement, their quiet resolution to

fight upwards, their moral and physical courage, who display true

manhood. To us in the University who are aimlessly drifting,
with ambition deadened, no iron in our blood,—the short course

men exhibit a purpose,
—a mission in life. To all of us who,

having advantages, know them not, these men by example

admonish their use to the utmost.

We believe that a grill-room would do much for Barnes Hall.

We never could understand just why the University Trustees

would not concede it. We have been told that it was because the

Trustees did not wish a money-making in-

The Grill- stitution upon the Campus, even though the
oom*

money went to support Barnes Hall, and

could be put to a thousand useful purposes ; and even though

that money-making institution would have been instrumental

in bringing together hundreds of students,
and would have min

istered to their convenience. If this is true, are the Trustees con-
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sistent in farming out the board and laundry of the women of the

University. If external evidence like automobiles is to be de

pended upon, it seems that the board of Sage College is decidedly
a money-making institution. Can this be justified, and not a

grill-room in Barnes Hall ? We hope, that at some time the

Trustees will reconsider their action in this matter, which was a

source of disappointment to the whole student body.

The Era congratulates the Cornell Rifle Club for its showing
in the Intercollegiate Rifle meet. Victory is of small concern.

The University has many clubs, not worthy of the name ; but

the Rifle Club is not numbered among them.

Cornell Rifle Club. why is the Rifle Club worth while? Be

cause it is training men to shoot, making them

expert marksmen. If war comes, as it may, these marksmen will

be needed.
.
Their service will be priceless. It is well known

that it was superior American marksmanship which told in the

Spanish War.

To-day, England, Germany and Japan, are ever training their

marksmen. A gun well-aimed may sink a vessel. The loss of a

vessel may loose a battle. The loss of a battle may decide a war.

Hats off to the men in the Cornell Rifle Club.

»
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and to Rent.

8
§ 118 E. State St. ITHACA, N.Y.

FUDGE
The beautiful new booklet just

issued by theWalter Baker Co.

contains 10 different

recipes for making

FUDGE, and a

great number of

other choice recipes

for home-made can

dies, cakes, pies,

puddings, sauces,

etc.

Sent free to any

address.
Registered,
C.fcS. -Pal. Off.

Drop a postal card to

Walter Baker&Go.ud,
DORCHESTER, MASS-

Stvdent Lavndry Agency
P. H. Corman, '10, N, G. Pope,

*

1 1

Agents for Hastings' Laundry

422 Eddy Street

Superior Quality Work

Phones : Bell 676, Ithaca, 630.

1. 1 wns
Established 1842

Producers of Distinctive Printing
and Engraving for discriminating

people. All work done on the

premier under the supervision of

experts.
Class Books.

We publish some of the largest

books, Lucky Bag U. S. Naval

Academy, Howitzer, U.S.Military

Academy, etc.

Our halftones aud color work

cannot be excelled

Correspondence solicited.

904-906 cnesii si. PiMeipii, po.
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THE MAN WHO READS

IS THE MAN WHO LEADS

In these days of keen competion and care

ful preparation, the man who succeeds in

engineering must keep hi knowledge right up
to the minute. He must-follow all new devel

opments, all new methods and everything im

portant that takes place in his chosen field. He
must read the leading engineering journal that
relates to his line of work.

Your needs are met by one of thefollowing\

Electrical World Weekly $3.00 a year

The foremost electrical journal of the world. Covers the entire

electrical art and industry.

The Engineering Record Weekly $3.00 a year

The accepted authority on all matters relating to the construc

tion, operation, maintenance and management of electric railways.

Electric Railway Journal Weekly $3.00 a year

The leading civil engineering journal of America. Covers Muni

cipal Engineering, Industrial Engineering, Railway Civil Engineer

ing, Bridge and Structural Engineering, Power Plants, Heating and

Ventilation, Public Works, etc.

Special Rates to Students Sample copies on Request

McGraw Publishing Go.
239W. 39th St.

XBW YORK



The Cornell Era Advertiser. 17

Hotel MELBOURNE!

Madison Avenue and 92d St.

NEW YORK CITY

One block from Fifth^Avenue and Central Park

For Transient and Permanent Guests.

European and American Plans.

Unexcelled Cuisine and Cafe.

Room and Bath $1.50 per day and up.

Suites and Bath $2.50 per day and up.

Absoutely Fireproof BOYCE & HATFIELD

Look at c^lttUff % qXI ^U0n before buying

PICTURES, FRAMES, ETC.

315 East State Street Ithaca, IV. Y.

If you want Good Fitting

CLOTHES, we make them.

Large Assortment of

Woolens to select from.

L. C. BEMENT -- The Toggery Shops
Established - 1888.

Maker of Shirts to individual measures. Over 400 patterns for selection.

Hatter- Hosier - Glover - Cravetter - Maker of Shirts that fit

Down Town—142 E. STATE On the Hill—404 EDDY

(a) Shops (i) Factory
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Roblmson s,
—21 4

East State Street

A HIGH GRADE

OF WORK ONLY

*GSX_*e«_XJ*_**C*3C3**«_**e3«

The Place to go for Photographs.
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New York Life

Insurance Co.

C. H. WEBSTER, Agent

Hotel Cumberland - NewYork

Southwest Corner Broadway, at 54th Street

Near 50th St. Subway Station and 53d St. Elevated.

Broadway cars from Grand Central Depot pass the door.

KEPT BY A COLLEGE MAN..'■&,■ ?.?$

\ Headquarters for

College Men

Special Rates for

Strictly First-class f^Jl^rr/* TWim*.
Rates Reasonable V>01iegC 1 edlllb

NEW AND FIREPROOF

$2.50 with bath and up. All outside rooms

Send for Booklet.

HARRY P. STIMSON, Formerly with Hotel Imperial

10 Minutes walk to 20 Theatres

HEADQUARTERS FOR CORNELL MEN



I__ Pre-eminent Cuvees
of

Champagne

MOET & CHANDON

Imperial Crown

"Brut"

Their

fine quality

will at once

commend them

to the

most critical •WwiftiKfetTpBTa 174}

CHAMPAGNE

EPERNAY-FRANCE

^JJW"> * C?, M. In.pcfc* "W^.^

MOET & CHANDON

White Seal
<

'Very Dry"

GEO. A. KESSLER & CO.
SOLE IMPORTERS

New York =and San Francisco
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ill Six Numbers for a Dollar

[sTT^STf^LliTi^lsTr^LsTraLg^

Save 33% on YOUR CLOTHES.
Look over our Fall and Winter

Novelties. Full Dress Suits,
Silk lined throughout, $55.00.

Overcoats, $40.00 and up.

Sack Suits, $35.00 and np.

Honest, Good, Reliable Workmanship,
m _____i

KA \)
203 E. Seneca St. Ithaca, N. Y.
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College Monthly <& <£ <£ <£ %

A Postal Card will do the Trick.
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STAMPING

and all kinds of

Needle Work and

ART EMBROIDERY

Our Cornell Seals and

Fraternity Pillows and

Banners

are superfine. A Full Line of

Beads and Necklaces. Bell Phone.

MRS. J. C. ELMENDORF,

218 N. Aurora St.
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w
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J3 w.s,
*3
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All Kinds of Cleaning, q

J? Repairing- and Pressing JJ,

neatly and promptly

done.

•m

a
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4>

CLEANER

and

PRESSER

a
o

0

H

41 1 E. State St.
BOTH PHONES.

0
.

0

0

s

MORRISON

The Tailor

<^8L___**

Cor. Aurora & Seneca Sts.

American and European Plan

M
USIC at the DUTCH

from 5 to 1 2 P. M.

Sole Agents for

August Luchm's Famous

$0urztmrg*r Sfcrfhratt

J. A. and J.H. Causer,
Proprietors.



The Cornell Era Advertiser. 5

PETER SCUSA

Fine Shoe Repairing
ON THE HILL

412 Eddy St.

Senior, Junior, Sophomore, Frosh and

Cornell Alumni appreciate our garments

Highly, as we try to please our customers in

Every way. This proves our ability in all

Lines that are connected with first class

Tailoring and should diminish all doubt to

Zero.

Ill N. Aurora St.

Next to the Alhambra

R.A.Heggie & Bro.Co.

Watches Precious Stones Jewelry

and Goods in Silver and Copper

BST'Opposite Tompkins County Bank.

University

Book Bindery.

PRACTICAL

BOOK BINDING

IN ALL ITS

BRANCHES.

F. GEORGE REED.

1 18-124 South Tioga St.

Kohm & Brunnc

Bell Phone 55 Ithaca Phone 363

CORNELL LIVERY
EDWARD P. SAYRE, Prop.

First-Class Livery, Hack and

Boarding Stable

213 S. Tioga St.

L. J. CARPENTER - Merchant Tailor.

SUITS $30.00 and up.

205 NORTH AURORA STREET.
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A LOOK IS TO BUY

HERRON'S SHOES

Opp. Tompkins Co. Bank

Latest Edition "Songs of Cornell."

All the down-to-date Hits in Music—Mandolins,

Guitars, Victor Talking Machines, Records

and Everything Musical at

LENT'S MUSIC STORE, _g * aurora
_t.

The Ingersoll Watches are gu*rranteed f°r °ne year

Yankee - $1.00 Junior - $2.00
The Larghst stock of CANDY in the City—Wholesale

and Retail. Spearmint and Pepsin Gum.

Goods Delivered Both Phones Open Evenings.

R. C. Osborn & Co. 119-121 east state street
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Drop in and let us interest you in our
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All Kinds of Tobaccos and Cigarettes

Livingston's Tobacco Store.
118 North Aurora Street.
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Ithaca Cold Storage.
Established 1871

J.W.Hook,
Fruit, Produce

Butter and Eggs

Long Distance Telephone No. 80.

Nos. 113-115 S. Tioga St. Ithaca, N.Y.

The Original Old Clothes Men

Morris & Jacobs,
S. AURORA ST.

Atterbury System Clothes and Regal

Shoes. - - BARNEY SEAMON.

The Stanley Photo Co.

Photo Engravers Zinc Etchers

Designers College Work a Specialty

207-209 E. Buffalo St Ithaca,N. V.

"Jess" Norwood Good Meals ■$ i?M__tat the*?C^_*«*^

The Office Cafe.

Runs the Best Lunch

and Dining" Room on

the Hill. If youwant

satisfaction

Visit
"
JeSS

"
G- W* Whipple, Prop. TRY US.

Greetings to Cornell

Cotrell & Leonard,

Albany, N. Y.

Official makers of

Caps & Gowns

T o the American Un

versities and Colleges

Our Ithaca Agent

Mr. L C. BEMENT.

The Corner Bookstores

0f Taylor & Carpenter
Solicit a share of your patronage

Over forty years of existence

places them among the oldest

and best college stores in the

country.

Their State Street store is one of

the attractions of the city.



8 The Cornell Era Advertiser

ESTABLISHED 1818

pntlfmrn» ^furmsljmg woab*.
BROADWAY cor. TWENTY-SECOND ST.

Mew voph

B

SUITS and OVERCOATS Q

Newest Patterns for

Spring and Summer

DERBIES ">d SOFT HATS

From London and

the Continent

Imported Shirts, Collars,

Gloves, Hosiery, etc.

Fine Quality Shoes

Illustrated Catalogue on Request

I A Dictionary you

I should own !
8
8

B

Everyone should. Where

else can you find themean

ing of a word? Where

else can you find how to

spell ? The Webster Col

legiate thin paper edition

fills the bill. Ask for it.

Buy it at

The Co-op
*O£«£30**O*)Ot3Qi*O(JOOOKOOOBOC

--~-~ __*_»«■

SAVES TIME
TO BUY OR SELL

THE

BOSTON
GARTER
KNOWN TO EVERYBODY

BOOK BINDERY

WORN ALL OVER

THE WORLD

MADE WITH

-,£&
OUSHION

RUBBER BUTTON

CLASP

OF ANY DEALER, ANYWHERE
or Sample Pair, Cotton, 25c, Silk, 50c.

Mailed on Receipt of Price

GEORGE FROST CO.

MAKERS, BOSTON

OVER 30 YEARS THE STANDARD

ALWAYS EASY

Just across

the hall

from the

Athletic Rooms

J. Will Tree
III N. Tioga S THACA, N. Y
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WHITE & BURDICK CO.

Caterers to Students' Wants.

Prescription Druggists. 116 East State Street.

Wanzer & Howell

THE GROCERS
ararararararararararararar

Choice Cut Flowers

Floral Decorations

Mail Orders given prompt attention.

BOOL FLORAL CO.
ITHACA, N. Y.

Dealer in

D. S. O'BRIEN CHOICE WESTERN BEEF.

I handle no other but Western Beef, Tompkins County Pork,
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REPRESENTATIVE CLASS FUNCTIONS.

I. Some Freshman Banquet History.

N the process of its evolution the Freshman Banquet,

with its attendant activities and spirited manifestations

of underclass rivalry, has experienced many curious and

interesting variations. Back in the first few years of

Cornell's history—when the eight-o'clocker, climbing the hill

from the town, had in crossing Cascadilla Creek, to clamber down

one side of the gorge and creep laboriously up the other, because

the Stewart avenue Bridge was then in the future—Freshman

banquets had no place in the thoughts of the students. Chief in

terest in those days lay in speculations as to whether the Univer

sity would long endure.

No great time elapsed, however,
before the custom was estab

lished. On May 31, 1872, four years after the opening of the

University, the class of '75 held, at the Tompkins House, the first

freshman
"

pow-wow
" in the history of the institution. It is in

teresting to note that the program on this occasion and at the

banquets for years after,
consisted not of speeches and stunts, as

is the case at present, but chiefly of literary exercises. The pro-

i
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gram of the evening was: Song,
" 'Tis a Way we have at Cornel],

Sir"; address by the class president ; oration; essay; poem ; song

by the class ; history of the class; song,
" The Chimes," by the

class ; prophecy ; song ; toasts.

Of this first banquet The Era, then a weekly, said :
" There

was a fair proportion of freshmen present. Many who stayed

away would look upon their reasons for so doing as trivial could

they fully appreciate what a jolly good time their classmates had,

and had too, without any ungentlemanly or improper conduct to

mar anyone's satisfaction in remembering the occasion."

The following year a similar feast was held. From that time

on, no freshman class possessed the courage to follow the example

thus set them, until, in 1880, the class of '83 "set the threats of

the sophs at defiance
"
and had a banquet at the Ithaca hotel.

Hacks, hired by the second year men, waited in the street to carry

off the banquet officers who were to be kidnapped as they came to

the feast. But the freshmen had wisely taken rooms in the hotel

during the afternoon to escape the free ride. The sophomores,

however, not to be gotten rid of thus easily, spent the evening in

a room adjoining the banquet hall and, during the reading of the

class prophecy, hurled into the midst of the freshmen a deadly
" infernal machine consisting of sulphureted hydrogen and other

sweet smelling compounds." This whizzed through the air much

to the alarm of the banquettersbut more to the discomfiture of the

waiter who, with his shirt-front, broke the force of it. Fortun

ately for those present, excepting the waiter, the salt had lost

its flavor, and no harm was done. At this banquet was established

the custom, for a long time prevalent, of rewarding the freshman

who had deposited the greatest number of dishes beneath his vest,

with a large wooden spoon, as an acknowledgement of his cham

pion gastronomic powers. The prize on this occasion was awarded

to the man responsible for the disappearance of sixty-three dishes,

whereupon a
u

boozy freshman
"
entered a protest against the de

cision of the judges, claiming to have reached a grand total of five

hundred and twenty-one. His petition was not granted.

On the occasion of the banquet in 1881, three freshman officers

were kidnapped and taken to Rogues' Harbor. After a reward
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had been offered, their whereabouts was discovered and they were

brought back in time for the festivities.

In 18S2 even the women at Sage attempted some kidnapping.
The same year the freshman president, Wolcott Balestier, who,

years later, writing in conjunction with Rudyard Kipling,

gained considerable fame as a novelist, was dragged from his bed

at two o'clock in the morning and, with other officers of his class,
driven in a hack to Cortland. Thence their sophomore captors

hurried them to Syracuse. In the meantime their classmates had

offered a reward of fifty dollars to the Ithaca police for their re

turn. The police, with characteristic sagacity, after receiving a

telegram from the kidnapped students saying that they were being

taken to Syracuse, knew immediately where to look for them.

Syracuse detectives
rounded up the freshmen with their abductors,

and held them in custody until the arrival of the local officers.

The freshman class very generously voted to pay all the costs in

curred by the sophs in the abduction.

The events attending the banquet of the class of '87 read like

fiction. Several sophomores ingeniously learned of the arrange

ments made by their rivals and sent
one of their number to the
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Rochester caterer employed by the freshmen for the occasion.

This delegate, passing himself off as a freshman, informed the

caterer that his class had decided to hold the supper at Trumans-

burg, and instructed him to act accordingly. The conspirator

then sent a decoy telegram to the freshmen stating that their

banquet would be ready for them on the date arranged, at

Farmer's Village. On the night of the banquet sophomores and

freshmen boarded the same train, bound, one class to hold the

banquet, the other to prevent it. At Truinansburg, amid the

jeers of the freshmen who thought the sophs deluded, the second-

year men left the train, the freshmen continuing on to Farmer's

Village. The Trumansburg contingent then called upon the

justice of the peace who obligingly deputized twenty-one police

men, sworn in for the occasion, to protect the banquetters. There

upon they repaired to the Opera House where they found await

ing them a sumptuous repast. To complete the deception of the

caterer, the sophomore class gave itself up during the whole of

the evening to hilarious freshman enthusiasm. Freshman pro

phecy, history, and poem were read and freshman toasts given,
after which the banquetters listened to speeches from Trumans-

burg's most prominent citizens and town officials and were en

tertained by a minstrel troupe which happened to be in town at

the time. To top off the evening's festivities the self-appointed
freshmen participated in a grand

"

walk-around," led by the

Trumansburg band. Before breaking up for the evening the

sophomores naively voted to allow the freshmen to hold another

banquet without molestation, provided they employed the same

caterer.

At all the banquets of this period suitable prizes were given to

the handsomest man, the homeliest, the best
"
limb-dislocater

"
or

"leg-puller," and "Zinck's best friend." On one occasion, the

freshman judged by his class to be the "dizziest masher," re

ceived a handsome pair of ladies' hose. The year following, a

man with like propensities was presented with a similarly "fitting

gift" for being the "

Sagest Freshman."

The banquet of the class of '91, held in Library Hall, was pre

faced by one of the most courageous but most foolhardy acts in

the university's history. President Davis of the freshmen was
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taken from his room by the sophomores, driven in a hack in and

out through the outskirts of the city, and finally led back into

the very heart of the town, there to be imprisoned on the second

floor of a conspicuous house. Watching for a favorable opportuni

ty, he threw himself bodily against one of the thickly curtained

windows, and, crashing through glass and sash, landed safely in

the street below. He was, of course, a hero for the rest of his

college days. At the banquet in the evening he spiritedly asserted

that he would have leaped from the top of Mount Everet rather

than miss being present. Though he was uninjured except for a

slight cut on the hand, six sophomores were suspended for mak

ing such a narrow escape necessary. The offenders were soon re

instated, however.

The next, year's banquet was notable for two things. First,

much to the pleasure of the temperance element of the class, wine

was prohibited. The other feature was a more extraordinary in

novation. Influenced by the expressed approval of the President

of the University, the class did nothing less than vote unanimous

ly to invite their young lady classmates to be present. Of course

the whole student body made it a point to be on hand in front of

the Ithaca to behold this remarkable sight. Rude sophomores,

however, who came to scoff, remained, it is said, to doff their caps

respectfully to the fair banquetters as they alighted from their

'bus and tripped nonchalantly into the banquet hall. In honor

of their comely constituents the men of the class had arranged to

omit the usual class prophecy and in its stead one of the young

lady celebraters read an intensely interesting essay entitled,
"

Methuselah," and another a diverting poem in iambic tetra

meter. Strangely enough, the presentation of "fitting gifts" to

the "dizziest masher" was also omitted on this occasion. How

ever, to quote from the Sun of the following day,
"
the only draw

back was the small proportion of ladies." Notwithstanding the

apparent success of the experiment, this was the last, as well as

the first, appearance of co-eds at freshman banquets.

'93's president was stolen in 1890 and for five days not the

slightest trace of him could be found. Finally, on the night of

the banquet, he reappeared. He had been released only upon
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signing an agreement not to reveal the secret of his capture ; so

the happenings of the five previous davs remained a mystery.
For several years following, quiet, peaceful banquets were held

at the Ithaca hotel, Clinton Hall, and Masonic Hall, each in turn

being the "most successful in the history of man." In 1898, the

Lyceum became the scene of festivities. The orchestra chairs

were floored over, thus making room for five long tables ; and the

Lyceum orchestra supplied the musical part of the program.

By this time
"
wet

"

banquets had again become the rule. But

the class of '02 set the example, since followed, of holding a
"

dry
"

affair and inviting several professors to be present and speak. The

banquet that year was held at the New Ithaca.

The last banquet to be held at the Lyceum was that of the class

of '06. On this occasion the freshmen had the pleasure of seeing

the valorous protectors of Ithaca's peace fall under fire of a hose

played upon them from the roof of the theater.

With the banquet of the 1907 class the scene of activities

changed from the business section of the town to the campus, the

banquet being held at the Armory. It had now become the custom

for the sophomores to capture as many freshmen as possible and
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force them to parade the streets, ludicrously arrayed in all sorts of

fantastic costumes and with their faces grotesquely decorated. To

avoid the humiliation of being captured, the first year men usually

went into hiding several days before the time scheduled for the

event. Bands of freshmen assembled in the university barns,

from whence, in the early morning hours, they sallied forth in a

body and strove to gain the Armory by a concerted rush ; the

sophomores, meanwhile, fighting them off by various means—in

one instance, by turning a hose upon them—and dragging from

their midst as many struggling freshmen as they could separate
from the herd. Other freshmen barricaded themselves in their

rooming-houses. Many and various were the methods these exiles
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employed to reach the Armory. The chairman of the '08 banquet
committee was captured while attempting to escape, concealed in

a barrel of potatoes, while five of his classmates reached the

Armory hidden under the false bottom of a coal wagon. On one

occasion, several
" frosh

"
fortified themselves in an attic, from the

windows of which they taunted their pursuers with requests to

come and get them. The sophomores did so. Climbing by ladders

to the top of the house, they chopped a hole in the roof, and

through it the crestfallen freshmen were ruthlessly dragged forth.

All those who were unfortunate enough to be captured, were

allowed to choose between being paroled or spending a day or so

bound to a chair in the lair of a sophomore.

All of this meant practically a suspension of university duties

on the part of the two lower classes. Added to this, some of the

methods adopted in decorating captives had resulted rather dis

astrously. At one time in the conflicts between under-classmen,

pepper had been thrown, and a solution of silver nitrate, which

had been pronounced harmless by a physician whom the sopho

mores had taken the precaution to consult, proved otherwise when

applied to the faces of the freshman victims. Furthermore, as

President Schurman contended, sophomores had gone to the rooms

of freshmen and been met with pistols. News of all these doings,
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garbled greatly, as such things are when they appear in print, was

of course spread broadcast over the country and as a result the

University's name was considerably smirched.

Consequently the freshman banquet was ended by faculty order.

They were willing to allow the banquet to be held only on condi

tion that it take place without any neglect of work on the part of

the classes concerned, and without the accustomed strife. As

elaborate preparations had already been made by the freshmen

class, the decision was not well received. Accordingly, rather

than hold a banquet with what they considered the most interest

ing part left out, the class of 1909 went without it entirely.

The following year a banquet was held under the conditions

existing at present, which proved satisfactory to all concerned.

Given a good day in early spring, a day when the snow is no

more than half gone and the weather is otherwise suited to the

character of the sport, the modern method of letting off underclass

steam proves to be a far from tame and dull affair. If a touch of

originality be added on the part of the participants, as on the oc

casion of the first rush of the kind, it becomes extremely diverting.

When the class of 1910 were freshmen, one member, emulating
the success of the greased pig, thought to slip easily through the

ranks of the sophomores by virtue of a suit of overalls painstak

ingly smeared with crude petroleum. The men he proposed to

outwit were, however, not to be robbed of their prey thus easily.

They not only succeeded in taking him prisoner but, in doing so,

they removed most of the offending raiment. He was recom

pensed, however, by being supplied with a fresh suit liberally be

daubed with tar and covered completely with feathers. Thus

tarred and feathered he was forced to take part in the subsequent

"peerade." Other incidents, quite as interesting, have occurred.

Among Cornell's customs and traditions, there is probably none

so venerable or that possesses so varied and interesting a history,
or none which to-day affords greater opportunity for the exercise

of class spirit, as does the Freshman Banquet with its concurrent

activities.



II. The Sophomore Banquet.

HEN Ezra Cornell founded Cornell University in

1865 ne nad in mind the beneficial effects of

a democratic association—especially amongst a

number of men assembled for the purpose of a

wide-spread education. Social influence as well was to be con

sidered between these fellow Cornellians. Thus founded in true

democracy collegiate activities made their advent. Clubs and

societies were organized for the bettering of this feeling of unity.
But as years passed these institutions soon took on the form of

aristocratic associations and the true spirit began to be hedged

upon. Soon class orders took the same trend and very few of the

university activities seemed beneficial for one and all. But to

perpetuate and preserve in a truly social and friendly manner the

interest between students of all the colleges in the University,
the larger class organization soon took a predominating influence.

Thus in the class of the second year men arose the importance of

the Sophomore Banquet.

Primarily, as an institution the Sophomore Banquet was for

the honor of those men of the class who had been awarded their

"
C." And the honor is enhanced by the fact that these men

have gained it at the first opportunity. The merit of the "
C
"
lies

before all men and only by merit may it be obtained.

And what may the
"
C
"

signify ? It means primarily that

these men who are victors in the major sports of football and

track have zealously devoted their time to their studies and have

kept their bodies in condition for the best that was in them.

They have shown that they are not only strong and adept but

that they are men of good conduct. Such men, and such men

alone, are worthy to wear the emblem which stands for the highest

honor the university may bestow to acknowledge the fact that by

their manhood they have shown that type of man for which

Cornell stands.

So once a year the members
of the sophomore class meet in a

banquet to celebrate the honor
of having wearers of the "C" in

the class. And to emphasize better the spirit of the occasion,

m
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professors as well as classmates assemble about the festive board.

Friendliness and good fellowship are strengthened and the class

as a whole is felt in spirit. The toastmaster, one of those most

skilled in the art of entertainment, may introduce the speakers

and with his own inherent wit and brilliancy weave all into

the general spirit of the occasion. The talented are favored

with their names on the program and the class is favored with

the originality of the stuntster. And thus into one broad spirit-

first by that of the class and then by the honor of the
"
C
"
—all

are imbued with the spirit of the larger organization
—their Uni

versity.

III. Past Junior Smokers.

HERE is perhaps no other Cornell institution so repre

sentative of the University as is the Junior Smoker,

and the history of its origin and development presents

much that is interesting and not a little that is instruc

tive as affording testimony of the growth of what is popularly

styled Cornell spirit.
The first Junior Smoker in the history of Cornell was that

given by the class of 1898 on the Saturday of March 13, 1897.
It was held down-town in the old Clinton Hall on Cayuga
Street and was attended by a large number of upperclassmen and

sophomores. Freshmen were excluded from the smoker, but dur

ing the singing of the Glee Club a
" frosh

"
lost his way and

wandered into the hall. He was soon notified that he had better

go home and took the hint amid considerable laughter. Eugene
Plumb Andrews, '95, was the toastmaster and he briefly stated the

raison d^etre of the gathering in these words :
"
For the past year

or two it has been the custom when Harry Taylor and a few

others came to town for a small crowd to meet somewhere that

evening. Next morning the rest of the fellows who had not

been so fortunate have expressed the wish that they might have

known something about it. The class of '98 conceived it a good

plan to have one of these affairs and let everybody know about

it." The program was rather brief, including singing by the Glee

a
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Club, a fencing exhibition, and speeches from the three members
of the debating team that had just defeated Pennsylvania. Steins
were presented to every upperclassman present and tobacco was

also furnished. After a long and somewhat boisterous evening,
the affair broke up with the singing of the Evening Song.
The next year the class of '99 decided to follow the precedent

set by their predecessors. The time—March 12 ; the place—the

Armory. As the smoker was held on the Campus, no beer was

served, but pipes, tobacco, and tobacco jars instead were furnished
to all upperclassmen present. Harry L Taylor, '93, was toast-

master and the following members of the faculty spoke : Profes

sors Benjamin Ide Wheeler, H. Morse Stephens and Ernest Huffcut,
Professor Stephens speaking in favor of a system of intercollege
sports. A pair-oared gig was presented to the Navy by the

students.

February 24, 1899, was tne date of the next Smoker. J. W.

Beacham, jr., was toastmaster. The speakers were Professors

Jenks, Wilcox, and B. I. Wheeler.
"

Hugh
"

Jennings and Harry

Taylor also spoke. Several gifts were made ; the profits of the

Sophomore Cotillion, fifty dollars, were given to the navy for the

purpose of constructing a cinder path from Buffalo Street to the

boat house, and the Junior Class gave a four-oared gig and also

promised to give an eight-oared one. Dean Huffcut awarded the

"C"s.

In the year 1900, effort was made to secure the admission of the

freshman class to the Junior Smoker. In the Sun of February

26 of that year appeared three letters of protest against excluding

the first year men. In an editorial the Sun agreed with the senti

ment expressed in these communications, but the committee was

obdurate and seriously advanced the following absurd reasons in

support of their decision :—(1) At the present time the only dis

tinction between the upperclassmen and the freshmen consists in

the exclusion of the latter from the Junior Smoker. In order that

the respect with which upperclassmen are regarded by freshmen

be maintained, it is necessary that this last and only remaining

feature of distinction between the classes be left inviolate. (2)

The pleasure of attending the smoker in the second year more
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than makes up for the disappointment of being excluded the first

year, and gives the freshmen something to look forward to.

But the Junior Smoker of 1900, of which Colonel C. S. Francis

was toastmaster, was notable for something more than the unsuc

cessful agitation to secure the admission of the first year men.

Four hundred dollars, the profits of the Junior Promenade, were

given to the Navy to build an eight-oared shell. The Sophomore

Cotillion Committee handed over its surplus for the purchase of a

trophy case, and the gift of the Sophomore Smoker Committee

was a set of oars. Sixty-three
"
C "s were awarded by Dean

Huffcut. It was proposed to form a student athletic association,

membership in which should entitle one to admission to all games,

including choice of seats at games and on the observation trains.

That this suggestion bore good fruit is attested to by the present

existing Major and Minor Sports Athletic Associations.

Friday, March 8, 1901, saw the first freshmen present at a

Junior Smoker. C. B. Wyckoff, '96, presided, and speeches were

made by Dean Crane, Professor Morse Stephens,
"

Hugh
"

Jen

nings, Jack Moakley, and the respective captains of the baseball

and track teams and of the crew. The Sun of the next day had

this to say about the smoker: "The yelling ought to have been

better and the distribution of souvenirs was accompanied by about

as much inconvenience and discomfort to the recipients as could

well have been devised." Sounds rather familiar, doesn't it?

A long program of sixteen numbers, including among others a

wrestling bout and a five round boxing bout, was run off at the

sixth annual Junior Smoker, held in the Armory on March 14,

1902. Daniel A. Reed, '98, was toastmaster. The occasion was

memorable largely for the reason that it was the last affair of the

kind at which Professor H. Morse Stephens spoke. In closing, he
said :

" The most delightful thing I have seen in all my life has

been the growth of unity, loyalty and enthusiasm among Cornell

students."

The disastrous typhoid epidemic of 1903 caused the postpone
ment of the Junior Smoker that year until the eighth of May.
Henry Schoellkopf, '02, was toastmaster. Resolutions were

passed expressing the deep gratitude of the student body to An-
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drew Carnegie "for the thoughtful and noble gift to those of our

number who were stricken with the fever." Dr. George A. Soper

spoke on the dormitory question, saying, "In the future a system

of dormitories under university control should be established.

The Trustees have said that for every dormitory given to Cornell,

they will build another of equal cost until the University has in

vested $500,000." Student resolutions, moved by P. R. Lee, '03,
and seconded by Robert Ryon, '03, were then unanimously

adopted. After stating that the epidemic had been largely due to

the unsanitary conditions of the student boarding houses, the

resolutions went on to say : —
" To prevent the recurrence of those

conditions, a system of dormitories, supervised and controlled by

the University is imperatively needed, and the Trustees of the

University have recently taken action toward securing them.

Therefore, we, the men of Cornell University, in mass meeting

assembled, unite in expression of our appreciation of the action of

the Trustees, and ... we further express our earnest hope

that the purpose of the Trustees, which we earnestly endorse, may

be speedily accomplished."
It is now seven years since the adoption of these resolutions

and yet so soon do we forget the lessons of the past that to-day

Cornell does not possess a single dormitory nor is there the

slightest prospect of our ever securing that
"

system of dormitories,

supervised and controlled by the University," which in 1903 was

regarded as
"

imperatively needed."

The Junior Smoker of 1904 was held on Wednesday, March 2,

in the same week as the Freshman Banquet. In order that all

freshmen might be able to attend the smoker, it was announced

that between the hours of 4 P. M.,Wednesday, and 6 A. M., Thurs

day, all first year men should be allowed to go unmolested by

members of the sophomore class. Almost two thousand students

attended the smoker this year. H. L. Taylor, '88, was the toast-

master.

In 1905, the Junior Smoker was held during Block Week.

E. R. Alexander, '01, was toastmaster and introduced Dean Smith

and Coach Moakley as the principal speakers of the evening.

"Hugh" Jennings, '94, was toastmaster of the Junior Smoker,

held in 1906, at which Dean Huffcut and the Rev. James Moffatt
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were the principal speakers. The adoption of the one year eligi

bility rule was urged by Dean Huffcut. An unlooked for novelty

was introduced by the sudden extinction of all the electric lights,

due to a misunderstanding on the part of the power house force.

A myriad of matches gave the Armory the appearance of fairy

land. By this light the
"
C "s were given out, and the meeting

dispersed with the singing of the Evening Song.

At the Junior Smoker held February 21, 1907, Judge C. H.

Blood, '88, was toastmaster. Professor C. V.'P. Young spoke in

favor of the election of the athletic managers by the undergrad

uates.

Fully two thousand students and faculty attended the Junior

Smoker in 1908, at which the new "Locomotive" yell, devised

by C. Burns, '08, was adopted.
The Smoker of 1909, was presided over by Daniel A. Reed, '98.

The one held this present year had for its toastmaster, Cornell's

true friend,
"

Hughie
"

Jennings, '04. Director Albert Smith who

awarded the
"
C "s read statistics to prove that the scholarship of

the
"
C
"
men is higher than that of the average undergraduate.

As the Sun well said in its editorial columns some years ago :

" The Junior Smoker has by tradition become established as

Cornell's great formal celebration of her athletic achievements of

the year preceding it. Any man who misses one out of the four

Junior Smokers which occur during his stay in college has missed

something that he can never partake in again with the same spirit
and something which he will always regret." If there be any

criticism to be made it is that the heavy debts usually assumed

by each class in its Freshman and Sophomore years render it im

possible for the class in its Junior year to contribute some sub

stantial gift to the cause of Cornell's athletics.

March.

Black, rutted road upleading to dun steeps,
Snow ribbed, and hung with rain-presaging wrack ;

A squalid cottage by the highway's edge :

A crow, low napping o'er a dismal stubble field ;

A distant babbling of distended rills ;

And chilling wind in intermittant gusts.

Clarence Eari, Simonson.



IV. The Senior Ball.

HS
one glances over the records of Cornell's early days one

soon finds that, as in the case of many a by-gone age,
the chronicler did not aim at the edification of pos

terity. The origin of certain customs is discussed with

a provoking lack of details, and particularly is this true in the

case of the Senior Ball.

The Era of March 7, 1873, records the first suggestion of this

class function in the following lines :
" The Navy hop was too

much for the Seniors, and already they are enthusiastically agi

tating the subject of a class ball, to come off next term, probably
Commencement week. Go it, Seniors, the time is fast drawing

nigh when class balls will be beyond your reach." The same

paper later reports the following :
" The Seniors held a class

meeting last Saturday to consider various matters relative to their

departure.
* * * For music during Commencement week it

was decided to have either Doring's band of Troy or Dodsworth's

of New York. It was also unanimously resolved to have a prome

nade concert. The band will play for an instrumental concert

class day and Commencement exercises, and also for the promenade
concert."

This completes our information respecting the advent of the

Senior Ball, except that we know it took place in the old Wilgus

Hall, the scene of so many of Cornell's early festivities, and at

present occupied by the Ithaca Conservatory of Music.

As far as can be determined the Senior class from that time on

has not failed to hold its ball in Commencement week and brief

mention of the event is usually made in the last Era of each col

lege year. However, since no commencement
"

specials
"
were

issued for many years, we are unfortunately lacking in detailed

descriptions. And yet we can not be at all sure that such de

scriptions would have appeared had there been a Commencement

number. The pervading spirit of the University of those days is

not difficult to catch. One has but to read a few of the early

issues of its first periodical to realize that scholarly achievement

occupied a larger share of the student's aim than at present and
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that the pleasures of the social life were considered of too little

importance to permit of serious trespass upon the field of learning.
An account such as the following for the Commencement Ball of

1876 was deemed quite long enough :
"

Wilgus Hall was taste

fully decorated and at the appointed time the handsomely dressed

ladies and their cavaliers took their places upon the floor. The

dancing continued until the cock's shrill clarion might have been

heard had any one cared to listen. Everyone enjoyed the occasion

and was loud in praise of the entrancing music. We are compelled

by lack of room to omit a more detailed account of the affair."

A few more brief clippings covering various Senior Balls are in

teresting. Here is one which reads like a telegram, "Go to the

ball to-night." Another states that " A large delegation from

Wells College will be present." Again,
"
One hundred invitations

have been issued, so that the attendance will be enormous."

Quite striking is the comment upon the charming outfit of Miss

X which consisted of "
a cream satin skirt and cardinal satin

waist." One cannot help wondering whether the fair lady had

planned to dress in harmony with the color scheme, or merely
wished to show Cornell spirit.

In those days as now, we find no lack of inveighing against un

necessary expense at graduation. In 1877 an interesting letter
from the President appeared in which he advised the securing of

less costly music than that of the year previous, for which the

Senior class had expended nearly one thousand dollars. He also

criticised the procuring of supposedly first class bands at com

mencement, inasmuch as it was a well known fact that bands with

many chances of filling engagements at the commencement of

various collegiate institutions were generally split into a consider

able number of sections, filled in with second rate musicians, and
hired out as the original band for as many engagements as they
had made divisions. At this time we find the first suggestion of

an orchestra for the band, a suggestion which was happily carried

out.

The class of 1883 was tne nrst to hold the ball in the Armory,
and great was the delight at the prospect of dancing in a hall of

such mighty proportions. Indeed the floor was quite large enough
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to allow the running of a partition "across the hall about thirty
feet in front of the gun racks, making a most delightful refresh

ment room." On this same memorable occasion the
"

powerful
white rays from four electric lamps cast a light on the hall which

made a scene seldom equalled for beauty and brilliancy."
After the advent of the Cornell Daily Sun in 1880, somewhat

fuller accounts of the festivities of commencement week appear.

In 1886, for example, the decorations were first described.
"
Bunt

ing was hung from all parts of the hall. Centerpieces of large

variegated crystals hung from the ceiling." Banners completed
the decorative scheme. Trophies of naval victories were also

deemed very fitting adornments. Later the windows were draped
with

" rich tapestries and parti-colored streamers hung in graceful
festoons from the iron frames."

Fraternity boxes seem to have -made their first appearance in

1891. At that time thirteen boxes were placed across the eastern

and western ends of the Armory, the number increasing with suc

ceeding years until they surrounded the room as at present.

No account of the Senior Ball would be complete without men

tion of the interesting variety of dances which comprised their

programs in the early days of the University. Very bewildering
must it have been to the initiated to watch the boys of '82 as they

tripped lightly through a program of three galops, four lanciers,

ten waltzes, three polkas and three quadrilles. One by one,

however, these good old dances disappeared until we find nothing
but the Waltz and the

" Deux Temps."

Of late years one notices a decline in the importance of the

Senior Ball. Comparatively few attended it, and deficits were the

result. Hence the agitation of last year, as a result of which

the ball was moved from its customary place in Commencement

week and made to correspond more nearly to the Navy Ball,

abandoned in 1908. The reason for the change being that the

University becomes so depopulated by the end of Commencement

week that an attendance large enough to pay expenses could never

be counted upon. The success of the ball of last year is ample

justification of the change, and has made it possible for the Senior

Ball to resume its place as one of the more important undergradu

ate functions.



The Fraternity House as a Business

Proposition.

Harry C. Baldwin, '06.

ITH the rapid growth of the University as shown by

the annual reports of the President, the need of

dormitories at Cornell becomes more and more ap

parent, and this demand will undoubtedly bring

about the erection of one or more of them within a few years.

But, as there seems to be little probability of the average annual

increase in the number of students becoming materially less in the

near future than in the past, the erection of dormitories at the rate

of two a year would not take care of the increase which we may

naturally expect in the student population, to say nothing of the

four thousand enrolled at the present time.

This large and growing body of students requiring accommoda

tion near the Campus has resulted in the erection of large rooming
and boarding houses all over East Hill wherever a site might be

found. Where a few years ago the student population was largely
cared for in the one or two extra rooms in the houses of private

families, to-day the larger number of them find rooms in the large

rooming houses built especially for the purpose and designed to

accommodate the largest number of roomers possible. Many per

sons are making the management of such houses their sole busi

ness, and a very lucrative business it is. The building of these

houses has naturally caused a decided rise in the value of property.

There are many instances which have occurred on East Hill

during the past few years where a party has purchased a lot for

about $1,500, erected a fair-sized house thereon for approximately

$6,000, put in about $500 worth of student furniture and gone in

to the rooming business. This represents an investment of $8,000,

$5,000 of which may be raised by a mortgage. He takes in twelve

roomers at an average rent of $3.50 per week for thirty-six weeks,

making a gross income of $1,512. $400 will about cover the ex

pense of heating and lighting a house of this size and $200 more

m
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will cover taxes, water rates, insurance, and repairs, leaving a net

income of over $900 or interest at the rate of eleven to twelve per
cent on the $8,000 investment. The care of the house is the only
rent paid for a home therein. This party owns the house from

one to three or four years and then, taking advantage of a rise in

the value of property, sells out for $9,000 or $10,000. Many per
sons in Ithaca to-day make a practice of building, renting a year,

selling out at the first opportunity to make a profit, and building
again. Of course, there may be a limit to this increasing value,
but we do not seem to have reached the limit yet.
Another very noticeable result of the growth of the student

population has been the formation of fraternities, sectional clubs,
and local societies, and the number of these organized each year is

steadily increasing. Many of these clubs and societies rent houses,
while a majority of them buy or build their own homes. In other

words, the student body has been and is unconsciously working out

a dormitory plan of its own which has justly given Cornell the

reputation of having the largest number of fraternities of any Uni

versity in the world.

It is interesting to note the various ways in which fraternities

and clubs have acquired their homes. Several of them have been

so fortunate as to have among their members, relatives of members

or Alumni, one or more men of means who have purchased or

built commodious chapter houses for their fraternities and either

given them outright or sold them on such easy terms as to practi

cally amount to a gift. In other instances the fraternities have

received donations from their members or friends until they have

had enough funds on hand to finance a large part of the cost of

the erection of the house, the balance being easily raised by a

mortgage. In neither of these classes is it a difficult undertaking
for the fraternity, nor does the proposition take on a business

aspect.

It is not, however, necessary for clubs or fraternities desiring to

own a club house to assume a semi-charitable attitude. It is just

as feasible for a corporation to build a house and run it as it is for

an individual to do so. We have seen that it is a profitable busi

ness for an individual to run a rooming house. It is just as profit

able a business for an incorporated fraternity. Furthermore, it is
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cheaper to own a house than to rent it, for the rent demanded is

sure to be enough more than the interest on the investment to

cover taxes, insurance, depreciation, etc., and leave a profit besides.

This profit would apply on the principal of the investment if the

club renting should be the owner.

But the question naturally arises,
"
How can you buy a house

without any capital to start with?" That it is possible to do so

is proven by the fact that it has been done many times. By the'

plan which the writer, acting as attorney, has put into operation

during the past few years, several fraternities, who had been or

ganized only a year or two and were having trouble in holding

together and paying rent for a small house, have purchased homes

and are now on a sound financial basis from a business standpoint,
and have grown in strength and in membership until the}7 rank

favorably with the older fraternities. This plan can be used to

buy a small place for temporary use, or a larger place which, by

remodeling, will make a very desirable permanent home, or to

build. The extent of the undertaking must depend upon the size

of the club. The larger the membership the greater is the in

come from rents, which is the determining factor.

For the average new fraternity which has not had time to grow,

the best plan is to buy a small place at a reasonable price and

with a small cash payment, use this house for a few years while

the membership increases, making a small payment on the

principal each year, and at the first opportunity to sell, possibly
to another and younger club, taking advantage in the increase in

value of property, it will have as a nucleus of a fund to build a

permanent home, the amount paid on principal and whatever pro

fit is made on the sale. The cash payment is easily raised by
means of an issue of a series of bonds, which sell readily, as frater

nity bonds are considered a good investment. They are similar

to stock in a stock corporation formed for the purpose of buying
or building a dormitory or office building.
The undergraduates who have been so fortunate as to belong

to some fraternity or club and have had the energy and determina

tion to acquire a chapter house, have done much to organize a

system of small dormitories, unique and peculiar to this Uni

versity, thus supplying a need which the University itself has
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been unable to do. They have also established a home for them

selves, their friends and successors, and at the same time, while

acquiring and running the house have gained very valuable

business experience.

Cayuga.

Chauncey Livingston Wii/tse, ex. '08.

Cayuga, glory of Creator's power,
—

Whether rose dimpled in the kiss of dawn,

Or mirroring blue the smiling skies of noon,

Or flame suffused from sunset afterglow :

Whether all grey, with threat of coming storm,

Or green with angry tempest, foam beflecked,

Or silvered, 'neath caresses of the moon :
—

Whether at peace, in majesty of calm ;

Or ruffled with the breeze ; or torn with strife

Of breaking billows, crashing forth their wrath,
-

Forever fair, in all of many moods ;

Forever humanlike, yet most divine,

Even as we. The bodying forth, as both

In nature, as in life, of calm, of peace,

Of rest, of storm, of strife, indeed, of all

The gamut that we feel and know and are

Of daily forming, daily shifting moods.

Fair lake of ours, that God has set before

Our weary eyes, to solace and to greet,

To show the power of anger, and of peace,—

A lake full fair, that gets into our heart

And lingers there, and leaves its memory sweet.



The Making of an Historian.

H. A. Sill

F the very greatest historians few have had a technical

training. Herodotus travelled and talked and wrote as

he talked. Thucydides had some experience in politics
and war and perhaps some schooling in rhetoric, but he

was self-taught to weigh evidence and to tell the truth. He trod

the winepress alone. Gibbon learned little from others, least of

all from the dons at Oxford. Niebuhr was by training a classical

philologist and saw ten years' service in the Danish and then in

the Prussian administration before he began to teach and to write

Roman history.
Ranke's university training was theological and philological.

He was rooted and grounded in the Greek and Latin classics and

was especially devoted to Homer. While teaching school he

made himself an historian. As his biographer says, Ranke the

reader of history developed into Ranke the writer of history.

Nobody taught Macaulay to be an historian. No one imparted
to him the secrets of historical method. He was the most splendid

product of the old classical training in England. He, too, was

first a reader, the most voracious of readers. He read semper,
ubique et omnia.

Mommsen was, perhaps, the most splendid product of the old

classical training in Germany. It went deeper than the English
school, and Mommsen's work went deeper and further than

Macaulay's. He was primarily a jurist and occupied for ten years

a chair of Roman law ; but nothing Roman was alien to him. As

Eduard Meyer has said of him, to understand Rome in its totality
was his life's work and when he died, whatsoever was connected

with the name of Rome was subject to him. Mommsen had

teachers, but he was greater than any of them, and one cannot

help feeling that he was born and not made an historian.

After all there is no great mystery about the method of histori

cal investigation. In large part it is plain common sense. In

large part it is an uncommon passion for truth. If you really

©
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love the truth, your love will find the way. It is the desire that

counts—and the patience, and, after all, the style. For you must

show others what you have seen, and you cannot do it if you are

only a mute, inglorious Milton or a Raphael without hands.

One way to help make an historian of yourself is to read how

others have done the same. Read Gibbon's Autobiography and

the Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay. Read the lives of Nie

buhr, Ranke, Droysen, Sybel, and Mommsen in the
"

Allgemeine
Deutsche Biographie," or its supplements. You should learn to

read German, anyhow. Read the letters of John Richard Green.

Read the lives of the classical American historians, Prescott,

Parkman, Motlev and George Bancroft.

To this list may now be added the name of an eminent Ameri

can historian of our own day. Having completed his great work

on the History of the United States from 1850 to 1877, Mr. James

Ford Rhodes has now published under the title of
" Historical

Essays
"

(New York, Macmillan, 1909) a number of addresses,

lectures and other papers prepared for various occasions during

the past thirteen years. Here are to be found the article in

Scribnerf s on Gibbon, and the Atlantic article on E. L. God-

kin,—both originally given as lectures at Harvard. Here is the

essay on
"

Newspapers as Historical Sources," which was read at

theWashington meeting of the American Historical Association in

1908. Everv one of the eighteen essays tells us something about

Mr. Rhodes's view of history or his methods of work ; but the three

that come first are particularly instructive. Two of them were

addresses at meetings of the Historical Association on History and

the Writing of History. The third is a lecture on the Profession

of the Historian, read before the History Club of Harvard Uni

versity in April, 1908, and subsequently at Yale, Columbia and

Western Reserve.

In this lecture Mr. Rhodes addressed himself to an imaginary

Freshman who might come to him and say,
wt
I wish to be an

historian, tell me what preliminary studies you would advise/

In answering the question, he naturally drew on his own expe

rience and his talk became, to some extent, autobiographical ; but

its most charming quality is its unaffected modesty. In fact one

inav properly applv to Mr. Rhodes what he himself says of Samuel



204 THE CORNELL ERA

Rawson Gardiner: "I know not which is the more remarkable,

the learning, accuracy and diligence of the man, or withal his

modesty."

Let us see what he advises his Freshman to study, apart from

history itself. "In the first place, I esteem a knowledge of Latin

and French of the highest importance." French for the sake

especially of Moliere and Balzac ; Latin for Tacitus, Caesar and

Cicero. Then German and perhaps Greek. The English writer

who has Latin and French can write without frequent recourse to

a dictionary.
"
When doubtful as to the use of words, I should

have been helped by a better knowledge of Latin and enabled very

often to write with a surer touch." Mathematics, on the other

hand, are of no use to the historian, nor is much science necessary.

A year's work in chemistry, botany, geology, or zoology is suffi

cient. Let the would-be historian' take his physical and natural

science on trust. Let him read biographies of Darwin, Huxley
and Pasteur. He must study some economics, the fine arts as

well as he can in America. English literature is also to be in

cluded. [The present writer would suggest philosophy.] The

study of history will take up the rest of the time during a college
course of four years and a graduate course of three. Our Fresh

man is now twenty-five years old. Henceforth his educacion must

depend upon himself.

There should follow five years of general preparation—of wide

but well chosen reading. What are the books that, in Mr.

Rhodes's opinion, should be not only read but mastered ? Gibbon's

"Decline and Fall," Bryce's "Holy Roman Empire," Tacitus,

Thucydides, Macaulay's History, of Carlyle the "French Re

volution
"
or

"
Frederick the Great," lives of Gibbon, Macaulay

and Carlyle,— the list is not meant to be exhaustive.

The historian must understand human nature. The two

writers who have helped Mr. Rhodes most in the study of character

are Shakespeare and Homer. He thoroughly appreciates Ulysses.
Goethe's Faust has profoundly affected his view of life. The

student of history should also read "

Werther,"
"
Wilhelm

Meister
"
and Eckermann's conversations with Goethe. Finally

he should read from time to time the essays of Sainte-Beuve.

At the age of thirty choose your period—only let it be an in-
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teresting one—and begin to write. " If you have made a con

scientious search for historical material and use it with scrupulous
honesty, have no fear that you will transgress any reasonable

canon of historical writing."
Mr. Rhodes thinks that college professors have had time to

write much excellent history. Law and medicine are too exact

ing to leave any leisure for historical investigation. As for him

self, he was immersed in business between the ages of twenty-two
and thirty-seven. Then he retired from business, spent three

years in preparation and began to write at forty.
" Much may

be done in odd hours in the way of preparation for historical

work, and a business life is an excellent school for the study of

human character."

Remembering Gibbon, Ranke, Macaulay and Mommsen, no

one will be surprised at the discovery that this American historian

has read so widely and so deeply in general European literature.

As one reads his advice to students, one becomes painfully con

scious of one's own limitations. He assumes that the student has

read, either wholly or in part, most of the English, German and

French scientific historians of the past fifty years, and become

acquainted in a greater or less degree with all the eminent

American historians. Of himself he says,
"
Whatever training I

had beyond that of self came from the mastery, under the guidance

of teachers, of certain general historians belonging to an epoch

when power of expression was as much studied as the collecting
and sifting of evidence." Yet this omnivorous reader has been a

slow one.
"
For myself, I have never found any royal road to

learning, have been a slow reader, and needed a re-reading, some

times more than one, to acquire any degree of mastery of a book."

Mr. Rhodes has added some thirty-five hundred pages to those

which the American student of history or any student of American

history must know. His work is an achievement of which every

American should be proud. I wish he might tell us more ex

plicitly how he came to do it. When did it first come to him that

he might write the story of the irrepressible conflict and the great

war? How did the purpose form and ripen in his mind?

Whatever may be the answers to these questions, it is clear

that he was born at the right time and in the right place.
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The Ohio Western Reserve was the proper home for a national

historian. If he had been older in 1861, he might never have
at

tained so high a degree of impartiality. If he had been much

younger, he could not have remembered the newspapers of the

fifties or the personal appearance of Stephen A. Douglas or the

revival of 1858 ; nor would he have had the opportunity of
familiar

intercourse with John Hay, Jacob D. Cox, John Codman Ropes

and others to whom he has acknowledged his obligations. It was

the war itself that made him its historian, just as the Peloponne-

sian War found Thucydides and the Roman Empire, Polybius.

I doubt if he ever was
" immersed in business" as some are.

One who first read
" Faust

"
at seventeen and has re-read it con

tinually ever since ; one who as a college student, came perma

nently under the political and literary influence of the Nation ; one

who, at about fifteen years of age, if my estimate is correct,
derived

from reading Macaulay his
" enthusiasm for the subject," his

" de

sire to compass all knowledge, the wish to gather the fruits of learn

ing and lay them devoutly at the feet of our chosen muse
"

:—evi

dently was caught young and never escaped. Somehow the glimp

ses he has given us of his intellectual life remind me of the familiar

lines in Wordsworth's famous Ode:—

"
The growing Boy

. . beholds the light, and whence it flows,

He sees it in his joy ;

The youth, who daily further from the east

Must travel, still is Nature's Priest,

And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended ;

At length the Man perceives it die away,
And fade into the light of common day.

' '

In other words,—and I hope this is neither fantastic nor irrev

erent,
—the boy whose eyes were opened by reading Macaulay has

become the man who can rejoice in the works of Gardiner. What

this means I must try to make clear.

As all students of English history know, Samuel Rawson Gar

diner devoted his life to writing the history of England from the

accession of James I to the restoration of Charles II. He died in

1902, having almost completed his task. As Mr. Rhodes says, he

went to the bottom of things. The result :
"
We know the his-
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tory of England from 1603 to 1656 better than we do that of any
other period of the world." Lowell once said that Darwin was

"

almost the only perfectly disinterested lover of truth
"

he had

ever encountered, but Mr. Rhodes believes that if Lowell had

known Gardiner as we know him, he would have placed him up
on the same elevation.

Writing in the North American Review for last December upon
the theme,

"

Macaulay Fifty Years After," Mr. W. R. Thayer,
who has written some history and now edits the Harvard Grad-

nates' Magazine, sought to enhance the permanent value of

Macaulay's work by depreciating that of the "scientific"

historians who have written since his time. "Gardiner's

sixteen volumes," says Mr. Thayer, "look down at you from

their shelf : how often do you look into them ? Their excellence

nobody questions. The specialist for a long time to come will

consult them at one point or another ; but it is inconceivable

that henceforth anybody will read those sixteen volumes through
except on a wager. Posterity will, perhaps, say of the industri

ous, the learned, the painfully scrupulous, Gardiner's history what

Dr. Johnson said of a very different sort of writing, 'I would

rather praise it than read it.'
"

Now hear the other side. Mr. Rhodes has read everything that

Gardiner wrote except
"
What Gunpowder Plot Was." He thinks

that any one who desires to write history should read every line

that Gardiner has written,—
"
not the text alone, but also the

notes." Here is. a man, you see, who has learned to love the

dry light, the light of common day. He tells us of another

with similar tastes. General Jacob D. Cox was no specialist.
He was a soldier, member of Congress, Governor of Ohio, Sec

retary of the Interior, president of a railroad, professor of law,
writer and reviewer of books. He looked upon Gardiner, says

Mr. Rhodes, with such reverence that he called him the Chief

Justice and he used to say there was no reason why he should

read novels, as he found Gardiner's history more interesting than

any romance.

Mr. Rhodes has many enthusiasms. He regards Gibbon as the

greatest of modern historians and has made three visits to the

garden where the last words of the
"
Decline and Fall " were



208 THE CORNELL ERA

written. He wishes that he had the tongues of men and of angels

to express admiration for John Richard Green. He never tires of

Macaulay or of Carlyle. He bows frequently before Stubbs. He

is very fond of Herodotus and cherishes unbounded admiration

for Thucydides and Tacitus, who in his opinion stand at the head

of all historians, being equal to Gibbon and Gardiner in im

partiality and love for the truth but superior to them in concise

ness and because they wrote of their own times. Here I regret

fully part company with Mr. Rhodes. Thucydides, it is true, is

perhaps the greatest of historians ; but Tacitus does not, I firmly

believe, deserve mention in the same breath. His impartiality is

assumed ; his love of truth is a mask ; he wrote cum ira et studio ;

his success to this day is a victory for malignity and rhetorical

art.

In his lecture to the Harvard students, Mr. Rhodes discusses

briefly the view that some practical experience in life is necessary

for the training of an historian. Gibbon, Grote, Macaulay, and

H. C. Lea were men of affairs ; so were, he might have added,

Herodotus, Thucydides, Xenophon, Polybius and Tacitus, also

Niebuhr and other Germans, also Guizot, Thiers, Hanotaux, and

other Frenchmen. Gardiner, on the contrary, was a bookish man,
a pure product of the university and the library, and yet his judg
ments of men are sounder than those of Froude and Macaulay,
who were men of the world. Hence, it is not necessary for an

historian to pass through the school of affairs.

No, evidently not necessary ; but that it may be advisable,
that it may give a man a sure sense of reality, that it may help
him to acquire a sturdy, straightforward, graphic style, that
it may fit him to carry out a great enterprise of the intellect, that
it may contribute toward making him a scientific as well as a

literary historian, are conclusions that an impartial critic might
draw from reading the "

History of the United States from the

Compromise of 1850 to the Final Restoration of Home Rule at the

South in 1877."



The Imperial Problem.*

By S. V. Ketkar, A. M.

HE British Empire is greater in extent, in resources, in

variety, and probably in population than any other

empire the world has ever seen. In magnificence, in

glorious history and tradition this empire has surpassed
the Roman Empire, the Persian Empire, and empires of various

dynasties in India. To the well wishers of the empire a thought
presents itself. It is the. one regarding its continuance. All em

pires mentioned above have passed, will this empire succumb to

the same fate, and if we think it will not succumb, why are we

so optimistic ?

If we compare the civilized modern societies with the societies

of the past, we would realize that the modern people have a dis

tinct advantage over the ancients. We can determine our future

to agreater extent than the ancients ever could. Modern states

manship has at its back much more political wisdom than the

ancients had ; and this superior wisdom will enable us to ascer

tain the weak points of an imperial system more accurately, and

will enable us to adopt proper remedies therefor. In short, our

hopes lie in the possibilities of superior statesmanship benefitted

by the experience of the past, and improved by social sciences

more known to us.

Modern statesmen have realized far more than the ancients that

the stability and continuance of the empire depend not merely
on the strength and anxiety of the supreme power to maintain the

empire, but on the will of the people that are governed. If the

dependent members of a political federation are not anxious to

maintain the connection, then the empire will not endure.

In order to make it possible for dependent communities to feel

anxious to perpetuate connection with the state holding the

supreme power,
it requires first of all a consciousness by all the

*An address before the Cornell Cosmopolitan Club on British Evening, October

30, 1909.
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peoples in the empire of being one community, and the interests

of that community as a whole are to be guarded zealously. Unless

they have this consciousness, the perpetuation of the federation is

a hopeless task, and mere transfer of wealth or power from one

community to another within the empire would be considered by

them as a very material loss or gain.
To strengthen the idea of one community composed of all peo

ples in the empire, should be the central thought of imperial

statesmanship. I think that our statesmen have not yet fully

realized this situation. The creed of imperialism is gaining

strength in England and her colonies, and much good is expected

from it, provided that the British thought goes along proper lines.

Imperialism is the extension of control by a stronger community

over a weaker one. People of democratic ideas hold that every

community has a right to govern itself and condemn imperialism
in very strong language. This condemnation of theirs is no doubt

based on the observation of the past and present conditions, which

show that the phenomena of the government of one people by
another are associated with manifold abuses. People who conquer

other peoples and hold them in subjection, begin to think that the

subjected peoples are an inferior race and consider themselves

justified in treating that race with contempt.

The idea of reducing a conquered people to slavery has not yet

entirely disappeared but is only moderated by the enlightened
tendencies of the present age. Exploitation of the conquered

people or dependent communities is still mistaken for patriotism,
and intelligent robbery passes for statesmanship even now. A

theory that inferior races are meant for the exploitation of superior
ones is being justified by perverted Darwinism, and is finding

popularity in the dominant tribes.

Even though imperialism divested of noble sentiment has pro

duced nothing but mischief, still this fact should not persuade us

to condemn the system itself. It has a brighter side, but that

brighter side has been obscured by numerous instances of iniqui
ties committed in the spirit of illegitimate phases of the system.

These iniquities have made imperialism itself unholy, and men

who observe them are led to think that imperialism is only a dig
nified expression for a method of making one's own community
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profit at the expense of the rest. Imperialism if exercised in a

legitimate manner has a venerable place in the history of human

progress. Legitimate imperialism is, in short, a method of secur

ing the progress of mankind through the construction of an em

pire. To protect weak individuals from the encroachment of

stronger ones, a government is needed, and to protect weaker com

munities against stronger communities imperialism is needed.

Proper imperialism is merely an acceptance by a stronger and

more advanced community of bringing another community to its

own level in civilization and progress. If the dominant commun

ity fails to do that, it cannot justify assumption of responsibility
on its part of controlling the destinies of the dependent com

munities.

If anybody should ask what the greatest imperial problem is,

without hesitation I should say this, it is how to make so many

varied communities like Canada, South Africa, and India feel that

they all form one community with common interests. All differ

ent imperial problems are summarized in this single one, and if

they are not thus summarized they are far less significant.

In the great British Empire I am compelled to say that these

ideas have not made much progress. There is a sort of aesthetic

reverence for the mother country in those British colonies which

are peopled by English migration but, as far as her great depen

dency of India is concerned, these ideals are entirely lacking.

Englishmen and the natives of India regard their interests as being

opposed to each other. Englishmen do not appear to have even a

desire of promoting the idea of one community with common in

terests. They have not as yet sufficiently realized the possibili

ties of the empire, otherwise they would enthusiastically under

take to educate the natives of India in the methods of self govern

ment. The Englishman's ambition appears to be to perpetuate,

as far as possible, the present relationship of keeping himself as

ruler and the Indians as subjects. He thinks that any increase in

the amount of power enjoyed by Indians is a loss to himself and

to the British rule. There is practically no intermarriage and no

social intercourse in its proper sense between the two communi

ties. The Englishman does not care much for the public opinion

among the Hindus, nor does the Hindu attach much importance to
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the opinion of an Englishman, unless it comes through the legis

lature, where Englishmen are the controlling element. The Eng

lish people and the Hindus live in India as members of two

mutually exclusive communities. Englishmen with the pride of

the ruling class think it a virtue to keep aloof from the natives.

The Hindus on their part will not tolerate in their social affairs,

the existence of the impure Englishman, impure, that is, according
to their religious standards. English people when they go to

other countries as America, indulge themselves in painting the

Hindu in the worst colors, and the Hindus do the same in turn.

There is a school of philosophers in England whose members

are largely vitiated by American ideas toward the race question,
of the narrowest type. They attach so great an importance to the

complexion of the skin, that they regard civilization as intimately
connected with the fair complexion, and the intermingling of the

anglo-saxon race with the darker race as improper and sure to

bring an unspeakable disaster. There is also a school of wise men

that regard people living in the tropics as a proper field for exploi
tation by those living in the temperate zone. These schools of

ten have among them men with world-wide reputation for scholar

ship, but whose intelligence is not yet trained to rise above cogni
zance of the present attitude of one people towards another. There

are also people with imagination bright enough to accentuate dif

ferences between the East and the West, of culture and tempera
ment, and to consider it impossible for the Westerner to understand

the strange and peculiar folks of the East. There are a very large
number of Hindus in India with whom this idea of perpetual con

trast between the West and the East finds favor, and furnishes

them an excellent argument in favor of getting rid pf the impure
Englishman as soon as possible.
That different nations in the world may bring about a proper

understanding between the East and West is at the most a desir

able thing, but with England it is a dire political necessity. At

present the situation is extremely unsatisfactory. It is the duty
of English statesmen and social reformers to take this problem
seriously and to devise measures by which such conditions may

cease to exist. Every effort should be made to bring about a

uniformity between the two peoples who have become subjects to
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the same crown after bloody wars extending over a century.

Psychologists tell us that the degree of sympathy of two peoples
depends upon the degree of uniformity. The efforts of the states

men in whose hands the power would rest should be toward pro

moting uniformity and mutual adaptation.
How is this uniformity to be brought about ? How should

peoples of different races, differing from each other as regards
their social structure, manners, religious beliefs, or in any other

things where human beings can differ, be made into a uniform

society, a society with common manners, ideals and motives ?

This problem is regarded as unsolved. There are people who are

so pessimistic about it, that they think this problem will never

be solved. Without hesitation I say that these pessimists are in

the wrong. Differences of race, religion, and social ideals are in

deed great, but they are not so great as to defy all of our attempts

toward unification. Religions, civilizations, and superstitions

are, after all, the creations of man, and he certainly has the

power to overcome them. They may be overcome not by a

propaganda of the religions or superstitions of the ruling tribe,

but by a free exchange of ideas, by education in a uniform lan

guage and above all by education in the sciences. The changing
economic conditions of the world are reducing all peoples to the

type of an industrial society and to this rule the people of India

are no exception.
First of all, English people and the Indians should learn the

fact that this mutual adaptation and promotion of uniformity is

worth having, but this is the hardest idea to impress upon the

minds of both peoples. If they once become aware of its im

portance, they will have enough brains to bring about a proper

adjustment of matters. The only ethnic difference between the

Hindu and European is the one of complexion, but there are large
numbers in India who are quite fair in their complexion. Simil

arity of manners would not be a hard thing to bring about.

European fashions are making their way in India, and the

etiquette of the two peoples is not materially different.

The religious differences would dwindle into insignificance

with the progress of science throughout the land. We know well

that there cannot be two contradictory orders of truth. The
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growth of science and the scientific attitude, will purge all religions

of their superstitious. Peoples of the future times will take facts

for facts, and speculations for speculations. There will no longer

be strong partisans of any speculations regarding the unknown,
and

men will certainly agree regarding truths definitely known. They

will regard the beliefs of their forefathers as facts of historical in

terest, but will determine their own conduct from the standpoint

of enlightened self-interest. The disappearance of religious

differences will promote freer intercourse between Hindus, Moham

medans, and Christians, and this intercourse will promote social

uniformity.
The future seems to be quite hopeful. All that is needed is an

earnest desire on the part of all peoples to cultivate uniformity

and mutual respect.

Military Training at Cornell.

H. P. Reid, 'n.

/^^■^HERE is probably no man more despised among college
m \ students than he who will not stand up for his own

^^^^ university, the man who has no college spirit. But

what does it mean to stand up for one's university,—to

possess a true college spirit? Is it simply for him who possesses

it to hold that there is no other place of learning, at which philoso

phy, ethics, psychology, and all the arts and sciences are taught
in amanner equal to that used in his own? No, not necessarily
that ; but it means that he must uphold the methods therein used

as far as possible, that he is to make any suggestions which he

believes will be an uplift to his Alma Mater, that he is to comply
with the rules and regulations necessary for her success, and that

he will support her in every possible way.

The foundation of our own great university, Cornell, was made

possible by a land grant given to her by the State of New York.

This grant was received from the Congress of the United States

on condition that it be used to create a corporation to teach such
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branches of learning as are related to agriculture and the mechanic

arts, including military tactics.

Now, fellow-Cornellians, when we see what principles are in

volved in the foundations of our Alma Mater, is it for us to ridicule

them as worthless or entirely superficial ? Is it for us to dislike

the military training offered here, and to do what we can to have

it abolished when such abolition would mean that Cornell was

not living up to her part of the very contract that enabled her to

be conceived? The answer comes spontaneously,—no. Then,
let us join in making the military training our university offers

as great and as beneficial a course as any other. It is the student

as well as the professor that makes a course a success.

The Cornell spirit has been cited as one of the many good and

strong arguments in favor of the maintainance of a cadet corps,

but we have another still stronger argument, and that is patriotism.
It is a well known fact that our government does not maintain

a regular army of a strength sufficient to defend her interests if

any other first class power of the world should endeavor to infringe

upon those interests. In case war should break out with one of

the great powers it would mean an immediate call for at least

three hundred thousand volunteers, in addition to the regular

army and the organized militia. But where could men be found

in sufficient numbers to organize aqd train such a force of recruits ?

No better man could be hoped for by the government than the

college graduate with some knowledge of military affairs. And

yet where would be found the college graduate of military learn

ing if we abolished the courses in military science given in our

large universities?

The time is fast approaching when the stronger nations will

find their interests so crowded that the desire to spread out and

grasp more of the commercial centers of the world will become

uncontrollable. Then, only the rights of the equally strong

nations will be respected, and this respect may be classed as fear.

But wherein lies that strength which causes fear? Do we find a

man who has had much physical training, who is a good boxer, a

good wrestler, and in fact a good all-round athlete being imposed

upon by the bullies of the social world ? No. Nor do we find such

a man prowling about looking for a quarrel with those physically



2l6 THE CORNELL ERA.

inferior to him. Then we can scarcely say that to give a man

such a training is to make him a prize-fighter or a bully. As

with the man, so with the nation. Other nations will respect

through fear only that nation which is physically their equal or

superior. Then do the would-be critics of the day deal justly

with the cause when they say that to give military training, to

build and equip war vessels, to strengthen the coast artillery, etc.,

is to invite war when we wish and need peace?

We know that there are liable to be disputes in connection

with the future commercial struggles of the nations, and it cannot

be denied that the opinion of the physically strong nations will be

more respected and have greater weight than that of the weaker

ones. Therefore we, as a nation, must remain physically equal
to any other power. But how are we to do this unless we maintain

a strong standing army, which is contrary to American principles?
To most of us the solution is apparent. We should have con

stantly on hand a sufficient number of trained men who are able to

take command of volunteers when they are called out. No elaborate

and expensive training school is necessary, nor would such a

school be practical for the training of these reserve men. Instead,

the government has established means whereby it provides for re

muneration to colleges and universities if they will take up this

work under its supervision. As we know, Cornell University
was among those that accepted the offer.

Let us now look for a moment on the personal side of

military training for the college undergraduate. We all know

how difficult it is to take regular physical exercise, and how it is

especially hard for the mental working man, as, for instance, the

college student, to find proper opportunities for such exercise. In

order that the student may have a regular hour in which to do any

certain thing, it is necessary that that hour be included in his

daily schedule or, in other words, that it be a university require
ment. Having provided a scheduled hour for exercise it remains

to select the form of that exercise. Military drill offers many ad

vantages : first, it is regular; second, it is held in open air when

ever the weather will permit; and third, being neither violent nor

lax, it can be taken by anyone who is able to take any form of ex

ercise. Without doubt, more stress is laid upon the erect and proper
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carriage of the body in military drill than in any other form of

physical training. The soldier is not permitted to slouch along
with his head down and chest depressed, but must 'take such a

position as will facilitate the breathing and proper action of all

the organs of his body. While the soldier is getting his physical

training in military drill he is at the same time receiving one of

the best forms of mental training. He learns to act promptly on

command, often moving head, hands, and feet to the same cadence,
and finally, he is learning the fundamentals of a future life by

obeying his superiors.
We can all see the results of military training in the old soldier.

He has an erect form and springing step at an age when most men

are stooped and more or less crippled. But it is not the old soldier

alone who shows these results ; they are easily perceptible in the

younger man, and no expert is needed to pick out those who

have been thus trained.

We will now turn to the facilities for military training here at

Cornell. In obtaining the heads of the department, Cornell has

been very fortunate. The War Department keeps an army officer

detailed here for duty all the time. In our case he has always
been a very proficient one and well able to fill the requirements.
The oversight of the entire department is the duty of this officer,
and he chooses every one of his assistants. It has been claimed in

years passed that men were appointed as assistants who did not

know their duties and were quite inefficient. Whether or not this

charge is true, such is certainly not the case at the present time,

for in order that a student may become a commissioned officer in

the corps, he must undergo an extensive examination covering his

theoretical knowledge of the work, his practical experience, his

standing in the university, and his ability to manage men. These

examinations are personally supervised by the commandant, so

that it is practically impossible for any but the most efficient men

to fill these offices.

In order to promote good feeling in the entire corps it is pur

posed that there be from time to time social gatherings of all the

men who come into contact with each other. These occur in the

shape of informal officers' meetings, which are attended by all the

commissioned officers of the corps ; social gatherings of battalion
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and non-commissioned officers ; and company gatherings, usually

in the form of a banquet. At these meetings all are at liberty to

state their opinions on matters for the general good, and this priv

ilege is often availed of.

There seems to be a general opinion that our officers hold them

selves aloof from their men and do not wish to recognize them

outside of drill. This is entirely erroneous, for it is the desire of

every officer to become personally acquainted with his men and

not to have them feel under restraint when in his presence. Of

course during the drill strict discipline must be maintained, but

because an officer corrects a man in drill it should not be thought
that he has a grudge against him.

Furthermore, a competitive drill is held every spring between

the companies. This, however, is more of a competition between

company officers than between those in the ranks, for every captain
is allowed to use his own methods in procuring the desired re

sults, and his methods as well as his abilities are judged by these

results. This shows plainly why it is the desire of each captain
to work in co-operation with his men instead of simply working
over them. Let it be remembered that these cadet officers are

themselves undergraduates and therefore only the equals of the

men in the ranks.
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EDITORIAL.

In the land of the Nile, and in the valleys of the Tigris and

Euphrates where civilization was cradled and history began, ideas

first found expression in architecture. As one people falls heir to

the progress made by another, so the Greeks

Cornell fell heir to the progress in architecture made

Architects. by the nations of the .East. But the Greeks

were more than heirs. Under their unsur

passed and original ideas upon nature, form, and beauty, grew

the graceful Ionic and Doric columns, to excel the monumental

grandeur of the massive pillars of Karnak. In the golden

age of Pericles, under the brain and hand of Phidias, Athens

became great with a Parthenon, ever since the wonder of

every civilized nation. Westward from Greece, when her great

glory had sped, passed Grecian ideas in art to conquer Rome.

The seven hills were crowned with monuments of grace and

beauty, which still live to witness the immortality of true art.

Rome fell. When the Dark Ages grew light with the Renaissance,

Michael Angelo's genius moved the world with awe. Since his

day, even as a ChristopherWren in England, men with the artist's

soul have lived to adorn the cities of Europe with buildings which

at once confound the imagination and exalt the mind.



220 THE CORNELL ERA

Who does not feel and regret the poverty of architecture in

America? Without the Boston Public Library, Saint Patrick's

Cathedral, Saint John's the Divine, our National Capitol, and

a few other edifices, we have nothing to offer the world. What

art we have is not original,—only an imperfect imitation of that of

nations towering high above us. Our achievements have not been

in the field of architecture. The great wonder is, not that we are

so poor in architecture, but rather that we are not more so. Deep

into the very fibre of our national life has sunk the influence of the

Puritans, unfriendly to display or ornament, hostile to art, men

cold, sad, and stern. But there have been deeper causes than the

Puritan conscience. Ours is a new country ; Europe is aged.

We are still in our infancy. It is inevitable that the best effort

and talent of a youthful nation should be exhausted in the solu

tion of material problems. Our achievements lie in the leveling
of forests, the establishment of schools, the building of cities, the

opening of mines, the laying of railways, the extension of com

merce, the carving out of States. Well have we withstood the

shock of war ; but more than all have we achieved in the main-

tainence, for a century and a quarter, for the first time in history,
of a government of the people,—a government, where to be a

citizen is to be a sovereign. Our progress has been a material

progress, and it goes on. The great South, freed from the shackles

of slavery, is now leaping forward to assume a position impossible
under the weight of slavery.

But, to-day, almost for the first time, it behooves us to turn to

the cultivation of the ornamental arts. We have crudely erected ;

now we must adorn. There is no branch of art which adorns

more than the art of architecture. From every American city,
ashamed of its buildings, comes a call for more men with

minds trained in construction, and with ideas for improve
ment. Clear and strong the call comes to the University of

Cornell and the College of Architecture. Is it in vain ? We

believe not. But if Cornell architects are to meet the need

of American cities, they must throw off slothfulness and don the

garb of study. With a zeal which increases with the difficulties

which they must face, they must unswervingly strive for per

fection, for mastery of the great works of art in the world. No
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faint-heartedness, no surrender when things seem black ahead,

will ever win the fight. There must be work, work, work, intelli

gent work. Chiefly does the call come to the architects, but not

alone to them. In the upbuilding of American architecture, every
Cornell man can render priceless service. In the place of his

habitude, every man can labor for the creation of a civic pride, for

the creation of a sentiment in favor of the beautiful. He can study
to make his own home a work of art, and encourage his neighbor
to do so. Cornell architects may never rival Phidias or Michael

Angelo ; the homes of Cornell men may never attain the beauty
of the Roman villa; but with a love of art, and a love for city and

country, Cornell architects and Cornell men can do much for

architecture in America.

Slowly, but gradually, a wedge is forcing its way into American

college life to sever it into classes, to destroy the wholesome

equality which has hitherto, for the most part, obtained. Edu

cators see it, fear it, have fought against it, as
The Snob. destructive of democratic ideals,—of the noblest

ideals. It is notorious that class feeling has

reached Harvard. It is creeping into Princeton. Has it reached

Cornell ? Cornell because of the peculiar circumstances, should

be most free from such feeling.
At Cornell there are men who are rich, and men who are poor ;

men from old and educated families, and men from commonplace
and uneducated families. Between these extremes there are men

neither rich nor poor, from families if not illustrious, yet not

illiterate or commonplace. In the University, there are hundreds

of men wholly or in part paying their way ; there are, on the

other hand, men whose money is always at hand. Though
Cornell in its early years was most democratic ; though it is still

called so by many, we incline to the opposite view. In this edi

torial, we do not discuss the question of Cornell democracy, ex

cept with regard to the "

snob," a man who is most destructive of

democracy.

There are
"
snobs

"
in our student body; nearly always they

are fraternity men ; nearly always they are men with a false pride
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and an exaggerated opinion of the importance of wealth and

family. They are men,
—or rather individuals,—who go about

the campus with a superior and conceited look, who fail to re

cognize classmates, fellow Cornellians, fellow Americans, with

whom they are thrown every day in contact. They are exclusive

and unapproachable men with a frigidity of countenance. For

the common people in the university, for the plain men who,

handicapped by poverty, are manfully struggling to win an edu

cation through manual labor, the snob has no admiration or

sympathy,
—only loathing and scorn. For the hundreds of men of

character and brains, every bit as respectable as he, yet below him

in the social scale, the snob has not even a passing glance, certain

ly no desire to cultivate their acquaintance. Such is the snob. It

may be he is not deserving of notice or mention ; but he is one of

the men who is aiding the growing feeling of class in American

universities.

No man is more of a disgrace to the institution so unfortunate

as to harbor him than the
" snob." The snob has completely lost

his perspective. There is no class of people in America more

honorable, and more worthy of respect than the plain common

people. It is not wealth, nor is it family, which establishes the

worth of men. It is character that counts and only character.

Wealth, family, intellect, without character are of but little worth.

Men are wont at Cornell to sneer at character. We admire it.

No ! A man may be poor, yet honest ; poor yet a real man.

For the plain common people whom the snob despises The Era

has nothing but admiration. There is no class of people who

have done more or who are doing more for America than the

plain common people. It was the pioneer, who fearlessly set his

face to the West, who cleared the way to tne Pacific coast ; it was

the man in homespun whose rugged and honest patriotism checked

the advance of British arms in America ; there were men, as brave

as Decatur and Lawrence whose names we have never heard ;

it was the artisan, the mechanic, the farmer, who answered

Lincoln's call to arms, and whose blood dyed Southern rivers to

free the slaves from bondage ; yes, it was the men down in the coal

pit of Dewey's flagship, who, choked with dust, in a terrible heat,

kept up steam, who helped to win the greatest naval battle of
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modern times. It is not only in war, but in the factory, on the

merchantman, on the farm, and in the mine, in these days of

peace, that the common people are making the American nation.

No Cornellian can be otherwise than pleased over the reputa
tion for sportsmanship which Cornell has gained as a result of

painstaking and gentlemanly treatment of visiting athletic teams.

A few months ago Collier's weekly, as the press
Sportsmanship. frequently does, called the attention of its

readers to the fact that Cornell's treatment of

athletic teams and the conduct of Cornell men might well be the

goal at which all colleges should aim. It seems to us, that the

student body should appreciate the value of this reputation.
We should be glad that we are remarkably free from the boister

ous rowdyism and narrowness, and sourness over defeat, which is

the disgrace of more than one college. The reputation, we should

remember, has been slowly built up. Every class has striven to

maintain it, and has left it as a trust to be guarded by all succeed

ing classes.

The spring athletic season is now at hand, again bringing with

it, on the diamond and elsewhere, when defeat seems ominously

near, or provocation is given, the temptation to be unsportsman

like. But, for our part, we believe there is resident in the student

body a saneness and soundness of judgment, which will rise above

any such temptation. For our part, we are confident, that the

present year, as past years, will bring no blot to tarnish the

escutcheon of honorable and gentlemanly sportsmanship.

To the Editor of the Cornell Era :

A stranger, arriving on the Cornell campus usually remarks,
"

Why, where are your dormitories?" and if he chances to be a

graduate or student of another university—
"

Why, where is your
commons dining-hall ?

"

Of these two unknown quantities at Cornell, the latter is per

haps the more needed. Men can sleep on boards and live in an

attic, and yet do a fair grade of work, but bad food and bad

scholarship are one and inseparable.
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Of the men in the University 24 per cent, eat at fraternity

lodges and are more or less masters of their menu ; the other 76

per cent, eat at restaurants and "boarding-houses," and as a rule

obtain a minimum of food quality at a maximum of price. Al

most all of these "boarding-houses" are in damp, unsanitary cel

lars with elbow room at a premium. The food varies with the

place, but nowhere is it over-clean or wholesome. Hash, seven

times repeated, may be a joke for The Widow, but it is a serious

proposition for the man who eats it and pays for the privilege !

It would be a profitless
"

bellyache
"
to enumerate the ills of

the present boarding system. Suffice it to say that the College
Avenue ladies, et al., who are fortunate enough to possess large and

gloomy cellars have waxed fat on the students1 four-a-week checks.

The remedy, happily, is not unknown. Harvard, with its five

thousand men, has two commons dining halls—Memorial and

Randall—and Dartmouth and Amherst have them. Food is sold

to the students at cost—that is the first principle of their ex

istence. There is a manager, usually a graduate, who is directly

responsible to the faculty. A host of students earn their board as

waiters. Here, with the co-operation of the "

Ag
"

College, the

procuring of wholesome supplies would be a simple problem. In

the three schools mentioned, the system has proven itself to be

self-supporting and satisfactory.
The immeasurable benefit that such an institution would be to

Cornell spirit by the daily
"

getting together
"
is too obvious to

need mention. A united student sentiment crying out for a uni

versity commons in this wilderness of farcical eating rooms would

compel the action or at least the attention of the trustees, and it

surely behooves the great student mass to raise its voice.

Any unreasoning or grouchy tone discerned in this brief expo
sition of the case must be attributed to the writer's indigestion.

Stanley P. Lovell, '12.
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The Evolution of the Campus.

S. P. Lovell, '12.

IVEN a farm on a rugged, deserted hill, and an abundance

of enthusiasm : to found a university—that was the prop

osition that Ezra Cornell and his associates had to face

in 1865-1866. It is almost impossible to stand upon the

Cornell Campus of to-day and imagine it the pasture-lands of

forty-five years ago, yet to do so is to realize the great work that

has been done—and the great hope that has been fulfilled.

The original tract consisted of about two hundred acres, with

an extensive orchard where the Armory now stands and the low,

rambling farmhouse just south of the present Sibley College. The

first building, as everyone knows, was South University building,

now renamed Morrill Hall. Next came White Hall, and the tradit

ional campus trio was completed by the erection of McGraw Hall

soon after. An issue of The Era of 1869 says :
"
McGraw build-

ino- will soon be built and the plans call for a colossal structure

of Florentine architecture with a French roof." Much excava

ting had to be done to clear the site for these three buildings,

and even then a hill some forty feet high was left to the north

©
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of White Hall. The first chimes were in McGraw tower and,

needless to say, were but a poor comparison to the present set.

A committee of the first board of trustees reported in March,

1866, that those buildings most needed by the University were dor

mitories, lecture rooms, laboratories, libraries, and so forth. It is

most significant that this report goes on to say that
u better disci

pline could be maintained by lodging the students with quiet fami

lies where they could be more easily managed." Morrill and

White Halls were made, however, with rooms for sixty students in

them. Lecture rooms were tactfully built so as to split up the

f- *\

Oi,d South University Buixding.

men as much as possible and so that the whole building might
later, if advisable, be converted into lecture rooms. Evidently dor

mitories were unpopular, for a student publication of '69 contains
an inflammatory editorial headed "No More Dormitories."
Doubtless if the men could have looked into the future their atti
tude would have been different—surely they would have preferred
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Morrill and White to some of the "quiet families" who now open

their doors each fall.

It is impossible to pass over this stage of the University without

considering the Cascadilla building. A cotton-mill had been re

built into a sanitarium and Mr. Cornell bought it as a home for

instructors and students. In those days the school was practically
a military academy and old Cascadilla was the -scene of many a

drill. At the opening of the University the military rule was the

strictest, the students being required to rise, go to meals, and put
"

lights out" to the drum and bugle.
The square of fifty acres composing the present Armory green

McGraw Hai,i,.

and northward, was purchased in 1872. About this time the ques

tion of co-education came up and it was the intention of Mr. Cor

nell to
" establish the female department in Cascadilla." Sage

College was erected instead and in this dormitory was located the

botanical department. The lecture-room of this wing was to be

used as a University chapel, but Mr. Sage again came forward—

this time with Sage Chapel.

All of the 'varsity games were held on the campus, even up into

the nineties. The baseball home-plate was in front of McGraw

and many a home run bounded off the roof of the chapel. Foot

ball was played on the site of Boardman and as the ground was
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sloping, a center rush according to the old rules, with the team

charging down hill, was a sure touchdown.

The Elmira, Cortland and Northern Railroad ran down the Cas

cadilla road and terminated in a buttress of ties near the Armory.

Instead of the stately library tower there was a weather signal

pole and big colored balls were run to the top to forecast the

weather for the people in the valley.

The first gymnasium stood on the Sigma Phi lawn, but in 1884

the present building was erected "an equal of any in the country"

—at the time !

Most of the students of thirty years ago lived down in the town

The Armory.

and most of the fraternities had rooms in the various business

blocks. Rushes between recitations were frequent. A freshman

with a cane, a football, or just mere enthusiasm, was enough to

set them off.

The most striking change of all is in the matter of grading and

the laying of roads and sidewalks. It is impossible to calculate

the money that has been spent for these items, but when one re

members that grading has cost twenty-five cents a square foot, and

sidewalks fourteen cents and roads twenty cents, the figures must

reach nearly a million dollars. The quadrangle, now one level

stretch, was formerly covered with hillocks. A few fir trees
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and some young hickories from which the students obtained nuts

between classes in the fall, were its only ornaments. The firs

have died, but a few hickory trees still remain in front of Lincoln

Hall.

A great part of Central Avenue is " made ground
"
and only re

cently the large gully opposite Sage Cottage was filled in with the

excavations from Goldwin Smith Hall, the parade ground thus

being formed. Sage Avenue, the road that curves off Central

Avenue at South Avenue, is a recently made roadway to relieve

SlBI^EY COI^EGE.

the congestion on the main street of the campus. Until 1889 there
were no street-cars and many a student can bless the man who

took the State Street contract. To be sure, a 'bus had made regu
lar trips, but inasmuch as it took three-quarters of an hour to get

up the hill, walking had been generally preferred. Stewart Avenue

was not opened until the nineties, and the whole upper part of it

and University Avenue was a thick woods. Walks of flagstone
are a modern improvement and their value is quite evident these

spring days.
West Sibley was built in 1870 to accommodate the Mechanical

Engineering department, which had formerly been in White Hall.

Thirteen years later extensive additions were made, but it was
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not until 1902 that the central building—Sibley Dome—was built,

joining the two wings into the present magnificent building. Frank

lin Hall was built in 1881 for the departments of physics and chem

istry, and with its erection the northwest side of the quadrangle
was completed. Barnes Hall, the gift of A. S. Barnes, the famous

New York publisher, was erected in 1887 for "the promotion of

Christian fellowship", and was the center of student activity in its

earlier days. One year later a building for the College of Civil En

gineering was built oppositeWhite Hall, the eastern bounds of the

quadrangle thus being set, and the northern corner completed. The

next year Morse Hall was erected to furnish room for the rapidly

BOARDMAN HAI,!,.

growing chemical department of Franklin Hall. The quadrangle
idea was not held to here and Morse was the first academic build

ing not of stone—which probably explains its not being on the

quadrangle.

Previously the library had been a rather pitiful collection in a

dark and crowded room in McGraw, but in 1895 the present build

ing came as a gift of Henry W. Sage. Mrs. Fiske had bequeathed
the money for a new library to the University, but legal difficulties
presented themselves, the litigation ending with an adverse decis

ion of the United States Supreme Court, whereupon Mr. Sage
built it in Mrs. Fiske's name. The Cornell Library has few
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equals, either in buildings or book collections, among the munici

pal or college libraries of the country.

Boardman Hall, built in 1891, blocked off the southern limit of

the quadrangle and is made of the same material throughout as

the library.
The State Veterinary College was built in 1895 and in 1900

the upper stories of the building burned down. It was immediate

ly rebuilt, however. The reason that the Veterinary College was

not put on the quadrangle is probably that the trustees had a hall

of humanities in mind and were reserving space for it on the east

ern side of the quadrangle.
Stimson Hall, the Ithaca branch of the Medical College, was

built in line with Boardman Hall and after the same style of ar

chitecture, leaving the eastern side the only one now vacant.

Here, to be sure, the Dairy Building stood, parallel to Sibley and

from all accounts it was not an edifice of any special artistic beauty.
Near it stood

"
the reproach of the campus

"
—a ramshackle

frame building used as an observatory. Later this was moved to

the site of Stimson and ultimately was torn down to be substitu

ted by the present geodetic observatory, built in 1903 by Mr. A. S.

Barnes.

On the eastern side of the campus was built, in 1904, the great

est architectural enigma on the quadrangle—Goldwin Smith Hall.

The Dairy building was remodeled to form the north wing, and

the whole structure is of light Ohio sandstone. Some claim it is

the most beautiful building on any campus in America—others

compare it to a cross between a Grecian temple and an Indian wig

wam. At any rate, it is unique, and without it the the beauty of

the quadrangle would be immeasurably lessened.

Last summer a further step in the beautifying of the campus

was taken, when the road in the quadrangle was closed and sodded

over, so that now an unbroken expanse of grass stretches from

McGraw to Goldwin Smith.

Rockefeller, built the same year as Goldwin Smith—more for

use than for adornment—shows the expansion towards the east, as

do also the State Agricultural College buildings, which came as

the result of a state appropriation.
" The stone quadrangle

"
has been at last completed, the southern
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part being built of Ohio sandstone, the old trio of Portage sand

stone quarried on the campus, west of the present Library,
and

Franklin and Lincoln of Medina sandstone. It is odd that except

for Boardman, Goldwin Smith, and possibly the Library, none of

the University buildings have effective entrances. The old trio,

Morrill, McGraw and White, have double entrances, it being
the

original intention to have the campus lie to their west rather than

to the east—hence the tower of McGraw faces the valley.

The Campus Gates were presented by Andrew D. White in 1896,

and are located at the head of Eddy Street. It is unfortunate that

they are not a real entrance to the campus :—in fact, there is no

The White Gateway.

real entrance—one just happens upon it. A more effective and

striking location would be on Stewart Avenue, directly below Mc

Graw Hall. This tract of land is owned by the University and an

impressive and beautiful entrance might be made there. The land

on either side could be used as a site for dormitories and a Univer

sity dining hall ; but this, at present, is at best a vague hope.
Alumni Field is nearer in the future, and the fine oval that has

been levelled off there will doubtless soon be the scene of 'varsity

games. Whatever is in store for it, the Cornell Campus will al

ways be a mirror of the progressiveness of the University and in

that function we may well be proud of it to-day.



American College Songs.

Franklin Bliss Shaw, 'n.

HOLLANDER, visiting Cornell for a few days prior to

his return to the University of Delft, there to complete
a course in Civil Engineering, was contrasting Ameri

can and Continental Universities.
"
The difference ", he remarked,

"
is well illustrated by compar

ing my reception here and the reception I would give you at

Delft. Here I go sightseeing and first of all you show me your

library, your buildings, your places of study, and lastly your dwell

ing places—your social life in club and fraternity houses. At

Delft you would see the social side first, I would take you to the

'
Association

"

where, over a mug of beer, you would meet all my

friends and learn the traditions and customs of the University—

you would be fortunate indeed if the other buildings were consid

ered important enough for your inspection."

Strangely enough, this terse comparison illustrates the differ

ence in the attitude of mind which contrasts the foreign and the

American collegian in his songs as well as in his life. The great

body of German college song deals chiefly with the convivial side

of undergraduate days.
"

Wine, woman and song" is the burden

of the German student's lay. The American student, on the other

hand, celebrates first and foremost his alma mater and her suprem

acy in athletic and intellectual achievement. Typical of this

class of song is
" Fair Harvard," the sentiment and feeling of

which is echoed in the Alma Mater of nearly every other college
in America.

FAIR HARVARD.

Fair Harvard thy sons to thy jubilee throng,
And with blessings surrender thee o'er

By these festival rites from the age that is past

To the age that is waiting before.

O, relic and type of our ancestors' worth,

That has long kept their memory warm,

First flower of their wilderness ! Star of their night !

Calm rising thro' change and thro' storm.

a
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To thy bowers we were led in the bloom of our youth,

From the home of our infantile years,

When our fathers had warned and our mothers had prayed,

And our sisters had blest through their tears.

Thou then wert our parent the nurse of our soul ;

We were moulded to manhood by thee,

Till freighted with treasure thoughts, friendships, and hopes,

Thou didst launch us on destiny's sea.

It is not to be denied that many American colleges, particular

ly some small but enthusiastic ones in the West, have suffered

from their eagerness to have an Alma Mater. Not content to

wait until a graduate should appear who was competent to write

a good one they have seized time by the forelock, thrown together
a few hastily constructed verses and fitted them to some well-

known air and an Alma Mater is ready for the next football game.

The following, sung to the tune of "Die Wacht am Rhein
"
is a

rather amusing example :

THREE CHEERS FOR K. S. U.

The year rolls round, the days return,
Our hearts with ancient fervor burn

To gather in the dear old place
And greet our lovingmother's face,

Chorus : To her our hearts will aye be true

To her our hearts will aye be true.

Three rousing cheers, three rousing cheers,
Three cheers, three cheers for K. S. U.

Her sons and daughters gather here,
A growing family year by year,

And loyal to the generous State

That makes our almamater great.

Chorus :—

The climax however is reached in the third verse where the

sturdy Kansan roars out the following :

If envious tongues assail her fame

We'll load the winds with her good name,
And point with honest Kansas pride
To wisdom's portals open wide.

Chorus :—

However it is unfair to judge all Alma Maters by the foregoing
example, for it may be truly said that in general the words at
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least of the great majority are vigorous and inspiring. The music,

too, may be found equally good, but frequently not original.
Brown sings her Alma Mater to the tune of

" The Old Oaken

Bucket." "
Hail Pennsylvania

"
is fitted to the Russian national

hymn, and
"
The Red and the Blue

"
is merely a rehashing of our

patriotic song "Three Cheers for the Red, White and Blue."

"
Dear Old Yale

"
is sung to the tune of " Die Wacht am Rhein."

Dickenson, Butler, Juniata, Montana, and Case all have Alma

Maters written to the old German song
"
Der Tannenbaum," which

is preserved also in our own
"

Evening Song." As a final example
we can cite the old tune of

"
Annie Lisle

"
which is perpetuated

in the Alma Maters of at least eight colleges besides Cornell.

Of the songs popular among college men many are entirely

foreign. Germany contributes "

Forsaken,"
"

Gaudeamus,"
"
In

teger Vitae,"
"

Laurigei,"
"

Lorelei," "The Soldier's Farewell"

and a few others. " Drink to me only with Thine Eyes,"
" Maid

of Athens,"
"

Sweet and Low
"

and
"
I Arise from Dreams of

Thee," of course come from our British cousins. Scotland, too,
has contributed her quota.

But let it not be supposed that the American colleges have

been unproductive of good original songs. Out of a body of some

three hundred and six recognized compositions, a large percentage
are original and it must be remembered that they have been de

veloped in only a century or so of college life. The German stu

dent pointing with pride to his eight hundred or a thousand songs

must acknowledge that nearly a thousand years has been taken to

compose them.

There is scarcely a college in America now but has at least

one, and many times three or four, good, original songs and it is

impossible to choose for reproduction here any one without slight

ing numberless others quite as good.

From the songs which celebrate the college herself and conse

quently belong to the Alma Mater class let us turn to those which

deal with the various phases of undergraduate life. Typical of

these and one of the most beautiful is the Princeton Steps Song.
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STEPS SONG.

Our lofty elms so gently break

The twilight crescent moon's soft light.

Ole Nessus's lions slow awake !

The seniors hold the steps to-night.

Our glowing pipes their incense sweet

In wreathing garlands, garlands bring,

To vanish at the Goddess's feet

To Alma Mater sing.

The bell clangs eight ! our voices cease,

And twilight charm gives way to night.

The once thronged campus, now in peace,

Lies dark and empty in our sight.

But still content we linger here,

Again our voices, voices ring,

Once more before our closing cheer

To Alma Mater sing.

The steps deserted now we leave ;

Class ivy, marble sentries white,

Glare sternly as our voices cleave

The sacred stillness of the night.

Step softly boys ! this hour should be

For Alumni ghosts their songs to bring.
Hark ! shades of mightier sons than we

To Alma Mater sing !

Again, as showing the effervescent joyousness of the college
man's heart may be quoted the old song

"
There's Music in the

Air."

THERE'S MUSIC IN THE AIR.

There's music in the air when the infant morn is nigh,
And faint its blush is seen on the bright and laughing sky

Many a harp's ecstatic sound, with its thrill of joy profound,
While we list enchanted there to the music in the air.

There's music in the air when the noontide's sultry beam

Reflects a golden light on the distant mountain stream.

When, beneath some grateful shade, sorrows aching head is laid,

Sweetly to the Spirit there, comes the music in the air.

There's music in the air when twilight's gentle sigh
Is lost on evening's breast as the pensive beauties die.

Then, O then the loved ones gone, wake the pure celestial song,

Angel voices greet us there, in the music in the. air.

Almost all phases of feeling are represented in undergradu
ate singing. Drinking songs, however, so popular with the Ger~
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man student, are conspicuous by their absence in the American

repertoire. Indeed we can find only one authentic and widely
known drinking song in all the list, unless we except some of the

popular songs of the day such as
"
One More Little Drink." These,

though, can hardly be called college songs.
Ballads of athletic triumph are numerous and growing more so.

Scarcely a year passes but a new song filled with stirring martial

spirit appears in the great universities. Among these the famous

old Yale "Boola" song is famous.

YALE BOOLA SONG.

Well, here we are, well, here we are !

Just watch us rolling up a score.

We'll leave those fellows behind so far

They won't want to play us any more !

We've hope and faith in Eli Yale !

To win we cannot fail !

Well, a boo-la boo, boo-la, boo-la, boo,

Boola, boo, boola, 'oo-la, boo-la, boo.

Chorus :

Our own great song "The Big Red Team
"
is said to be one of

the finest football songs ever written. Fittingly, also, our two

navy songs, "The Crew Song" and the
"

Rowing Song
"
are the

best of their class and compare favorably with the old English

rowing song "Jolly Boating Weather." Interesting in this con

nection is the fact that there are no songs in the American col

leges which celebrate the "great American game," baseball. The

other major sport, track, too, is unsung. The reason perhaps is

not hard to seek. In the brilliant individual work on the track

and baseball field there is little or no motifoffered for a song. A

song to be good must partake of the very nature of that which it

sings about. Thus, in the
"

stroke, stroke, stroke
"

of the crew

the song writer finds his metre ready made, and how easily is a

stirring march conceived when we watch a football team plunge
and fight its way to the goal. This idea is well brought out in the
"

Big Red Team."

THE BIG RED TEAM.

See them plunging down to the goal,

See the ruddy banners stream,

Hear the crashing echoes roll,

As we cheer for the big red team.
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Refrain :

Cheer 'till the sound wakes the blue hills around,

Make the scream of the north wind yield

To the strength of the yell from the men of Cornell,

When the big red team takes the field ;

Three thousand strong we march, march along,

From our home on the grey rock height,

Oh ! the victr'y is sealed when the team takes the field,

And we cheer for the red and white.

Another class of songs sung wherever college men congre

gate is the humorous and' semi-humorous ballads, such as our

old friend
"
Solomon Levi,"

"

Bingo,"
" The Bull Dog,"

" The

Levee Song,"
"

My Bonnie" and the rest. These are chiefly

characterized by their melody and their lack of any intelligible

idea. A good illustration of this class is found in
" The ManWho

Has Peanuts."

There are some of these serio-comic songs, however, that by

long association or by the stirring quality of their music strike a

note of intense earnestness in the singer. Among these we may

notice
"

Benny Havens Oh
"
which is dear to the heart of the

West Pointer.
"

Lord Geoffrey Amherst
"

too, although the words

are half in jest and half in earnest, is one of the most beautiful

and swinging songs ever written. It can be appreciated but little

without the music.

LORD GEOFFREY AMHERST.

Lord Geoffrey Amherst was a soldier of the King,
And he came from across the sea,

To the Frenchmen and the Indians he didn't do a thing.
In the wilds of this wild country,
In the wilds of this wild country.

Chorus :—

Oh, Amherst ; brave Amherst,
'Tis a name known to fame in days of yore,
May it ever be glorious
'Till the sun shall climb the heavens no more.

The long-vexed subject of co-education is dealt with in another

comic song widely known.
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CO-EDUCATION.

In former days, which many praise,
When people wanted knowledge,

The girls were sent to boarding school,
The boys they went to college.

A frog in the marsh, tho' his voice was harsh,
Took in the situation ;

"Co-ed, co-ed, co-ed," he said,

He meant co-education.

Hurrah for the frog that sat in the bog
And solved for this great nation,

A question so vast in times now past,

And gave us co-education.

And this brings up the subject of songs in women's colleges.

Of course there are but few strictly women's songs, but Vassar has

one which is redolent with the modern spirit of the
"
new woman."

VASSAR ALMA MATER.

Vassar we sing thy praises,

Thy beauty, thy power, thy fame ;

Each loyal heart now raises

A cheer to thy endless name.

Chorus :

Drink we our Alma Mater, Hurrah for the Rose and the Grey !

Drink we our Alma Mater, Hurrah for the Rose and the Grey !

Imagine a revelling young bunch of Vassar undergrads ripping
out the chorus of this roistering drinking song ! It must be an

aweful sight and we turn with relief to the " Crew Song" and the
" Cradle Song

"
of Wellesley which are both melodious and well

written.

CREW SONG.

Breezes from Waban flow gently,

Daylight steals out of the sky,
Birds their sweet songs all are hushing,
Shadows of evening draw nigh.
Now in our bark fair and stately,

Float we away and away ;

Radiant moonbeams and starlight,

Guiding our path with their ray.
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Swiftly we move thro' the waters,

Silver foams leap from the oar,

Farther and farther behind us,

Leave we the shadowy shore ;

Leave it, but back thro' the stillness,

Message of music we send,

That now with the rhythm of ripples ;

And now with the breezes doth blend.

In conclusion we may again remind the reader that American

college song is really in its infancy. Songs like "Lord Geoffrey

Amherst," itself only a few years old, are being written almost

daily. The college comic opera with its book and lyrics all pro

duced by the undergraduate is a fertile source of good song. It

has been impossible to mention here the dozen of singable things
that come out every year and we can only venture the prediction
that the days of borrowed tunes for hastily constructed verses will

soon be gone forever and the coming years will see a body of

American college songs as truly original and representative as

that of either England or Germany.

The Furnace.

Out with the dross !

The fires of earth burn bright ;

Souls writhe in the red night,
Attain eternal light.

Out with the dross !

Out with the dross !

Dost thou aspire to be

With the white company

Into eternity :

Out with the dross !

Out with the dross !

Naught untried in the fire

Can e'er attain higher.
Embrace thy pire !

Out with the dross !

Clarence Eari, Simonson, '12.



Fraternities and Competition.

[CONTRIBUTED.]

N response to a call issued by President W. H. P. Faunce

of Brown University, alumni representatives of twenty-six
fraternities met at the University Club in New York on

November 27, 1909, for the purpose of discussing some of

the problems before fraternities to-day. Such recognition demon

strates how important these matters have become. One of the

topics proposed for discussion was :
" The relation of the fraterni

ties to one another. Should they ignore one another, or under

take official co-operation ?
"

If by this they meant to include

chapter relations in separate colleges the question shows that,

though the alumni concede the significance of this phase of frater

nities, they have forgotten or are either ignorant of or connive

at present conditions.

Imagine the fraternities at Cornell ignoring each other. Picture

certain of them not co-operating to obtain results which singly
would be impossible. To do so one must be gifted with a breadth

of imagination such as is wanting in most of us. In union there

is strength. Yes, quite obviously so. And how irresistible a

temptation that strength has offered.

In short, do fraternity politics exist at Cornell ; and if so, to

what extent do they control competition ? The first question is

answered in the affirmative without the slightest hesitation. And

the proof? Why, it is so self evident that it needs none. But it

may be argued that politics are not per se harmful, and that they

may be utilized for beneficial results. That is granted. But

politics have no place in a university and in such a position they
have never been known to be productive ultimately of any but un

desirable consequences.

The second question is not so easily answered. One indeed

would think that if the system had advanced to a stage where

This article was written before the appearance of the editorial
' '

Managerships
For Whom?" in the Sun of March 15. The writer takes issue with the Sun on

those assertions in the editorial, which contradict any statement made in this

article.

1
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competition is influenced, even though slightly, it would be sub

jected to more comment in the mediums of university ex

pression, and especially through the columns of the Cornell Daily

Sun, which this year has shown its fearlessness to a hitherto un

known degree. Thus, if any inference were drawn from this

silence, it would seem that the Sun either does not think that

publicity would relieve matters, or that it does not realize that

the matters themselves exist. Before any statements are made,

an examination of statistics which show some interesting but not

surprising facts, is in order.

Naturally there are twice as many non-fraternity as fraternity

men in the University. Of the wearers of the "C" there were last

year twice as many fraternity men as independents. In the most

successful branch of sport, namely crew, the non-fraternity men

were overwhelmingly in the majority. Statistics show that almost

from time immemorial there has not been a manager of a

major sport who was not a member of a fraternity. Most all

other managers of activities such as minor sports, musical clubs,

dramatics, and the like have also been fraternity men. On the

other hand in those competitions decided on merit, informs which

demand acknowledgement, a large number of non-fraternity men

are found. Consider the hardest competitions in the University,
those for the Sun and The Widow. Here it may be seen that in

dependents have no less eagerness or ability than others. In

other similar capacities they have proved their worthiness. But

it would be a reflection on the good sense of fraternity men to

argue that men having equal capabilities for managing a major

sport could not be found among non-fraternity men.

Why then are they not produced ? The answer is given at once,

that it is because they do not compete. But why do they not

compete ? It can not be that to a man they are loath to serve the

University, or that they are indifferent to the honor attached to

such an office. The reply is, because they know that it would be

time wasted which might be spent more profitably in another oc

cupation where there is some opportunity for just reward. The

irrefutable truth is that a non-fraternity man competing to-day for

a managership of a major sport against fraternity men of only
equal or of even somewhat inferior fitness, would have no more

chance than the proverbial snowball.
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Who denies it? Who disputes that "deals" are not "pulled

off"; that "things "are not
" fixed up"; and that diplomatic

"
trades

"
are not figured out two or three years in advance ?

Who does not know of men summarily dropped from competitions,
and of men who have not passed up enough hours to even qualify in

accordance with university requirements being chosen in spite of

these deficiencies ? Who, acquainted with class politics, does not

know of such instances as two men together writing out the names

of twenty-five members of their class as the required nomination,

and handing in these forged signatures without a qualm of con

science? However, further statements such as these lead to no

where and rather partake of the character of the "muck-rake,"

accompanied by a taint of effluvium. The bare fact is that there

is often gross injustice in elections.

The basic cause of this deplorable state lies in the destructive

inter-fraternity rivalry. The reason that permits it to continue

is— to put it most favorably to the fraternities—the failings of

human nature. It is hard to break the ties of friendship ; or to

resist the opportunity of advancing one's fraternity even if at the

expense of a few broken convictions or of a jeopardized conscience.

One man is almost as good as the other, so why let a slight dis

parity of worth prejudice a chance for distinction, is the quieting

thought. And besides " everybody does it." If we examine public
affairs we certainly receive no object lesson to encourage honesty.
We see magistrates of New York City sentenced for felonious

corruption; the former leader of the State Senate convicted of

accepting bribes ; the constant cry of " graft
"
over subsidy bills

in Congress ; a committee investigating charges against the Sec

retary of the Interior for being in league with corporations and

betraying the people's natural rights ; and as a climax we recall

the speech of President Taft at Winona, Minnesota, in which he

actually acknowledged that the
"
interests

"
have such a control

in Congress that they were able to force through the wool schedule

in the tariff, which, in the President's own words, is "indefensi

ble."

With a sense of disgusc and revulsion we turn away and look to

our own institution. And we see a system, though not so heinous,

yet quite as sickening. Could we but realize the childishness, the
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pettiness, and the futility of our political cliques whose operation
are most injurious to the University. Could we find some way

to destroy an influence which is ruining any chance Cornell may

ever have for democracy in the future when dormitories are es

tablished.

The remedy must be directed against the cause. It would be

impracticable and undesirable to destroy all inter-fraternity rival

ry. Healthful and keen competition stimulates best efforts. The

remedy lies not in the extinguishing but in the modification of

this rivalry. It devolves upon the fraternities individually to

strengthen their moral fiber and maintain inviolate honesty and

fairness by sacrificing their present insatiable craving for promi

nence at the altar of probity.
A striking analogy to this subject may be seen in the corpora

tions and their monopolies. In an article by Mr. Charles P.

Howland on this topic the following pertinent paragraphs appear :

"
Social forces make and unmake social moralities ; the rules

for individual conduct grow out of the effort to adjust our

selves to the conditions under which we live. Without changing

the forces at work we cannot alter the conditions, or expect our

canons of individual conduct and propriety to control these social

forces. They must be removed, or more powerful ones set in mo

tion. What is needed is a correction of the laws under which in

equalities arise ; without discouraging business vigor or capacity
or encouraging envy we wish to re-incorporate our privileged
classes with their intelligence, progressiveness and energy into the

bulk of the nation."

And so does Cornell need the fraternities with their eagerness,

ability and vigor : but to these qualities should be added higher
ideals of impartiality and a clearer and deeper realization of their

duty to the University.



In The Other Tent.

A. T. Wood, 'io.

T was the evening performance of Signor Sautelle's Great

American Show, and every available place on the rising
bank of seats surrounding the big ring was filled. The

lamps were flaring, the band was playing madly, and the

spectators were clapping and shouting. In the ring Billy, the

Clown, and his trick mule were having all kinds of difficulties,

and the audience was enjoying it hugely. Billy repeatedly tried

to mount the mule, but no sooner had he all but succeeded than

off he tumbled into the sawdust, sputtering and shaking his fist at

the now docile beast. At last, however, he managed to stick on

the elusive animal, and after riding around the ring, juggling his

peaked hat in the air and nodding his head jerkily, he dashed

away through the exit amid the applause of the delighted

spectators.

As soon as the canvas curtain dropped back of him, he dis

mounted and slapped the mule on the flank ; the long-eared actor

trotted off toward the animal tent. The clown, now strangely
sober in spite of his grinning paint, hurried to the tent where the

ring people waited their 'turns.' Pushing aside the canvas flap
he entered. Without paying any attention to the gaily dressed

performers who were lounging about, smoking and talking in

artificially low tones, he hastened to the far end of the tent where

a cot stood, sheltered from the glare of the one big gasoline torch

by a gaudily-painted side-show curtain. The clown looked down

at the figure of a little boy not over five years old who lay there.

Then he turned to the woman dressed in the pink tights and

spangled gauzy skirt of a bare-back rider, who was sitting on a

battered trunk at the side of the bed.

"How is he, Jen?" he asked anxiously. "It seemed as if the

rubes never would let me go."
"There don't seem to be no change."
The child threw his arm out from under the covers and moaned

slightly. The woman quickly tucked him in again. Then she

looked at the clown.

ir
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"Oh, why did we try to take him along from Bennington?

she said. " The doctor told us we'd better not."

"I know, Jen," the clown answered, "but we thought we was

doin' the best. There wa'nt nobody to care for the little chap,

for if we'd've left this job I don't know how we'd've lived."

He sank down on the ground at the foot of the bed, and both of

them gazed intently at the wan, pale face of the child, whose

brown curls were tossed about on the pillow. Occasionally the

sufferer moaned out in pain, and the woman forced a spoonful of

medicine between his lips. Neither of the two spoke. In the

tent there was not a sound, except the muffled conversation of the

performers. Every now and then one of them tip-toed up to the

little group and asked how the child was.

From the big tent the blaring of the band and the applause of

the people floated in. The Fenton Family came trotting through
the entrance from their aerial act. The clown looked up, and as

he saw who the newcomers were, he touched his wife on the

shoulder.

"Come, Jen, it's time to get ready for our turn. It's tough, I

know, but we've got to do it. The last time we didn't go on you

know what the Main Guy said. We'd sure get notice, if we cut

it again."
The rider looked up and moaned, "I can't, can't go out there

before all those people, and leave little Jim here like this. I can't,
I can't." She sobbed and sank down by the bed.

The clown, without another word, walked over to a woman who

sat under the flaring torch, sewing some spangles on a parade
costume. As the shadow fell across her work she looked up.

"
You go over and talk to her, Nell," he said helplessly, nodding

toward the cot.
"
We've got to go on to-night. I know how she

feels. It seems as if I can't never do it, but we've got to. The

little chap don't seem no worse, and you'll stay with him, won't

you? There ain't nothing to do but give him the medicine."

The woman went over to the bed and knelt down by her friend's
side. She put her arm around the sobbing rider and began to

talk softly to her. Soon the rider got up and went over to a bit

of mirror fastened to the tent pole. She wiped away as best she

could the traces of her tears and here and there dabbed on some
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more powder. After this she stepped once more to the cot and

gently kissed the white forehead of the child. Then she turned

to the clown.

"
I'm ready," she said gently.

The clown said nothing, but rested his hand caressingly for a

moment on her shoulder. They slipped outside and the man took

the bridle of the broad-backed ring horse from the hand of the boy
who stood waiting. At the entrance of the big tent, the two

stopped and peered in. The Japanese jugglers were just leaving
the ring. The woman mounted the horse and entered amid a

crash of music. The clown capered after her.

In the tent the clown and the rider had just left, Nell pulled
the gaudy curtain a little nearer the cot, and sat down again on

the trunk. For several minutes the boy lay without moving.
Then he stirred slightly and raised up from the pillow. Without

a sigh, he quietly sank back again. Something in his face alarmed

the woman, and quickly calling some of the performers to her, she

slipped her hand under the child's shirt and placed it over his

heart. The heart fluttered and then stopped. The boy was dead.

In the big tent the dazzling Mile. Triganzia leaped over banners

and through burning hoops held by the funny grinning clown.

As she went over the last banner, and the big horse went on dash

ing around the ring with his rider gracefully balancing herself

on one foot, the people cheered louder than ever, and Mile. Tri

ganzia smilingly threw kisses toward her noisy admirers. She

then rode out of the ring and disappeared through the exit. The

clown, with a final somersault, followed.
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"

Tripping, laughing, clear as crystal."



Song of Cascadilla.

Clarence Eari, Simonson, '12.

In the pale and stilly midnight,
In the chilling mists of morning,
In the dawn and in the gloaming,
In the fog and in the sunlight,
I have heard you, Cascadilla,

Droning down into Cayuga,

Whirling, swirling, leaping, tumbling,
Down to join the great Cayuga.
And I listened to your droning,
To your vague, incessant droning,
As the eager mother listens

To the babbling of the infant,

Half persuaded, yet half doubting,
That she hears her child conversing,

—

So I listened in the midnight,
In the dim and stilly midnight,
To your babbling, Cascadilla,

Tripping, laughing, clear as crystal,

Rushing, thundering, muddy torrent,

Many-mooded Cascadilla.

And I wandered close beside you

In your damp and dusky recess,

Underneath your firs and pine trees,

Through the coarse snows of the winter,
In the rain and in the sunlight ;

Ever watching, ever listening,

Striving to detect a meaning
In the song that you were singing,
As you whirled away before me,

Whirled away to join Cayuga.
And I listened, wistful-hearted,—

Till at last I caught the burthen,

Caught the burthen of your paean,

Dancing, singing Cascadilla ! •

"

Spring is coming ! spring is coming !
"
—

On a cold, still night I heard it—

"Spring is coming ! spring is coming !
"

Heard I as I listened closer,
And my being surged and thrilled

With your paean of the spring !

"Spring is coming ! spring is coming?
"

Hear I still.



Intercollegiate and Inter-College Athletics.

Professor C. V. P. Young.

NE of our college Presidents has said recently,
" The best

justification of athletics is to be found when it stimu

lates the whole student body to participate habitually

in sane and healthy exercise ; the least, when it con

centrates interest, money, appliances, opportunities, and instruc

tion, upon a few already physically fit, while the great mass of

students are left without care and attention." If it be admitted

that nothing short of general participation by the student body

can justify the large expenditures and the time and attention

given to them, then manifestly intercollegiate athletics have failed

to accomplish their purpose. That they promote college spirit
and loyalty cannot be questioned. That they serve as an outlet for

energies that would otherwise find expression through channels

that are much less to be commended is equally beyond dispute.
But when it is argued that athletics are an organic part of college
life and training ; that they belong to sound learning ; that the

bones, muscles, nerves, circulation, and respiration, all are inti

mately related to study and sound thinking, it is at once apparent
that the reference cannot be to intercollegiate athletics as such.

When we see the one or two hundred football candidates sifted

down to a 'varsity and scrub, the baseball candidates dwindling
down to a nine and substitutes, crew candidates dropped because

facilities are not adequate for tne handling of more than a limited

number, any idea that intercollegiate athletics are carried on with

a view of promoting the "
sound thinking" or contributing to the

physical welfare of the students in general, or even of the partici
pants in particular, is at once dissipated.
It is because our college and university athletic boards have

lost sight so completely of the primary end which athletic com

petition was intended to serve, because they have sacrificed con

siderations of utility and expediency to the one all-absorbing
aim of turning out winning teams, that intercollegiate athletics

are now before the bar of public opinion and are in a fair way to

be relegated out of the hands of those who have so lamentably

©
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misconceived their place and function. In looking over the re

ports of various athletic conferences during the year, the most

marked tendencies noted are, (1) increase of intra-mural sports
and the generalization of athletics, (2) gradual reduction in the

number of intercollegiate contests, (3) restrictions in or abolition

of the training tables, especially that in football. What does that

mean except that we are entering upon a new athletic era, that

there is a growing disposition to no longer regard the athletic

organization as a business corporation which must declare divi

dends in the shape of victories over rival corporations in order to

justify its existence, but that its real end and aim is the stimula

tion of interest in all kinds of athletics and among all kinds of

students.

An athletic victory has real significance only when the team

achieving it is representative of the institution from which it

comes and of the system of training in vogue there. Too often it is

indicative of nothing more than a comprehensive system of re

cruiting, and a concentration of time and attention upon the

selected candidates which for thoroughness and perfection of

machinery can leave nothing to be desired. It affords absolutely
no index as to the number of students actually engaged in any

particular form of athletic endeavor, the spirit which animates

them, nor as to the general system of physical training employed.
It is this condition of affairs which, it seems to me, is already in

the course of transformation through the development of intra

mural, or at Cornell, inter-college athletics. I do not expect to

see the discontinuance of intercollegiate contests, in fact I should

consider their entire abolition a distinct misfortune and loss, but

I do expect to see more or less of a revolution in their character

and methods of conduct. I believe I see already at Cornell the

intercollegiate contest becoming more or less incidental to the

general athletic life of the student body, as witness the hundred

and fifty students in the inter-college cross country squad as

against the twenty in the 'varsity squad, or the hundred and

sixty-five college crew candidates as against the five or six crews on

the Inlet, or the seven teams and candidates in the various other

sports as against the one 'varsity team and candidates in these

sports.
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When we have the testimony of the coach that the first seven

men to finish in a college cross country race could win the inter

collegiate, we have attained a position in cross country running

in which victory signifies something. I think the same thing

holds true of some of our Minor Sports, and when it holds true of

all our sports that in effect the team sent out to represent the Uni

versity is made up of the best men of a large number of teams en

gaged in the sport, then the revolution I speak of will have been

effected.

What we need to accelerate the movement now in progress is

an athletic organization and spirit in all the colleges of the Uni

versity such as we have in a few of the colleges. As it is, the

Inter-College Athletic Association is growing in stability, the

various contests are being run off with precision and enthusiasm,
and with comparatively little or no expense attached. WTith a

new boathouse and a suitable equipment installed as rapidly as

may be, the facilities for carrying on that very excellent form of

activity will be greatly improved, and will undoubtedly contri

bute to the boating life of the University as well as furnish an

added element of strength to the Association. To conclude, with

each college organization stirring up interest among its members,
and assuming responsibility for their general participation, there

would seem to be absolutely no limit to the possibilities of inter

college athletics in the way of stimulating a sane and healthy

activity on the part of the whole student body.

Dandelions.

Floods of golden light,
Slopes of virgin green,
Blossoms pink and white,
Skies of richer blue,

Many a novel sheen

Interspersed between,
Breezes that pursue

Fleeing wraiths of care,
Robins gossiping
On a meadow where

A myriad fold of crowns of gold
Proclaim the state of spring.

Clarence Eari, Simonson, '12



A Canoe Trip Down the Delaware.

A. G. PETERKIN.

F, "gentle reader," you are of those who love to float bare

headed and bare-throated down sunlit, dancing streams,

to steal silently among the heavy shadows of the trees on

moon-silvered waters, or to flick through white-capped
rifts 'mid flying spray ; if you are a devotee of the frying pan and

the flap-jack, and find the best companionship smoking an old

briar, grown sweet with service, round summer camp fires, then

perhaps the letter which follows, written to such a one, may

arouse pleasant memories of these things in you.

July 5, 1909.

Dear Jim :

I have celebrated the Fourth by putting my boat into shape,
and must tell you how we scraped the paint off her, and battered in

half her ribs. This year Jack, Norman, and I decided that camp

ing was becoming tame, and Doc. advised me that if we wanted ex-

excitement the Delaware trip was the thing. So we shipped the

Indian Girl and ourselves to Lackawaxen, Pa., and gave ourselves

a week to get down to Easton, one hundred and fifty miles below.

Excuse me, old man, if I get sentimental during this chronicle,
but the whole journey was a poem or a song

—or anything like

that you please.
The first thirty miles were slow going ; the river was quite

shallow, even so early in the summer, and there were rifts every

half-mile or>so.
"

Shooting the rapids
"
was a new experience for

us, and exciting. You remember reading the article which said

that a girl and a canoe were very similar propositions to handle ?

Well, we soon found out that we had two ladies on our hands this

trip—our shapely little Indian Girl (we thought we were on to

all her whims) and Miss Delaware—she was surely Irish. At

times she was the demurest thing, with "

placid, unfathomable,
black eyes ;

"
the next moment foaming, swearing mad, scratching

her sister's face and smashing her ribs, and before you had time

to get used to her bad moods, she'd be humming
"
a quiet song

"

and dimpling with smiles.

1
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You know the deeper channels through the rifts are indicated

by smooth V-waters at the head. Hit the point of the V, and

then dodge the white-caps and swells, which mean boulders and

shelving rocks—if you can. Miss Delaware is determined that

you shan't. Whichever way your bow points she carries you

straight down stream, crabwise or endwise, it makes no difference.

There are only inches of leeway in the channels, and sometimes none

at all. Three times on the first day we took our little girl safely

through ; the fourth, Miss D. was too much for her, and she came

out of the encounter with her first broken rib. She wasn't used

to snch treatment and we decided to wade a few of the bad ones.

Towards evening our Irish friend was in a particularly bad

temper, and Norman took charge of the boat to walk her through.
That was hard work, and too slow, for him, so in he gets, hits the

V-water nicely, comes flying three-quarters way down, dodging the

rocks in fine style—just then he got out. He says he
"

got
"
out ;

what we saw, was a head disappear on the other side of the boat,
a pair of heels go up in the air, and Norman presently emerging
clinging to the side of the canoe, pulling her broadside to the

current, the water bubbling into her, my-lady sinking, N. holler

ing for help, bravely holding the camera high in the air, the pad
dles meanwhile floating merrily down-stream. It was no joke
getting him out. The boat had jammed Norman's leg against a

rock, the current was powerful, the boulders slippery and treacher

ous, and a boat full of water and kit is rather heavy. We needed

those paddles and were right sorry to have them go, but once N.

found the bank and lit out, he would have overtaken anything
—as he did the paddles a mile or so below. Rocks, rocks, rocks,
and nothing but 'em, but with our usual cheerful luck we found a

little triangular niche at the foot of the cliff with the remains of

an old camp fire in it, and by midnight the blankets had begun to

dry out. The only thing reported missing was a packet of sea-

biscuits—passed at intervals all the next day.
It was slow-going to Port Jervis, and those first thirty miles

took us nearly two days to cover. But the country was simply
great. The river flows down through two big ridges of rock

sometimes rising sheer from the water, wide and shallow, and

considerably cross. Our second camp was just above Butler's
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Rift on a sandy point between the Delaware and the Mongaup, a

nervy little trout stream coming down the hill into the big river.

Our tent was pitched under a big maple. Every night the moon

was full, and that evening we strolled up the river along a path
that undulated some distance along the side of the hill. The hill

side and the meadows below us to the river were covered with

bushes and all illumined with fireflies; opposite was the big
black cliff with the river splashing over the stones at its foot,

glistening silver-white in the
"

misty moonshine," and a whip-

poor-will and deep-toned bull frogs made appropriate mysterious
music.

We picked up a country boy on the way. Guess he hadn't had

anyone to talk to in a long while. He had a flow of conversation

—told us of enormous rattlesnakes he'd caught single handed, and

the fish stories that kid handed out would have done credit to old

Isaac himself ; told us how he raised Cain down there, and
"
there

ain't nothing bad done round here but folks say I done it—

whether I done it or not."

We saw bald-headed eagles every day, and once a hawk swooped
down in front of us, and rose with a fat

" swimmer
"
in his claws.

Once we were past Port Jervis the going was simply great. The

river was narrower and deeper, the rifts long and rough, but

the rocks safely covered. Our little lady just flew down then, and

joyously slap-slapped her sister beneath as she jumped from wave to

wave—getting back then for sore ribs in previous scraps. No

two miles were the same, though ; now the river was narrow and

deep, hustling along without any fuss between steep hills ; now

the bed dropped suddenly and made the water boil ; now the low

banks were a quarter of a mile apart with fine well-kept farms on

them, and trees that did your eyes good after our New Jersey scrub.

The gentle Indian Girl inspired no fear in anything ; once we

stole quietly up to a raccoon on the stones at the water's edge, and

again floated past within a few feet of a most elegant blue heron.

Our fourth camp would have done your heart good. The bank

rose to a level grassy sward about sixty yards long and twenty

wide ; at the rear the bank, creeper-covered, rose again ; all around

were sturdy chestnuts and oaks, except along the front, where you
saw the deep, black river through a fringe of silver birch. In the
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middle of the open space were two dainty young maples, just far

enough apart for us to set our tent between them. Big shad swam

around, making long v-ripples with their fins and tails in the quiet

water. On the other side of the river was a huge rock, brilliant

light blue-green (cerulean, Jack called it), catching the evening

sun, and mirrored in the river. Someone else had enjoyed the

spot before us, for just in front of the maple trees was a camp fire

place with fire logs and cross-bar all complete, and ready to light

and cook with.

The luck stayed with us too, for next evening, looking for a good

spot to loaf for a day, we discovered an old summer camp on one

of the islands that are dotted all along the river—replete with

tables and chairs, and— oh, luxury !—a pier hanging out over the

water. You can imagine us taking our after-dinner coffee and

cigarettes lounging on our pier in most elegant style. We

weren't lonely there either—all the birds on the countryside lived

on that island. Back of us, high in the tree tops, was a family of

herons—surely the shyest of birds, for there was a whole flock of

them, and not until we went on an exploring expedition, after be

ing there a day, did we find that they were responsible for certain

peculiar noises. We were scrambling through the thick under

growth in the twilight,when wegotintoa terrible mix-up. Not two

feet away, and surveying us from a twig, so solemnly we nearly died

laughing, was a brown baby owl, with ma and the rest of the

family hooting around and making the devil of a fuss. Say, Jim,
did you ever irritate a bird they call a dusky tern ?—don't ever do

it. We evidently got too close to Mrs. T's nest, for she led us

'way around the island, screeching most awful screeches.

There's a town along that river where the people are so clean

that we found every able-bodied citizen at eight o'clock in the

morning washing off the streets with a garden hose, Belvedere,
N. J., by name. Below that clean town Miss Delaware just about
throws an epileptic fit,she gets so mad. Foul Rift they call the place
and, "you'd better not try it, boys ; young Princeton feller drowned
there last month, and she ain't safe". But we went down through
the easier water at the head ; then the place looked so bad, and as

the Indian Girl had already received pretty rough treatment we

decided to wade the rest—which was where Miss D. fooled us for
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the channel, only about six feet wide, was slap up against the

Penn. shore, where we were fifteen feet deep at least, a sheer cliff

rising out of it, and the current tearing off
'
steen miles per

hour. There we were, stuck at the foot of the rock, and we

couldn't go back
—the current was far too strong to drag the canoe

up stream if we'd wanted to, we couldn't port, for the cliff was

straight and high ; the only thing to do was to take it. I man

aged to hold the boat in a niche in the rock while the other two

went below to reconnoitre. Things didn't look promising. At the

foot of the rift a row of big sharp black teeth made a line of white

caps clear across, and the channel stream (elsewhere, the river, a

quarter of a mile wide here, was not much more, apparently, than

ankle deep) ran straight into one of them. There was just one chance,

to dodge that one and to turn almost at right angles. With Jack
in the stern, and yours truly in the bow, we took it. If you remem

ber your first trip down a toboggan slide you will have some faint

idea as to what it was like. We scraped the edge of that'obstructing
rock beautifully, and, thank heaven,Miss Delaware was only playful
that day, for as we tried to turn, she caught us in an eddy between

the rocks and spun us round like a top. We caught the girl as

she came around and one vigorous shove sent her shooting out in

to the calm water below.

After that the Indian maiden got saucy, and was inclined to be

a little contemptous of old Miss D., so just to teach her a lesson

while she had time, Miss D. busted an uncomfortable number of

the poor girl's ribs in the meanest little rift of the journey.
We struck Easton, 3:30 Saturday, with just a couple of hours

to spare to train time. The best restaurant in town was what we

looked for, and we found it. A big juicy steak, the crispest pota

toes ever fried, the greenest peas, and the king of all huckleberry

pies made a great old finish to the best trip yet. Next time you'll
know enough to come along.



The Emancipation of China.

K. P. Yang, 'io.

Editor's Note.—This is the first of a series of articles by representative stu

dents from foreign countries upon political and social conditions abroad. The

next article in the series will deal with the position of women in Japan.

s^* OY to all who love China ! The local assemblies in her

^^^ various provinces were opened a few months ago. The

M inauguration of this new step was considered through-
^S out the world a sign of the awakening of the Chinese

people. The results were seemingly satisfactory. Indeed, it is

nothing short of marvelous that the leaders in these embryo local

assemblies were able to conduct their business so smoothly. An

enormous number of bills were passed. Analysis of these, how

ever, will show that they are but empty phrases. It is almost safe

to say that none of them have any important bearing upon the

social, economic, or political life of the people. The members of

the assemblies spent all their time in debating and making

speeches. They were caught between two fires. On the one

side, they had to be subservient to the will of the executives, either

governors or viceroys, because they were afraid of their power, and

on the other side, they had to respond to the call of their constitu

ents, because they owed to them their election. Consequently,
these apostles of modern democracy mocked legislation, passing
bills which could render absolutely no assistance to the general
mass and certainly could not be harmful to the prerogatives of

the governors and viceroys. The session was over. The men

went home happy in the thought that they had done nothing to

cause any collision between government and people.
Friends in other lands amazed by the ease with which these

assemblies had been conducted, are warm in advocating an early
institution of a national parliament. Agitators, influenced by the

sympathy of the wise men of the West, and satisfied with their

strength in the local parliaments see an opportunity for making
noise. Some are utilizing the situation to gain reputations.
Others are doubtlessly inspired by higher motives. Aside from

the general mass, who are disfranchised in any event, public
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sentiment is ripening to the necessity of an immediate convocation

of a national parliament. The movement is spreading. Even

some of the conservative chancellors in the imperial government
are yielding. The advanced type of governors, notably Ting Pao

Tsieh, are in favor of it. The Regent Prince, a careful and cautious

man, probably is in sympathy with the movement.

The question that most concerns the Chinese, as well as friends of

China, is whether the movement for a national parliament should

be hastened or whether the original Nine-Year program accord

ing to which changes were to be made gradually and the culmina

tion not be reached until the end of nine years, should be adhered

to. The writer wishes, if his brief absence from home does not

totally prejudice his view, to present the reasons why a hastening
of the programme would be inadvisable.

Under present conditions in China, democracy would not work.

For nearly four thousand years, the Chinese have been under the

yoke of a few. The throne is supposed to own China. Every right,

every privilege the people are going to assume, would be a conces

sion from the sovereign power. Certainly if a national parliament
be immediately assembled, the Emperor would not gladly hand over

all his rights to the representatives of the people. To the minds of

the ruling men, it would seem disastrous, if the national parliament
should control the finances of the country and have the power to

institute impeachment proceedings. The ruling power of the

Chinese Empire must gradually become accustomed to granting
concessions willingly. Looking at the question from another

point of view, we see that the Chinese are by habit and custom

submissive to their government. They will do anything that the

government demands provided it is not unreasonable and oppres

sive. Now, if a national parliament be introduced suddenly, un

der the awe of authority and because of a lack in training in self-

government, the tendency will evidently be for the legislators to

legalize every act that the government wishes, however bad such

an act may be. It is unfortunate, but quite possible that the

members of this proposed parliament may become so corrupt that

they will help to oppress rather than aid the people. What good
is it for China to have such a parliament ? What do we want

with the name of constitutional government, if the country is

really undemocratic ?
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Popular men are not necessarily the best men. Especially in

the case of China, the men who would be elected, owing to the

ignorance of the voters, might be popular but unfit. What is the

use, then, of spending so much money for the expenses of such a

parliament, especially at a time when money is most needed ? The

government can just as well watch public sentiment without an

advisory parliament as with one. We are not without able and

sensible men in China but they are not in power. If the govern

ment is in earnest, why not make use of these men? It is true

that the Chinese people are earnest in their efforts for constitu

tional freedom, but if a popular legislative chamber is to be a suc

cess, the people as a whole must first be trained politically.
A people quite unprepared for self-government can not act as

well as a people with previous political education. If a national

parliament be rashly called, the people will be either too subser

vient to the will of the executives, or too inconsiderate in con

ducting their politics. Democracy in China, which the people are

secretly longing for, would be unhappily checked. What the

Chinese want to do, is to make haste slowly. First let them be

thoroughly educated in local self-government. Perhaps, nine

years hence, they may be better able to take up the reins of gov

ernment. But even then it is doubtful whether they will be fit for

constitutional government.

The people are now clamoring for a constitution, and a national

parliament. It is reported that another delegation, representing
fifteen provinces, has reached Peking to petition for the immediate

calling of a national parliament. Alas ! what an enthusiasm for con

stitutional rights, what a love for liberty, equality and the pursuit of

happiness. What has China to do with these? Liberty,—there

is no liberty for China ! The powers are meddling with every

step China may take. Equality,—internationally China has no

standing with the other powers. Pursuit of happiness,—China

suffers constant national indignities and insults.

There is a far more important step for China to take. What

is left her is little, very little. During the shameful sort of exis

tence she is now leading under the so-called
"
balance of power

"

she ought to develop by leaps and bounds. Constitutional rights
will not save the situation. They are side issues. There is no time
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to dispute with the government about constitutional rights. It is

the highest duty of every Chinese man and woman to contribute

to the development of the country. The salvation of China is a

harmonious development through the co-operation of government
and people, of men and women, of farming and manufacturing, of

the military and the civil, of the ignorant and the educated. In

short, China needs, above all, a thorough development of her

natural resources, her national strength and her national intelli

gence.

She is engaged in a life and death struggle, from which she

can emerge successful only if all classes unite in the common

mission they have to perform. If China, in fifteen or twenty

years, can stand on her own feet, emancipated from the tutelage

of the domineering powers, then a constitutional government

would follow as a natural consequence. May we not hope that

she may some day stand firm and join hand in hand with this

country in their mutual work of advancing the peace of the world ?
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EDITORIAL.

A bitter enmity exists to-day between the Ithaca Police and the

student body of Cornell University. This enmity, far from subsid

ing, is ever growing, and as the gap between the two forces widens,
the wonder is, what will be the result? Will

The Ithaca
^ en(j }n t|]e ]QSS Qf j j£e ancj ]Drolcen heads ? It

Police.

is for the authorities of Ithaca to decide, and

the decision must come soon.

The trouble lies not in the fact that there are police, nor in the

fact that Cornell students are unfriendly to law and order, but in

the personnel of the Ithaca Police force. The members of the

force have grown up in Ithaca, among the Ithaca youth. It is well-

known that such an atmosphere,—hostile as it is to students,—

has prejudiced the Ithaca police. This is not all. The members

of the force are young men, almost of the same age as the students

whom they are placed over; their demeanor is dictatorial and

overbearing, and there is a self-conscious attitude very liable to

exist when young men for the first time feel themselves in a posi
tion of power.

To avoid trouble the authorities of Ithaca must employ older

men who understand the students, and whom the students will re-
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spect and heed because of their years ; they must employ men

capable of being counselors and friends, instead of the tactless, un

bearable group now entrusted to duties they are not fit to perform.

There is a deeply grounded belief in the student body that two

kinds of justice are administered in Ithaca courts. On the one

hand there is the justice meted to the people of Ithaca; on the

other there is the justice meted to the students
I"t___l__LC_A

,u
. of Cornell University. Basing our judgment

upon specific examples which have occurred

during no longer a period than the last four years, we conclude

that in Ithaca courts, for reasons unknown to us, justice is not

evenly administered.

It seems to us that the course pursued by the courts in Ithaca, not

only is not honorable, but is short-sighted and linked with far-

reaching consequences. It is not honorable because it violates a

rule of legal ethics, the justice of which, and the expediency of

which, have become the watchword of bench and bar. The rule is

that rich and poor, high and low, educated and uneducated, shall

be equal in the eye of the law ; that the criterion of punishment is

the weight of the crime rather than the offender's position in life.

Such is the rule which the Ithaca courts ignore.
The course is short-sighted because, to a large extent, it in

creases rather than diminishes student offenses, and because it is

instrumental in sending out each year into the world a large num

ber of young men whose faith and respect for law is impaired.
Student offense is increased because unequal justice creates a spirit
of defame of law. The effects are far-reaching when college men

lose their respect for law in the formative period of their life.

The tendency will be for it to persist. If it does persist, because

of the important positions which college men are bound to occupy,

it is certain that the nation must suffer. Law loses its force,
when it is no longer supported by public sentiment. The courts

of Ithaca are shaping a sentiment antagonistic to law. We be

lieve only evil can be the result.
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In these days when American government is struggling against

the unprincipled boss, dishonest officials and
vast self-seeking com

binations, when every day reveals new graft in high places and

betrayal of public trust, it is well for college
The College

men tQ c]eariy understand the position of

America in history, the nature of the gov

ernment, and the evils which must be faced if it is to endure.

The American Republic is an experiment: the success of which,

from the very beginning, has perplexed monarchical and skeptical

Europe. The Greek republics were but city states. They passed

away. Rome ceased to be a republic almost as soon as it became a

city. The United Netherlands, freed from the yoke of Spain, be

came republican in form only; the monarchical Stadtholder
ruled

in fact. The Swiss cantons grouped in a federation before 1789,

but the Swiss nationality followed the establishment of American

government. Such is America's place in world history.

Our scheme has placed the power in the hands of the people.

The people share it with representatives chosen by the people.

The success of our democracy rests in the hands of the people.

So long a- they are moral, intelligent, and responsive to duty, suc

cess is insured ; but when intelligence abandons the duties of

citizenship, when the people grow corrupt and elect corrupt offi

cials, democracy declines, and downfall approaches. Such is the

nature of our government.

Ferrero was amazed at the intense optimism of America, which

was blind to the great evils in American government. Evils do

exist, great evils. Educated men shun public office, the road to

which lies through a mire of " dirty politics." The direct prim

ary scheme is a confession that government is no longer con

trolled by the class in whose hands it would be safe. Immorality
is burying its fangs in the heart of the body politic. Bribery is

rampant among the depraved and illiterate. Brazen-faced cor

porations tempt public officials to betray public trust. The

Whiskey Ring's ravages under Grant, the $30,000,000 fraud of

the people of New York by the Tweed Ring, the Senate and the

Sugar Trust, and the Harrisburg Capitol are ominous signs of moral

degeneration. The list of evils is not exhausted. Enough
have been mentioned to show that there is danger ahead, and that

the hour for action is at hand.
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Better and cleaner government is the country's need. There

must be an awakening among all good citizens, and above all

among college men. Clear comes the summons to every Cor

nell man to be loyal to American ideas, to regard public office as

a public trust, to scorn the briber and the grafter, to protect the

people from selfish intrigues by special interests, to decry dishon

esty wherever and whenever found, to eternally battle for the

perpetuation and expansion of church and school. Never must

he forget that American government is an experiment which can

triumph only when, and as long, as American citizens are patriots.

In the year 1476 William Saxton introduced into England from

Bruges what was then the strange art of printing. The year

1476 will always be a land-mark date in the annals of the Anglo-
Saxon race. Who can measure the part which

A Free the press, through its dissemination of know-

Press-
ledge,has played in the moral, intellectual, and

political advancement of the English stock !

Freedom of the press crowned centuries of struggle against

tyranny, superstition, and blind bigotry ; centuries during which

life, property, and friends were sacrificed by men who fought for

freedom and the welfare of posterity. Westward from England
to the wilds of the New World, the English colonists brought

the idea of a free and untrammeled press. It took root in Vir

ginia. It found a place in bleak New England. During the

period when the American colonies in the face of every difficulty

were struggling forward, it never totally disappeared. The Re

volution over, the framework of our government erected, freedom

of the press was guaranteed in the Bill of Rights of the Federal

Constitution. There enshrined, for a century and a quarter it

has endured. To-day, over the length and breadth of the land,

one of the noblest of American institutions, fastened to the very

heart strings of American life, it exists to daily bestow its inesti

mable advantages.

With the great good of a free press have grown up abuses. On

the whole the good surpasses the evil ; yet evil exists. Evil ex

ists because men, with the passions and virtues of erring man,

wield its power. Evil exists in the tendency of the press towards
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partizanship leading to attacks upon the motives and character

of public men of unimpeachable lives ; evil exists in the tendency

to distort facts and misplace evidence to attain sensationalism.

For years the University and press correspondents in Ithaca

have been in conflict. There are threats on the one hand and

defiance on the other. The University complains that the cor

respondents are injuring the University by publishing discredita

ble news and by grossly exaggerating legitimate news ; the cor

respondents claim that the University is no better than the

general public, and that they are free men who will maintain to

the end the freedom of the press. A clear-cut issue exists. There

is war.

Is there a remedy ? We believe there is. First, those in the

University, who maintain that news discreditable to the Univer

sity, if true, shall not be published, must change their view. No

publication aiming to do justice to all, %

can favor a college com

munity or any other community. Such a course is a blot upon

the freedom of the press. We hope the day may never come when

a man who has committed a wrongful act shall escape the conse

quences of that act because he is a member of the University.

His conduct should be no more free from criticism than the con

duct of the humblest laborer at the foot of the social scale. Next,

strong-arm tactics on the part of the University against the cor

respondent must cease. The bitter invectives of the Sun may

rankle in the breast of the poor unfortunate who must face their

cruel and terrific onslaught, but they widen the gap between the

correspondent and the University, rather than close it. Finally,
effort must be directed against exaggeration of the facts which are

true. The news must go out into the world, but it must go out

bearing the stamp of truth. To promote this end, and secure

this end, we would form a club, in order that there might be

friendly discussion, and co-operation. To remove the misunder

standing all view-points must be understood. Let the editors of the

University publications, the press correspondents, and the Presi

dent of the University, become members of the club. Gradu.

ally, the correspondents will look to the injury which may be

done by fabrication of facts. Gradually, the University will see

that after all the correspondent is a man, and if treated as a man,

will not betray the trust placed in him.
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TURKISH
BLENDFATIMA

20 for 15 cts- *>

^T^EAM'S out for practice—go out and watch. See wnat

they 11 do when the real struggle comes.

But be sure there's a pack of Fatimas in your pocket ! A clean, cool, delicious
smoke—best Turkish tobaccos perfectly blended—enjoyed by all who try them.
An inexpensive package, but ten extra cigarettes.

THE AMERICAN TOBACCO CO.
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OLIVER
T^peWri-fer

Rented for the Year

or

Sold on Easy Payments
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Try my Dollar Fountain Pen

BEFORE BUYING ELSEWHERE.

Ribbons and Supplies for all makes of machines.

HOWARD L O'DANIEL,
ITHACA PHONE 11

Bell Phone 604. 205 East State Street.
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ANDRUS & CHURCH,

Booksellers, Stationers, Printers and Bookbinders,

143 East State Street, Ithaca, N. Y.
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X SUITS, OVERCOATS,
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ITHACA, N. Y

BAKER'S

Caracas Sweet

Chocolate
FINEST

EATING

CHOCOLATE

IN THE WORLD

In i and J-lb. Cakes.

Our new recipe book,

sent free, will tell you how

to make a great variety of

delicious drinks and dainty
dishes.

Stvdent Lavndry Agency
P. H. Corman, '10, N, G. Pope,

'

1 1

Agents for Hastings' Laundry

422 Eddy Street

Superior Quality Work

Phones : Bell 676, Ithaca, 630.

Registered,
U. S. Pat. Q±

Walter Baker & Co.
Limited

Established 1780. DORCHESTER, MASS.

L

II.
Established 1842

Producers of Distinctive Printing
and Engraving for discriminating
people. All work done on the

premier under the supervision of

experts.
Class Books.

We publish some of the largest
books, Lucky Bag U. S. Naval

Academy, Howitzer, U.S.Military
Academy, etc.

Our halftones aud color work
cannot be excelled

Correspondence solicited.
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THE MAN WHO READS

IS THE MAN WHO LEADS

In these days of keen competion and care

ful preparation, the man who succeeds in

engineering must keep hi knowledge right up
to the minute. He mustsfollow all new devel

opments, all new methods and everything im

portant that takes place in his chosen field. He
must read the leading engineering journal that
relates to his line of work.

Your needs are met by one of thefollowing:

Electrical World Weekly $3.00 a year
The foremost electrical journal of the world. Covers the entire

electrical art and industry.

The Engineering Record Weekly $3.00 a year
The accepted authority on all matters relating to the construc

tion, operation, maintenance and management of electric railways.

Electric Railway Journal Weekly $3.00 a year
The leading civil engineering journal of America. Covers Muni

cipal Engineering, Industrial Engineering, Railway Civil Engineer-

Special Rates to Students Sample copies on Request

McGraw Publishing Go. 239W. 39th St.

NEW YORK
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Hotel MELBOURNE

Madison Avenue and 92d St.

NEW YORK CITY

One block from Fifth Avenue and Central Park

For Transient and Permanent Guests.

European and American Plans.

Unexcelled Cuisine and Cafe.

Room and Bath $1.50 per day and up.

Suites and Bath $2.50 per day and up.

Absoutely Fireproof BOYCE & HATFIELD

Look at c^tttuU $ tyXt d&tttXt before buying

PICTURES, FRAMES, ETC.

315 East State Street Ithaca, X. Y.

If you want Good Fitting

CLOTHES, we make them.

Large Assortment of

Woolens to select from.

L. C. BEMENT -- The Toggery Shops
Established - 1888.

Maker of Shirts to individual measures. Over 400 patterns for selection.

Hatter- Hosier - Glover - Cravetter - Maker of Shirts that fit

Down Town—142 E. STATE

(a) Shops

On the Hill—404 EDDY

(i) Factory
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New York Life

Insurance Co.

C. H. WEBSTER, Agent

Hotel Cumberland - NewYork
Southwest Corner Broadway, at 54th Street

Near 50th St. Subway Station and 53d St. Elevated.

Broadway cars from Grand Central Depot pass the door.

KEPT BY A COLLEGE MAN.

Headquarters for

College Men

Special Rates for
Strictly First-class (~* 11 "-p
Rates Reasonable ^OllegC 1 eaillS

NEW AND FIREPROOF

$2.50 with hath and up. All outside rooms

Send for Booklet.

HARRY P. STIMSON, Formerly with Hotel Imperial

10 Minutes walk to 20 Theatres

HEADQUARTERS FOR CORNELL MEN
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'
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New York: and: :San Francisco
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The Pierce Arrow Motor Car Co.,

BUFFALO, N. Y.

Licensed under Selden Patent.
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Spring Day, Here and Elsewhere.

A. Pollock, Ml.

SPRING
Day has not always been the awe-inspiring assem

bly of pulse-quickening, heart-throbbing, hair-raising

spectacles it now is. Held for the first time on April

14th, 1902, for the purpose of extricating the Athletic

Association from a very dubious financial situation which threat

ened to prevent Cornell's participation in the Poughkeepsie regatta

of that year, it was, in fact, a rather tame affair. But, though it

consisted only of an inter-college tug-of-war and the booths of a

number of " fakirs
"
who peddled various and interesting articles

of no particular use to anybody, a sum of about two hundred dol

lars was realized on the venture. From that time Spring Day has

grown in scope and effectiveness until, after appearing in different

years as B'Zing B'Zoo, Aaka-Choo, and Swowstoz, it has now

reached a point where the spectator may expect to receive the

worth of his money.

At other colleges there are various spring festivities, which cor

respond, more or less, to Spring Day here. At the University of

Pennsylvania, for instance, there are several May Day functions ;
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Dartmouth holds, each spring, as an interesting feature of
its Prom

week, a Society Circus ; at Brown, the spring celebration is one

of the University's most firmly established customs ; South Field,

at Columbia, is now and then the scene of similar affairs ; and

Chicago, Wisconsin, Tufts, and other institutions all celebrate in

like manner.

Dartmouth's Society Circus, or Hippodrome, as it is to be called

this year, resembles Spring Day here more closely, perhaps, than

do the functions at the various other institutions. The circus

takes place on the football field in front of the main grand stand,

the smaller stands being ranged about on the remaining three

sides to form an arena, in the center of which the wonderful events

of Circus Day take place. A large stage with tents at both ends

is the scene of the main action. There are usually eight or ten

acts varying in character from wrestling and boxing bouts and

gymnastic performances to vaudeville sketches and all the long

list of circus features, such as
"

Plastic, Boneless Benders and

Tumblers ; Death-Defying Gyrations on Horizontal Bar
,
Sensa

tional Mail Bag Mystery ; Big Stage Coach Scene ; Lyittle Jessie,
the Mermaid ; and numberless other novelties, all accompanied

by music that "will melt in your ear and give you the gigs,"
and guaranteed to

u
make tickles fashionable and put a stick in

every snicker in the house."

Occasionally, for this circus, outside talent is drawn upon in

the form of professional bronco busters or clowns but, as a rule,
the performers are all students.

L,ast year a sum of ten dollars was offered to any couple getting
married on the stage, and a rustic pair was hired in some rural

town about Hanover to come to the circus and be re-married for

the entertainment of the spectators. Another feature of last year's
circus was a stage coach hold-up in which one of Hanover's antiqua
ted stages, drawn by students in the guise of horses, was the center

of attraction. At the moment of the daring hold-up, the horses—

possibly by prearrangement with the highwaymen—fainted in true

leading lady fashion and ignominiously lay down in the dust until

all danger was past.
All the side shows of this circus are run by the different frater

nities, each having a booth. On one occasion, one fraternity, ex-
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pecting to profit considerably by the venture, obtained several

ducks and offered five dollars to any one who could throw a ring
over the head of one of them. Unfortunately for the promotors

of the scheme several of the ducks fell asleep, with the result that

their necks soon became stacked with rings which,at five dollars per

ring, threatened the proprietors with bankruptcy. Another fra

ternity announced that Jeffries and Johnson had accepted their

Spring Day Fun Makers.

offer of one hundred thousand dollars and would fight under,

their auspices on Circus Day. Jeffries and Johnson, however,

who were, of course, two members of the fraternity,lost their tem

pers contrary to the schedule, and, much to the delight of the

spectators, the match deteriorated into a
u

really and truly" fight

and the participants had to be pried apart.
But the one big event of each year's circus is the animal show

and parade. To this each fraternity contributes some newly dis-
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covered or invented type of animal, fearfully and wonderfully

made (usually in Boston). It is the business of the freshmen of

each fraternity to
"
run

"
these novel beasts. Sometimes, how

ever, it requires the entire membership of the fraternity to manage

the animal. Such was the case at last year's circus when the

prize-winning phenomenon was so very long that his makers had

deemed it necessary to supply him with a thousand or more legs.

After they have paraded sufficiently the animals assemble and

the men who have been
"

running" them crawl from beneath leav

ing them in a huge pile. Thereupon they are set afire and the

spectators at the cremation dance in a circle about the burning

pile.
This year, in place of the circus, a Hippodrome has been

scheduled and, instead of supplying a competitor for the animal

contest, each fraternity is to contribute an act to the Hippodrome.

Arrangements are now being made to make this an elaborate and

artistic affair and, as a number of clever ideas have already been

submitted, the show will probably be a success.

At the University of Pennsylvania there are several celebrations

in the spring. Among them is May Day, a gymnastic and athletic

carnival which tisually takes place on the evening of the first

Monday in May. The proceeds are presented to the Playground
Association of Philadelphia. The chief events of this evening
are a tug-of-war and boxing and wrestling bouts between the

representatives of the two lower classes. Of this event and its his

tory
" The Pennsylvanian," commenting on the selection of a May

King for this year's event, says :

" The custom of electing a May King flourished in the early
part of this new century, occurring on the first of May and com

memorating, along with the May Day Celebration, the victory of

Admiral Dewey at Manila Bay, May i, 1898. Up to 1907 the

senior class president made the selection of the May King, whose

duty it was to serve as chief marshall at the May Day sports.
That year Hunter Scarlett led the long line of snowy white night
shirts to Franklin Field, where the boxing and wrestling bouts

were held. Later the parade returned to the old athletic field and

indulged in midnight revelry about an immense bonfire."

The University of Pennsylvania also holds other May Day
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carnivals. The most important of them is, perhaps, the annual

university settlement carnival to occur this year on the campus
the afternoons and evenings of Friday and Saturday, May 27th
and 28th. This is to be a really stupendous affair. The scene

will be the grounds of the university opposite Franklin Field and

in front of the Philadelphia Museum buildings which will also be

used. Tents, pavilions, and rustic houses will be erected. In the

' '

Governor Hughes.
' '

center of the grounds a music pavilion is to be constructed where,

during the afternoons and evenings, a military band will give
concerts and from five to eight each day the university orchestra

will hold forth. In the other houses and pavilions will be sold

flowers, candies, lemonade, and refreshments of all kinds. All

sorts of amusements, including automobile and donkey rides and

a fishpond, will be provided for the children. In a natural amphi-
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theatre several plays, among them Rostand's "Romances," will be

given by students,and in the Botanical Gardens
of the university the

Coburn Players,under the auspices of the Philomathean Society,will

present two plays,
" Twelfth Night

" and
" Elektra." Other fea

tures for which arrangements have been made, are Grand Opera

concerts, May-pole dances, a Japanese tea garden, and aviation

contests held on both afternoons by the university aero club.

At Columbia, it seems, there is no regular circus occurring an

nually, but each year the class holding its ten-year anniversary

celebration gives, on commencement day, some special feature for

which it pays entirely. There is, however, no regular recurrence

of the same feature. In 1908, the class of 1898 gave an elaborate

circus. The whole of South Field was brilliantly lighted by

electric lights put in for the occasion and the spectators had the

pleasure of witnessing the performances of the
"
most collossal

and stupid-endous aggregation of rotten talent ever assembled in

one arena." Some of the most interesting features of the even

ing's entertainment were the performances of several clowns in

their
"

tantalizing twists of tonsorial tantrums," and the exhibition

by
"
Old General Caswell, R. S. V. P., P. D. Q., O. K., C. O. D.,

the world's greatest marksman," presented by kind permission of

"
Barrom and Bailout."

According to a custom established about 1906, the mem

bers of the junior class of Brown University give yearly a

circus which is much the same as Spring Day at Cornell, although
perhaps, a less humorous but more realistic affair. Last year a

woman spectator was injured by one of the circus horses.

Tufts College has, in place of a spring circus, an Alumni Field

Day, the various features of which include sports and a
"

sing."
As at Columbia, this affair is managed by the alumni.

Wisconsin has a May Day but it is more or less of a co-ed cele

bration, women alone participating in the campus picnic, out-door

play, May-pole dance, grand march, and pageant of which the

festival consists.

The University of Chicago has no single function which can be

said to correspond to our Spring Day but there are several happen
ings during the months of April and May which take the place of

such a festival.

At almost all of the colleges are to be found replicas of Spring
Day at Cornell. Even many of the institutions for women have

similar festivities during the spring.



"Uncle Tom"—Cupid.
A. T. Wood 'io.

HERE wasn't any monkey shines that that kid couldn't

think of. Oh yes, she had big blue eyes, all right, and

yellow hair and looked like a little angel ; that kid

could wring as many tears from an audience as any other

little Eva that ever died and went to heaven in a blaze of red fire.

But anybody that had her picked out for the original cherub-child

had another guess coming.
Sometimes for weeks she was calm and sedate as Uncle Tom

himself ; and then again she acted like a beehive on a holiday.
When she got one of these fits on, everybody wanted to look out.

At first we tried punishing her but that didn't do any good. One

night she put red pepper in all the make-up powder and Johnson,
who did St. Clair, gave her a good thrashing. The next night he

made his first entrance with Eliza's rag-baby child dangling at his

coat tails. After that we decided the corporal punishment plan
didn't work, and so we had to grin and bear it. Little Evas are

not the easiest things in the world to find in the middle of the

season.

If she'd have confined her deviltry to behind the scenes, it

wouldn't have been so bad, but you never could tell what she'd

do on the stage, or how she'd mix things up. About the worst

was the night she messed the scene with St. Clair where she tells

him she's going to die and talks all that sentimental gush about

"a sea of glass mingled with fire." In the last part of that scene,

you remember, she looks up into St. Clair's eyes with a soulful

expression and sings,
When your little Eva's gone,

And your heart is full of care,

Uncle Tom, oh set him free,

Do, papa, oh do, for me.

Well, this night the first part of the scene had gone about as usual,

and the audience was ready to weep real tears, but when it came

to the song, she looked up at St. Clair and sang as solemnly as an

owl,

z
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When your little Eva's went,

And you cannot pay the rent,

Take Uncle Tommy on a spree,

Do, old boy, come do for me.

The curtain had to ring clown on this, and the house went wild.

It wouldn't let the show go on till the manager, grinding his

teeth and cussing inside, had let the little monkey in front of the

curtain.

From this you may get an idea that life with the Great Ameri

can Uncle Tom's Cabin Company was anything but monotonous.

We hadn't been on the road a week before everybody saw that

Sid Kennedy was head over heels in love with Helen Milton.

Now Sid, in spite of the black snake whip and villainous mous

taches of Legree was really as mild and timid a man as ever fell

in love and didn't dare speak out in meetin' and tell the girL

Whenever he wasn't on the stage he moped around like a sick

calf and cast languishing glances at Helen, and just because she

played Miss Ophelia didn't prevent her from being any the less

pretty and coquettish.
All this was highly entertaining for the rest of us, and the kid

took particular delight in tormenting poor Sid. Whenever she

saw these two together, she'd cook up some message that would

send Sid off on a wild goose chase, or else she'd pop up

back of them out of some unexpected place, and get poor Sid so

confused that he'd begin to hem and haw and then beat it as quick
as he could. It didn't do Sid any good to try and see Helen alone

at the hotel after the show. The kid was the last one to bed.

Her mother, who was only a cotton-picker in the plantation scene,

let her owl around as late as she wanted to. On the train she

attached herself with loving persistence to them. Under these

circumstances a bashful man like Sid didn't make much progress

in his courting.
But in the end it was the kid that fixed things up for Sid, after

all, and the way it happened was this. Along the first of Novem

ber we had one long jump to make from Colden to Oberlin. Sid-

and Helen had been sitting together all day, and from the looks,
the rest of us thought they were coming to a pretty good under

standing. We had managed to keep the kid occupied, so for once
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she let them alone. When we got to Oberlin the two started off

together to the hotel a little ahead of us. They seemed happy as

clams, and we were all chuckling to ourselves to think that Sid

had finally plucked up courage.

At supper it was funny to watch them. Each was trying so

hard to appear blissfully unconscious of the other, and not mak

ing it go worth a cent. Helen would look at Sid and smile, and

Sid would look at Helen and smile, and when Sid saw any of us

noticing, he would grow red and begin to throw in the feed fast.

When it came time to go to the theatre, of course the two went

together. The manager certainly had no kick coming on their little

romance, for Sid had never snapped his whip so ferociously, and

shouted,
"

Tom, do you know I've made up my mind to kill you
"

so blood-curdingly as he did that night, and Helen brought out

old maid Ophelia better than any of us had any idea she could.

This was Saturday night, and we were stuck in the sleepy little

town for over Sunday. When I came out of the stage-door after

the show Helen and Sid were just ahead of me. They were plan

ning an excursion for the next morning to some little falls near

the town, some pictures of which we had seen at the hotel. As I

passed them I heard Helen say :

u We'd better start early before any of the others are up."

"Sure," answered Sid,
" we'll leave a call at the office."

The kid caught up with me just then, and grabbing my hand

said, "Mom's gone. I'm going back to the hotel with you."

The next morning I got up earlier than usual for Sunday to

write some letters, but when I came out on the porch Helen sat

there reading a newspaper held upside-down.
"

Hello, Helen," I called, "Where's Sid? Thought you were

going for a tramp?
"

"If you want any information concerning Mr. Kennedy, I am

sure you will have to ask somebody else," she answered icily.

I couldn't understand it at all, but felt sufficiently squelched,

and went into the waiting-room'! As I went through the office I

asked the clerk if he had seen Sid.

" He left the hotel about half-past seven," he answered.
"
I

think he was going to the falls, as he asked me about the best

road to take."
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It was as fine a November day as I ever saw, mild and sunshiny

as September, but that didn't seem to make any difference with

Helen ; she was grouchy as could be all day, and wouldn't have

anything to do with the rest of us. When I proposed a walk late

in the afternoon, she said she had a headache, and that she didn't

like to walk anyway. The kid had been as quiet as a mouse,

something quite unusual for her, especially on Sunday, when she

took particular delight in interrupting everybody's letter-writing
and reading.
About six o'clock Sid came back, dusty, and tired, and as

grouchy as was Helen. I saw him in the wash-room as he was

cleaning up for supper.
"
What's the matter, old man, with you and Helen?" I asked.

"
I thought you and she were going for a tramp to the falls to-day,

but when I came downstairs this morning you were gone, and

Helen sat on the porch with a grouch on an inch thick."

Sid was sputtering in the wash bowl. When he had wiped his

face he said, glum as a boy that couldn't go to the circus.
"
You know as much about it as I do. I left a call with the

clerk for both of us for six-thirty, and when I got up I found this

note sticking under my door."

He fished a piece of paper out of his pocket, and handed it to

me. It read :

Your trechery is diskovered. I will no more of you. Of course

our exkursion is now impossible. H. M.

"Whew," I whistled, "that is going some! But why didn't

you wait and find out what was the matter ?
"

"
I didn't know what to make of it, and wanted to think it over.

So I started for the falls without hardly knowing what I was

about."

"
You're an idiot," I told him. "

You'll have a fine time mak

ing up with Helen now."

After supper I saw Sid go over to the corner of the porch where
Helen was sitting. T didn't hear what they said, but judging
from the quickness with which Sid came away and went up stairs,
I was sure no very agreeable settlement had been arrived at.

Things drifted along like this for about a week. Helen refused

to make the least explanation to Sid, and poor Sid moped around
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worse than ever. We all felt sorry for him ; even the kid stopped

bothering him. She became so good that we were honestly be

ginning to wonder if she wasn't sick—or else planning some new

piece of deviltry more diabolical than any she had yet tackled.

At Smeltville we only took a little of our scenery and '

props
'

to the theatre, and the manager told us to use the old set of

costumes. The town was small and unimportant, and the only
reason we made it at all was to avoid a long jump. That night
I got to the theatre late, after the first act had started. I hustled

into my Marks rig, and make-up in a jiffy. Then I came out of

my dressing room, and went into the wings where Sid was wait

ing for his cue. I noticed that he was staring at the stage with

all his eyes. Soon I pricked up my ears at the remarkable dia

logue that was going on between little Eva and Aunt Ophelia.
"

Oh, Aunt Ophelia, do be nice to Mr. Legree ! He thinks an

awful lot of you."
"

Hush, child, what do you mean ?
"

"
It's all my fault and I'm sorry I did it. I heard you plan to

go to the falls Sunday, and just for a joke I put a note under Sid's

door, that you was mad and wouldn't go."

Helen gasped. She began to understand now.

" And now, dear Aunt Ophelia, I want you and Sid to kiss and

make up and forgive your little Eva."

The kid rushed off the stage and dragged the half-dazed Sid out

from the wings. There he stood in front of Helen, looking foolish.

But the kid was master of the situation. Putting on her plaintive

little-Eva-voice she said,
"

Little Eva has not long to live. Be

fore she dies won't you kiss Mr. Legree, just for little Eva's sake?"

Helen took a step forward, and Sid threw his arms around her

neck.

"

Little Eva can now die happy," announced the kid. And the

curtain came down with a rush.



His Last Chance.

C. H. Divine, 'u.

BOUT the only one who was not busy or at least making

a fair pretence in the office of the Daily Herald that

afternoon was Alfred Willoughby. While even the

" cub
"

reporters had the appearance of doing some

thing energetic, Willoughby sat moodily on his flat-topped desk in

the far corner of the
"

City
"
room. He was staring into a corner

where nothing appeared to attract attention but an antiquated

map of the suburbs, and a last year's calendar.

Neither calendar nor map attracted Willoughby's abstracted

gaze. The young man's thoughts were unpleasant. He was

thinking of how he had tried a dozen professions and had failed

in all ; of how he was even now making a dismal failure of a

journalistic career. The cigarette between his lips fell to the

floor and he slowly slid off the desk, got his hat, stuck some copy

paper into his pocket, and walked down the room into the city

editor's sanctum.

Mason, the city editor, looked up from his pile of copy :

"

Say, are you doing West Side, No. 7 ?
"

Willoughby nodded.

"

Well, you don't seem to be doing it," continued Mason.

When the latter saw that Willoughby was not going to reply,
he added :

"
It's time you got out and got your hands on some news. I

haven't seen any from your district in two weeks. We don't pay

men here to do nothing. It may be a bad territory to get much

out of, but you can at least make something that's readable. If

there's nothing, start something. Now you go out and send me

by three o'clock, a story of some kind with a little life to it—if

it's only two words—if you don't, you needn't hang around this

office any longer. Understand ?
"

Willoughby understood. He remained perfectly still until

Mason had finished and then walked over to a side desk littered

with newspapers of the morning. After deliberately rolling a

m
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cigarette and placing it limply in his mouth, with not so much as

a good bye, he passed out. He walked slowly through the long
narrow room where the typewriters were rapidly clicking out a

medley of metallic sounds and on through to the street door.

The editor's words were still ringing in his ears—"
a story of

some kind, if it's only two words." Well, what could he do? If

there wasn't any news to get, how was he to get it. It had always
been that way ; he had knocked around for six years and had been

knocked around from one thing to another until—well, was any

thing really worth while? "
I don't seem to be able to do any

thing," he murmured as he made his way along Way street to a

West Side car.

Two hours later the news for the late edition of the Daily
Herald was already in the office, either being set up by the lino

type machines or pounded off on the typewriters. As Mason

glanced over the head lines he had already written, he called out

to nobody in particular :

"
I haven't got a good front page story yet, what's coming ?

"

Just then the telephone rang, and it was for the city editor. It

informed him that
"
West Side No. 7

"
had something to send in

over the phone.
"

Here, you, take this," ordered Mason to a
"
cub

"

reporter.

The youth grabbed the phone and proceeded to put down in an

ugly scrawl, the words as they came over the wire. The more he

wrote the more excited he became. As he said "
Good bye

"
and

jabbed down the receiver, the "cub
"

jumped up importantly and

gasped to Mason, who was now up to his elbows in copy :

"
It's a suicide—in the South river—

"

"
Good ; give it to Smithers and tell him to play it up for the

front page." Disappointment spread over the
"
cub's

"
face.

His thoughts of writing a
"

big
"

story were all tumbled down. It

was to go to Smithers, a tried man.

Smithers hammered the story off on the typewriter ; the editor

dashed off a big scare headline and slammed it over to the copy

boy with orders to "rush."

As the booming and whirring of the giant press echoed along

the corridors of the Herald building to the editor's room, Mason

lay back in his chair at rest, feet upon the desk, hands in his vest

pockets.
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"

Well," he remarked,
"
after all I guess West Side No. 7 did

come through with a real story. I cold him it was his last

chance."

"Who's doing that God-forsaken beat anyway?" inquired

Smithers from the other side of the desk.

"
I can't remember his name now."

A boy rushed in with one of the first papers fresh from the

press. Mason grabbed it and glanced hurriedly over the front

page. Following the scare head, "Jumped Into South River,"
ran the opening paragraph containing the gist of the leading

story :

"

Shortly after three o'clock this afternoon several workmen

along the water front saw a well-dressed young man leap into the

South river at the foot of Black street. The man was dead when

taken out twenty minutes later. Letters found in his coat pocket

identify the deceased as Alfred Willoughby of—
n

The Toiler.

Not through the dark hours moves the dreaded fate,
With garments heavy-trailing through the night ;

Who beckons to the ever-swinging gate
That opens and then closes on the Light ;

But in the broad day-light, unheralded
She walks, and with her unresisted hand
Bows to the ground the once proud-lifted head
Of him who toils and sweats at her command ;
Breaks that stout frame and stiffens hand and foot,
Effaces all of that once god-like mind,
Dries up life's growing pleasures at the root,
And only leaves the senseless dust behind.
At last he drops the weary strife, and then
She blots his faint-traced name from minds of men.



The College Editor.

Stanton Griffis, 'io.

HE editor-in-chief of a college daily representing one of

the greatest American institutions of higher education

was recently elected the most popular man in his class.

He was a man of brilliant powers of thought and thought
expression, a radical by nature, yet in the position which he oc

cupied in his university, bound hand and foot by the traditions

of his paper and his office. It is needless to say, perhaps, when

the significance of the popularity vote is considered, that his course

was not up-stream, that his were the opinions of the
"
influential

majority ';
among the undergraduates. His paper, like his univer

sity, is now, as in his administration, guided by the spirit of the

past and its influence changes neither for better nor for worse.

In Cornell University, fortunately or otherwise, traditions are

in the making, and journalistic influences from the offices of The

Era, the Sun, and, indeed, the somewhat gymnastic Widow, have

only in rare cases stood for conservatism. The claim of Life that

it is with a single exception the only editorially free publication
in America should be disputed by every college editor, for in its

miniature way, the college paper should, above all other publica

tions, stand for freedom of utterance, untrammelled by the in

fluence of the business department, of organizations of any sort, or

of the
"
influential majority."

" If the chairman of the Yale

News is the right sort of a man," declared President Hadley re

cently,
"
Yale runs along pretty smoothly." It was a high tribute

to the influence of the college newspaper but it was none too high
if that influence be in the hands of a man who combines diplom

acy with back-bone.

In the college newspaper the editorial column has been the de

partment where development has come most slowly. Of the

prominent college publications of today, the only ones in which

emphasis is laid upon this department are the Williams Record

and Amherst Student, two publications which are notable for

their excellent editorial matter, the Daily Princetonian, the Yale

JL
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Nezvs, the Columbia Spectator, the Harvard Crimson, the Daily

Pennsylvanian, the Purdue Exponent and
the Missourian. And

even in these publications, the appearance of an editorial on a

vital question is the exception rather than the rule. The college

editorial is apt to degenerate into one or a combination of three

things ; first, and most frequently, a hat passed about with a plea

for financial support of some university undertaking, athletic or

otherwise ; second, an advertising page in prose ; third, a pulpit

from which little sermons are delivered for daily thought. The

field of world affairs, of dramatic criticism, or even of critical

comment on college affairs is as yet almost unexplored and the

development of the editorial department of the paper must be

very great before the college newspaper shall approach its highest

efficiency.
The college editor whose work ends in his office when his

editorials are sent to the printer, is a failure. To make his in

fluence vital and effective, his printed utterances must be but the

beginning of his work and its continuance must be personal, ex

erted among the men with whom he comes in contact, and to a

great extent, in those societies the purpose of which is the con

sideration and solution of undergraduate problems. For, fortun

ate or unfortunate as may be the particular case, in a community,
as small as the average University community, the personal
element cannot be neglected in the case of the college edi

tor and his editorials. And in this very circumstance lies a

potent cause for the failure of many college papers to influence

the community to which they make their appeal. For the uni

versity community is unfortunately a picture puzzle of cliques
and organizations of every sort and only once in a generation
comes the college editor who can put together the mazy pieces of

the puzzle and look at the university in which his workTies, from
a universal viewpoint. So, as we have noted in the columns of

the Sun, that paper will never reach its highest efficiency for

University service until it secures as its chief a man whose affilia

tion with certain social groups is not so strong as to blunt his per.

ception of the viewpoints of the men who are not members of

these groups.

The college editor is, of course, far more apt to make grave
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mistakes in judgment than the metropolitan newspaper man, for

his training in college journalism cannot extend, at the utmost,

more than three years, before he takes his place at the head of the

paper, though his previous experience with other newspapers if he

has had it, will stand him in good stead. But at best his ideas

are apt to be pitifully half-baked, choice subjects for faculty wit

and sarcasm. His chief tempation, and the one, alas, to which

he all too often submits, is to sacrifice matter to manner. Yet

this is by no means his only temptation. His knowledge of

journalistic values is apt to be great and when there comes an op

portunity to achieve fame or notoriety as the case may be, by

attacking a University evil which he might eradicate by a sugges

tion, without blazoning that evil to the world in his editorial

column, the temptation is sometimes a hard one to conquer. But

the policy of the college paper, as indeed of all newspapers, should

be peace when peace can be obtained with bloodless victory, and

fight only when the good will outbalance the evil results.

The college editor who is known as a man who " does things
"

will find himself the vortex of a whirl of influences whenever an

important subject is ripe for comment. His final judgment may

be the result of these influences or may be reached as the result

of his own clear and logical thinking. But in the long run, the

man who, when he hits, hits hard, and who does not explain but

lets his work justify itself, will do his work well. His reward

will be perhaps the loss of men whom he thought were friends

and a knowledge that he has played the game as it has seemed to

him fair. The rewards of college journalism as a whole have

been tersely stated :
" The business manager gets the experience ;

the printers get the money ; and the editor gets ."
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A One-Act Skit.

C. A. Carroll, 'io.

PERSONS.

John Anderson.

Harry Carson, his friend.

Julia Anderson, his sister.

Helen Brock, herfriend.
Miss Drummond, the Anderson s aunt.

Mary, the Anderson1s maid.

Henry Ellis, a life insurance agent.

Scene—Reception room in the Anderson's home.

Time—8:45 A. m. The last day of a house party.

The scene represents the usual drawing room in a suburban

home. In the back of the room, center, a large opening, hung with

portieres, leads into the dini7tg room. The portieres are half

drawn. A door, left, leads to the foyer hall. On the right, is a

fire-place, and above it is a mirror. On the left, back of the door

is a square grandpiano. Chairs, tables etc. in various parts of
the room. The rise of the curtain discovers the maid cleaning
under the piano. Julia Anderson enters hastily, and without

noticing the maid, goes up to the mirror, and nervously tries to

adjust her hair. The maid observes her from behind the piano.

Julia
—

"

Just when I'm in a hurry, too. He'll be here at nine

o'clock and ( She gives an excited pull at her hair, and it falls down

over her shoulders. Then nervously and angrily) Now I've done it.

What shall I

Maid—(continuing her dusting)
"

Hem, ahem."

Julia
—

(turning quickly)
"
You there Mary ? Why did'nt you

say so ?
"

Maid—
"
I thought mebbe I wasn't supposed to be a looking

and
"

Julia—
"

Well, never mind* that, come upstairs and help me

with this hair."

Maid—(continuing to dust)—
"
Yes mum, I'll be right up.

"
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Julia
— "But I want you now. I expect a gentleman at nine

o'clock, and its' ten of now. Hurry." (Exit).
Maid—(laying down duster) "All right, Mum, I'm coming,

though I aint sure I can fix real hair all by itself. (To herself) I

wonder what she's doin' up this time o' morning—must be a

very particular gentleman that's comin' at nine. Looks interestin'."

Julia
—(from within, as if ascending the stairs)—

"

Mary, hurry."

(The voice of the aunt is heard from dining room rear, but she

is not seen).
Aunt

"

Mary," (Mary hesitates between the two calls)

Julia (louder from within)
"

Mary !
"

Mary—(decisively, and going towards the door left)
"

Yes,

Mam." (Exit).

(At this moment, Miss Drummond, the aunt, enters from the

rear door.

Aunt—
"

Mary, Mary. I wonder where that girl is. I can't

find my sewing basket anywhere in the house." (Seeing it on

table, taking it in her hand, and sitting in one of the easy chairs.)

(Then aloud)
"
Never mind Mary, I've found it." (To herself,

spreading her sewing paraphernalia about her)
"
Now I'll have a

nice sew. If it were not for some occasional excitement like this,

these receptions and balls would be the death of me." (She starts

sewing.)

{Enter John Anderson.}

John
—

"
Good morning, auntie."

Aunt— (Stands up in astonishment, dropping her scissors, spool

etc)
" For heaven's sake, how did you ever get up so early ?

"

John
—

"
I'm a reformed man, Auntie."

Aunt—
"
What ! you're not going to get married ?

"

(He nods)

Aunt—
"
Who ? Helen Brock ? Thank goodness. I was

afraid the house party was going to be a failure. It would have

been the only unsuccessful affair of the season. I'm so glad.

WTien does it come off?
"

John
—

"
I-I don't know, Auntie. You see it isn't absolutely

fixed yet, but she's almost accepted me. You won't tell sister,

will you ?"

Aunt—" Why?"
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John
—

"

She'd jolly me. You know she invited Helen around

and she jollied me before she came. I think she wanted it to

come out that way."

Aunt—
" All right, I'll keep mum."

John
—

"
You know, Helen's an awful clever girl. On account

of all these receptions and things, we've hardly had a chance to see

each other all week. She proposed that we meet down here at a

quarter past nine when everybody else will be in bed. Wasn't

that clever of her ?
"

Aunt—"Oh yes."

John
—"And she's coming at a quarter past nine."

Aunt—(making no move)
"

Hum, that's nice."

John
—

" It's nine o'clock now."

Aunt—
" Hum."

John
—

"
Don't you think you could take these sewing things

away, for, for when she comes."

Aunt—
"

Oh, that's what you want ? Very well, but a girl who

doesn't like sewing things '11 never make a good wife." (She starts

collecting her things)
"
I suppose you'll want me to be leaving

next?"

John
—

"

Well, it might be better. You see we have to—arrange

the day."
Aunt—

"
It's my opinion that it's always better to have a third

party present when there's courting going on. I know I'd never

have lost Tom, if I'd done that. Take my advice and make the

wedding soon."

John
—

" All right, aunt, can I help you with those things ?"

Aunt—
"
I'll call Mary, (louder) Mary, Mary."

John—
" That reminds me, I expect a life insurance agent at

9:20. Will you tell Mary to show him in here when he comes ?"

Aunt—
"
For goodness sake what is the life insurance agent

for?"

John
—"To insure my life of course."

Aunt—"
But why at 9:20."

John—
"
Don't you see Aunt, I want to give her a surprise, and

show her that I've cut out all my wildness, and have settled down

and become sensible and domestic. At 9:15 she will come. At

9:18 I shall slip this ring on her finger, at 9:19 the day will be
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set, and at 9:20 this insurance fellow I wrote to, will come in, I'll

sign the policy, making my future wife my beneficiary, and then

she'll know I've reformed in earnest. Don't you think that's a

clever idea? It's all my own."

Aunt—
"
Clever ? I'd do nothing of the kind till you're regular

ly married.

John
—"But you don't know her, Aunt."

Aunt—"That's what I used to tell them about Torn."

John
—

"
But she's so different from others."

Aunt—
"
So was Tom."

John
—

"

Well, I can't reason with you. Don't forget to tell

Mary—I'm going out to smoke until a quarter past nine. (Exit.)
Aunt—"Mary, Mary." Mary, (from within)

"

yes mam, com

ing."

Mary enters left.

Aunt—
" Didn't you hear me call you before ?

"

Mary—
"

Oh, no mam."

Aunt—"Where were you ? I looked all over downstairs for you."

Mary—"Sure, I was sweeping the carpet in Miss Julia's room.

It's full of hair."

Aunt—"I want you to help me gather these things together."

Mary—(starting to gather them) "Yes Mam."

Aunt—
"
Is Miss Julia up ?"

Mary—
"
Yes mam, I mean, no mam. She said for me—she

told me to say
—she said she was going to sleep till 10 o'clock."

Aunt—
"
She said that?"

Mary—
" That's what she said. Beggin' your pardon, mam,

but there's a young lady we know about would like to have the

parlor empty about nine o'clock, I'm thinking mam, and she'd

kind of, you know, appreciate it mam if you left the room empty,

mam."

Aunt—
"

Yes, I know. The gentleman was just telling me.

That's why I'm leaving."
Mary—" Yes mam. Is there anything else, mam ?"

Aunt—"Yes, if an insurance agent comes to the door and in

quires for Mr. Anderson, you can show him right into the parlor.

Do you understand?"
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Mary—
"
Into the parlor? For Mr. Anderson?"

Aunt—
"
Yes."

Mary—(Smiling)
"
I thought mebbe they wouldn't want to

be disturbed."

Aunt—
"
Mr. Anderson has a special reason. Those are the

orders."

Mary—"Yes Mam."

Aunt—"Give me those things now. I must go." (Exit).
Mary—(hands them to her)

"
Yes mam, I must finish dust

ing beore nine o'clock." (Starts to dust).

(Enter Julia with an elaborate coiffure, and dressed prettily.
Looks at herself in the mirror from several angles. Hears foot

steps on the stairs.)

Julia—(Pushing Mary out of the door, back)
"

Hurry, hurry,
here take your cloth." (She sits down hastily and pretends to

read.)

Enter Harry Carson.

Carson—"Good morning, Miss er—Julia, I see you got here

first."

Julia—
"
Yes I did. I thought men were supposed to be more

punctual than women."

Carson—
"

Why—really—Miss—er—Julia, I wouldn't have

kept yon waiting for the world—I
"

Julia—
"

But, you did."

Carson—"
But I mean in—er—intentionally. You see accord

ing to my watch—"

Julia—
"

Oh, you needn't apologize (he is disconcerted)—(She
smiles) We're here now. (He brightens)
Carson—" Yes exactly. I want to tell you (She leans forward

expectantly) what a bully time I've had all week. (She draws

back apparently disappointed)—The only trouble has been that

I've hardly had a chance to—to see you alone. (He hurries on)
And now, this is the last chance I'll have, and I want to tell you

(She again leans forward expectantly) how much I appreciate
your meeting me down here this morning alone (She draws away
her hand embarrassed.) Ah ! don't take your hand away. I won't

see you again for weeks. This has been the happiest week of my
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life. (He again takes her hand and keeps it.) And I can't go

away without telling you—that—I love you, and (leaning close

to her), Julia, would it be too much if I ask you if—"

(Mary is

heard at the door addressing somebody )
Mary—

"
Yes sir, he said for you to go right into the parlor."

(Enter Mr. Ellis much to the chagrin of Carson, who rises

quickly.)
Ellis—(bows to both)

"
Good morning, good morning. This,

I presume is the lady ?
"

Carson—"What !
"

Julia
—

"
What assurance !

"

Ellis—
"
Yes that's it. Congratulations both, and now let's

get to business. I represent as you know the International Life.

Your choice of the Company shows your confidence in it. As you

intimated sir, you want the kind of policy best suited to a man

about to be married. Such a policy I have brought."

(Carson and Julia attempt to interrupt, as frequently during this

talk, but the agent goes right on.)
"
Still I may as well tell you the advantages and disadvantages

of the various kinds of policies and you can choose for yourself.

Now the straight life policy—
"

Carson—(helplessly)
—

"
I didn't

"
—

Yes I know you didn't want a straight life, and I wouldn't

advise a man in your position to get one. That leaves the twenty-

payment, and the twenty-year endowment. Now of all policies, the

one I always advise for a young couple is the twenty-year endow

ment."

Carson—(angry)
"
But—why—why—

"

Ellis—(cooly)
"

Well, there are several very good reasons. As

far as the protection of the widow is concerned—
"

Julia
—(Bubbling over with anger)

"
Do you mean ?"

Ellis—
"
Yes exactly ! Of course I understand it is not pleasant

for you to hear even the possibility of the gentleman's death re

ferred to. At the same time, even that must be considered in a mat

ter of business like this. I was about to say that as far as the pro

tection of the widow is concerned, an ordinary straight life policy

is as good as another. But this is the only thing a straight life

does, protect the survivor, and you pay premiums all your life."
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Carson—
"
But I don't want any of your straight life or—

"

Ellis—
"

Exactly,sir ,1 thought you didn't sir, but I just thought

I might explain for the benefit of the lady. The twenty-year en

dowment policy, though a little more expensive is the only logical

policy for a young married couple. In addition to protecting the

widow absolutely, it is a very good investment, for it provides a

fund for a time when it is very likely to be needed. Now for in

stance with you people a twenty-year endowment policy, will fall

due at just the time when you can readily expend that amount on

your children. A son perhaps would just about be entering col

lege ; a daughter would be just about making her debut into society.

Besides—
"

Julia
—

(angrily to Carson) "Did you have the presumption to

ask this man around before you even procured my consent to—
"

Ellis—
" Pardon me madam, but the gentleman was perfectly

right. He knew that you would feel delicate about a matter of

this kind, and that perhaps you would feel like a great many ladies

do under similar circumstances and refuse to give your consent to

having him insured. But it is really a matter of business, and

questions of sentiment should not count." (She throws herself

into a chair and begins to cry. Carson pulls himself together and

explodes.)
Carson—"You fool you. How dare you come around here and

insult a lady like that. You
"

Ellis—
"
Dont let that worry you, sir. They're always like

that, (confidentially) They don't like to think of their sweethearts

dying you know. She'll be glad when it's all through with.

Now as I was saying, a twenty-year endowment is the only logical

policy for a man about to marry."
Carson—(exasperated)

"
I never told you I was about to marry."

Ellis—
"

Well, I like that. Here's your letter right here.

(Reads) Mr. Henry Ellis :—

Dear Sir :—

"
Please call at 9:20 tomorrow morning. I've just

become engaged, so bring around the kind of policy a man wants

to get when he is going to be married."

Julia—(crying)
"
I'll never have anything more to do with you,

Mr. Carson."
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Carson—(excitedly) "Why this is nonsense. Let me see that

letter."

(Helen Brock and John Anderson who have just approached

through the dining room lovingly, arm in arm, stop at the por

tieres astounded. They are just in time to overhear Carson's de

mand for the letter.)

John
—(Behind the portieres excitedly to himself).

"

Hell, my
letter." (To Helen)

"
You stay here.". (He pushes her behind

the portieres, and enters quickly, unobserved. Ignorant of the fact

that the letter has been read,and wishing to prevent its contents be

coming known, he snatches it from Ellis just as the latter is hand

ing it to Carson. He speaks rapidly to cover his embarrassment,

and tries to get Ellis away.)

John
—

"
You wanted to see Mr. Anderson, I believe. I am

Mr. Anderson. If you'll come this way please (pulling him by

the arm.) I'm sorry to detain you
—an important engagement you

know. Come right upstairs."

Ellis—"Well here's a rum one. Then you sent that letter?"

(Julia realizes the situation, and sits up).

Julia
—(laughing)

"
Oh John, I would strongly advise a man

about to be married to take a twenty year endowment. It is the

only logical policy for a young couple."

John
—(looks from one to the other sheepishly)

"
Well I'll be

damned."

Julia
—

(Sees a movement of the curtains and going to them,

discovers Miss Brock hiding behind, whom she pulls out into the

middle of the room)
" I'm so glad Helen. We'll be regular sisters

now."

John
—(Surprised and relieved)

—"Why, what's come over

you, Julia? I was afraid you'd jolly me, and that's why I wasn't

going to tell you till it was all over. So you're not going to jolly

me after all ?"

Julia
—

"

Well, I would have last week, but just now
—(looking

at Carson) well, I can't, that's all. (Laughs.) (Carson is embarrassed

and at a loss. Miss Brock comes to the rescue.)

HELEN—"Mr. Carson, aren't you going to take out an endow

ment policy?"
Carson—(to Julia)

"
Am I ?"
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Julia—(bashfully) "Of course you are."

John
—"Well, I'll be damned. And just think, Harry, we're

going to be brothers."

(Meantime the insurance agent has been busy writing out the

policies. The aunt enters. John and Julia rush up to her.)

John )
_<_what do vou think aunt?"

Julia j

Julia
—

" Helen and John are going to be married."

Aunt—"That's nice. Congratulations."

John
—

"

Julia and Harry are going to be married."

Aunt—
" No ! Well, there is some good in these house parties

after all."

(The couples pair off.)
Ellis—

" There's nothing like assurance. Let's see—$10,000

apiece. All right."
Aunt—"Oh—Why didn't I get Tom to do that?"

Curtain.

The Spirit of the Grind.

It's the Spirit of the Ages,
Is the spirit of the grind.
As he thumbs his dirty pages,

As he reads of fools and sages,

As he learns to earn his wages,

Let him grind.

Later men will often wonder

How his genius was so hid :

How they could have kept him under—

He who never made a blunder :

They will say,
' '

He studied yonder—

That he did."

Have a care lest from this learning
The best pleasures be exempt :—

Lest too late, with pain discerning
Your vain hopes to ashes burning,
To your inward self be turning

With contempt.

S. P. Lovuu,, '12.



Fraternity Rushing at Cornell.

G. F. Pond, 'io.

©NE
of the best and most beneficial features of undergrad

uate life at Cornell is the fraternity life, and one of the

worst is the fraternity rushing system incident to the

same throughout the many years that these societies

have existed here. That Cornellians have not realized this be

fore, and tried to remedy the undignified and altogether unfair

manner of pouncing upon the defenseless freshman as he alights
from the train, and snapping a pledge badge into his buttonhole

before he has had a chance to get his bearings, is quite astonishing.
And yet let us pause to consider the conditions under which

these fraternities have struggled. We read in Baird's "
Manual

of American College Fraternities
"
that back in the fifties and

sixties these societies were more or less hostile toward each other,
and that this ill feeling sometimes terminated in hand-to-hand en

counters. Members were taught to fight for their own organiza

tion, defend their brothers, and condemn the independents. As a

matter of fact, we find some of this same hostile spirit prevalent

to-day in fraternities of some of the smaller colleges, where in

class and university politics certain combinations are formed and

an exchange of votes manipulated. Cornell, in the past, has not

been entirely free from this spirit of hatred, but the time has

come when it should be absolutely abolished and replaced by
mutual friendship.
We are here at a vital stage in Cornell's growth, shaping its

habits for the future. While we are here we should see to it that

the customs are adopted and the standards fixed that will best

preserve the worthy traditions of the student body. Although

fraternity men comprise only about one-third of the Cornell stu

dents, still it cannot be denied that they have a great influence

over, and in fact practically control the activities. It follows

that something should be done to promote a better feeling among

our fraternities than has heretofore existed.

Nothing throughout the year tends more to promote bad feeling
between the fraternities than the present method of selecting
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freshmen. It is the same old spirit that has been handed down

in fraternities from year to year, from senior to freshman ; trying

to get this freshman or that one away from the other
"

crowd,"

and so
"

slip one over on them." It is admitted by all that there

are enough good men in Cornell for all the fraternities, and

enough good fraternities for all the men who desire to join. Then

why not adopt a system fair to all, which will allow the man

being rushed ample time to make his choice, and at the same time

give the fraternities an equal opportunity to look him over?

Such a system would require, in the first place, a postponement

of the bidding. Secondly, there should be an orderly and impar

tial way of making dates ; and finally, rushing should be limited

to certain specified periods to prevent the marooning of freshmen

in one house. The committee in charge of formulating new

rules recognizes these three principles and has made them the basis

of the new system.

The new rules which are being drawn up for next year but

which have not yet been presented to the fraternities for their ap

proval, provide for a rushing period of two weeks, and include

what are known as rushing dates. On week days there is a date

of one to three, and five-thirty to eight P. M. ; on Sundays three

periods lasting from one o'clock to eight P. M. This will tend to

put the rushing on an orderly basis, will consume no unnecessary

time of either the freshmen or fraternity men, and will give the

parties interested plenty of time to size each other up. It is also

provided that no dates are to be made before the first day follow

ing freshman registration, and then only in the freshman's room.

This will do away with the so-called "

push-ball game
"
at the

trains, and will tend to systematize the making of engagements.
At the end of two weeks there will be a pledge day on which one

hour is given for the extending of invitations to freshmen. Un

iform card invitations are to be used, and no fraternity delegate
can at that time seek to influence a freshman in his decision.

Whatever may have been said previously to the freshman by the

fraternity rushing him, whether the influence brought to bear has
been great or small, he is still master of his own fate and has the

power of decision in his own hands. This enables a freshman to

be his own chooser, and will successfully eliminate the well known

device of " hot-boxing
"
the man.
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The above points are the main ones advanced by the new rules.

It cannot be hoped that any set of rules put into effect next year

will be entirely satisfactory to everyone or meet every exigency
that arises, but the rules outlined above, if adopted, would certain

ly bring us one step nearer the ideal, and doing such they should

have the support of every fraternity man. If those who next year

as seniors will have it in their hands to carry out these rules will see

to it that the hatred and petty grievances that have existed be

tween fraternities in the past are cast aside, and that a new spirit
of fairness and democracy characteristic of the greater general

spirit of this University is inculcated, they will have accomplished
a great good for Cornell.

What's in a Dinner?

Samuel S. Bullen,
'

10.

^I^f^k ID you ever have your stomach get disgusted with the

^m 1 world and nestle up against your back-bone for comfort ?

y^^/ Mine did that night. I didn't blame it much because

I hadn't put anything into it except one piece of stale

pie for two whole days, and during that time, I had walked fifty

miles. I had just been chased away from the big club house on

the hill and I didn't give a rap what happened. I was sitting beside

the road peeling a willow stick with my knife and wondering

where I'd hang out for the night, when I heard a horse coming

through the woods. I guess that put the idea into my head. The

stick I had in my hand was white and shiny and there was just

light enough to make it look like a gun.

I pulled my hat down over my eyes, got behind some bushes

and waited. I was so far gone that I did'nt even
take the trouble

to get excited. All I could think of was something to make that

stomach get over its grouch. When the horse came opposite me,

I jumped out and grabbed him by the head and stuck up my

"

gun." That horse must have had a mighty long trip, because

he did'nt even shy. He just stopped and hung his head and looked

at me.
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"
I suppose it's my money or get shot up?" said the rider. For

all the interest he seemed to be taking in the proceedings, he

might have been talking about the weather.

"
I want money enough to get a square meal and I want that

damned quick," said I.

"

Why, my friend, don't you know you are breaking all the rules

of the road ? Why don't you ask for all I have and be done with

it? Or do you expect me to be overcome by your kindness and

give you what I have on me to save your conscience a little work ?"

And he pulled one foot out of the stirrup and settled into an easier

position.
"
Come on now, I haven't had anything to eat for a couple of

days and you've got to furnish something. Get busy and dig

down." I flourished my
"

gun
"
a little, but for some reason it

didn't seem to shine as much as it had at first.

"

Oh, so that's the case? Well, my friend, I don't happen to

have a cent on my clothes, but I know something better than just

sitting here- and letting you take pot shots at me. You come

over here to the club with me and we'll see what we can do toward

filling that empty space."
"
Sure—fine ! Can't you just see me going over there and letting

you call a bunch of men and get me put over for a couple of years?
Not so that you could notice it. You just get busy and hunt

around in your jeans and dig up some cash. That's all I want

just now."
"

Come, come, my friend, I really haven't anything with me.

I'll show you," and he turned out his pockets.
"
And if I had,

you would'nt dare shoot so near the house, so I'd keep it anyhow.
But I'm hungry too, so let's forget our troubles and have some

dinner on me. I give you my word that nothing will happen to

you."
He said it in such a calm way that I knew right off he meant it.

And besides, I knew I could'nt do a great deal of harm with my

stick-gun.

"Well, even if you do get me pinched, I'll get something to eat,
so here goes. But damn you if anything does happen. IT1 take

pains to get in one good lick at any rate. Take that from me."
"
All right old man, I'll remember," he said. "

You just come

along. I guess nothing very serious will come of it."
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I walked along beside the horse, wondering where it would all

end. When we came to the house, he gave the horse to a man and
led the way inside. I expected to see a bunch gather around me

and want to know what it was all about. But there were'nt many
there and no one seemed to notice me at all. We went to the

wash room and cleaned up a bit and then to a little table in the

corner of the dining room and waited for things to come. It

was'nt long but all the time I could smell the food that was being
served at another table, and I was pretty near wild. My host

didn't say a great deal and I didn't pay attention to what he did

say. All I could think of was the stuff that nigger was going to

bring us.

When it did come that dinner was a wonder. I thought I had

had good things to eat before, but none of them could begin to

come up to that. I couldn't tell the names of half of them, but

they all went to the spot as fast as I could shovel them in. I kept
right on eating after the other fellow quit. I couldn't see the use

of letting manners interfere with a piece of heaven like that. He

seemed to enjoy seeing me fill up. Whenever anything gave out,
he'd order a new supply. There had to come an end of course.

I didn't want to stop,but I didn't want to busteither,and I thought

stopping would be easier. When he saw I couldn't hold any

more, my friend gave me a cigar and we went out on the porch.
There were some fine big chairs and when I was settled in one, I

didn't care if the old world just stopped right there.

Of course he wanted to know how a man like me came to be in

the business of holding up people at night, so I told him about the

dirty deal the mill-owners gave us in our strike. I told him the

whole story from the time when they cut our wages till they

brought in the two train-loads of scabs. He was the easiest to

tell things to that I have ever seen. After I was all talked out, he

told me a bunch of things about people he had known who were

hard up, and about some tight places he had been in himself. I

guess the dinner must have made me sleepy. At any rate his

voice kept getting farther and farther away. Finally I thought I

heard him say something about
"

excuse," and
" be back soon,"

and then I went dead off.
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When I came to again, the moon was away up in the sky. It

was getting cold too, and when I put my hand down by my side,

the chair seemed to have gotten mighty rough and wet. Some

thing made my head feel queer. I put up my hand and there was

a big lump on the head and the hand came away all wet and dark-

colored in the moon-light. That set me wondering and I started

to sit up. To do that I had to raise myself with my hands and

they went into some long wet grass, and my head hit hard against
a branch of a tree. By that time, I was getting straightened

around, but just for a minute I couldn't make out how I came to

be lying there beside the road in the ditch. Then it all came

over me. What an almighty heavy riding-crop that fellow must

have carried !

Swimming at Cornell.

D. H. Lehman, 'io.

/^•■■r HE purpose of the Director of athletics at Cornell is to

/ 1 get as many men as possible interested in some form of

%g^ sport. To this end there are the four Major Sports,
football, crew, baseball, and track ; and ten Minor

Sports, association foot-ball, basket-ball, cricket, fencing, golf,
hockey, lacrosse, swimming, tennis and wrestling. The squads
of these sports contain over four hundred men who are actively en

gaged in their respective sports. The facilities enjoyed by all

these branches, except swimming, both for practice and match

games are ample for all their needs. A good tank is naturally
the prime factor in turning out a good swimming team, for in the

University there is plenty of material to pick from. But as most

of us know, our tank is anything but ample for the requirements
of swimming practice, and is absolutely unavailable for meets

with other teams, as there is not enough room for those partaking
in the events and the judges must either go in in bathing suits or

be prepared for wet feet and a good drenching.
In order to find what the concensus of opinion was in regard to

swimming the writer put an article in the Cornell Daily Sun.
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As a result several men interested came to his assistance and soon

sufficient enthusiasm was aroused to get together a team. When

the Minor Sports Association saw the interest that was manifested

and the number of men that were out, they immediately granted
the appeal of the swimming team for membership, in the associa

tion. Thus swimming became a regular Minor Sport and was

entitled to all the privileges enjoyed by the other sports,to the sup

port of the Association, and to a representation of the Captain and

Manager on the Council.

At the first call for candidates, after things were well underway,
over seventy men reported at the tank. With such restricted

quarters it was of course impossible to accommodate so many,

therefore by a weeding-out process the squad was reduced to

twenty men. These men practised conscientiously from three to

five times a week from the first of the year until the middle of

March. The practices consisted chiefly in training on racing

starts, developing the crawl stroke, and making turns. Owing to

the shortness of the tank many turns were necessary for anything
but the sprints, and at the farther end of the tank the turns were

rendered difficult by an overhanging board just above the sur

face of the water. All through the season the men showed good

spirit by appearing regularly at the practices, and competition

was keen in all the events. The freshman class was also well repre

sented and had a team which afforded valuable practice to the

'varsity.

Considering the facilities at its command, and also that this

was the first year of the sport at Cornell the team made a very

satisfactory showing. The season being well under way before a
,

team was assured, only two meets could be arranged for this year,

one with Williams College at Williamstown, Mass., and one with

the University of Pennsylvania at Philadelphia. At Williams the

team lost a closely contested meet. In the Pennsylvania meet the

team lost also, but made a better showing than had either the

City College of New York or Columbia University and almost as

good as Princeton.

Poor facilities were not entirely responsible for these losses, but

with better facilities undoubtedly more and perhaps better men

would turn out and would have opportunity to practice, and so
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compete on a more even basis with teams having at present much

larger and better equipped tanks.

The prospects for next year are very bright. All of the present

Varsity men will be back to form a nucleus and there are several

excellent men who were unable to come out this year but have

signified their intention of competing next year. There are a

number of freshmen who have shown up exceptionally well and

they will undoubtedly develop into splendid material for next

year's 'varsity. The men from this class on some occasions de

feated the 'Varsity swimmers in practice events, and easily de

feated the Ithaca High School team in two meets and the Casca

dilla School, winning all the events from the latter team. E. R.

Thompson, a member of this class, won the cup offered by Captain

H. W. Walker, 'n, and the writer, for the best all around swim

ming.
The Cornell Swimming Team is now a member of the Inter

collegiate Swimming Association. A team will therefore be en

tered in the Intercollegiates, and with the team assured several

dual meets will in all probability be arranged for the coming

year. Swimming is therefore a Cornell sport in every sense of

the word and it is up to every Cornellian who is in any way inter

ested to either come out for the team next year or at least lend his

aid in arousing interest in the new tank until it shall be brought
to the proper authorities and become a reality and not be forever

a mere dream.

The chief objection raised by the Alumni Field Committe,
seems to be that it is unadvisable to build a swimming tank un

less a gymnasium is built with it. How many years have Cor

nellians been talking about a new gymnasium, and how much

nearer are we to securing one now than we were ten years ago ?

None ! At present the only possible way of getting a new gym

nasium is by subscribing the funds ourselves. It is no easy task

to raise $350,000 for a new gymnasium, but it would be not at all

difficult to lay the foundation, put in a swimming pool, locker

rooms, and a heating plant. A 100 by 30 foot tank and loeker

room could be built at a comparatively small cost in such a way
as to serve as the foundation for the new gymnasium to be erected

upon it at a later date. Such a tank as just mentioned would
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cost only five thousand dollars, and the rest of the foundation

would amount to little more.

There are many ways of getting the money for a new tank, and
since we can not look to the University for it one of these must

be adopted. Each of the plans outlined below has been followed

elsewhere and has proven a success.

(i) At Dartmouth College, where there are but twelve hundred

students, a new five thousand dollar tank was built, by each student

buying a brick for ten dollars.

(2) Some colleges charge a fee of ten cents for the privilege of

using the shower rooms, pool, and towels. This might be a

feasible plan to adopt here.

(3) An additional locker fee of one dollar a term would pay for

the tank in a little over a year. Who would not be willing to

contribute that small amount ?

(4) At present the Senior Class Memorial Fund is over twenty-

eight thousand dollars, and no doubt before the end of the year

this will be increased to forty thousand. Need all the money go

to the new athletic house? Why not use a part of it to at least

help build a new pool ?

We can not always wait, what we need now is action. Let the

committee consider the matter at once and decide what plan is

most adaptable. And let every one who is at all interested com

municate with the Alumni Field Committee and arouse it to

action, and if there are any better plans than have been suggested

let them be known. For it behooves each and every Cornellian

to lend a helping hand in this matter now, so that the new tank

will be a realization and not a dream.
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J. Malcolm Strelitz, 'ii.

/^^ UESS I'll beat it down town. Ought to be able to

1 V^^ translate this German in the morning if I get up

^^^/ early enough."
The first causes of things, usually being deeply

hidden, are often overlooked. Perhaps Frederick Washburn was

entirely unconscious of the fact that the old Library clock had

boomed out the hour of eight just a.minute before he informed his

room-mate, Horace Walpole Pendleton, Jr. of his plans for the

evening's entertainment. But the latter, who studied Psychology,
realized that these pleasure excursions of Freddy's now come to be

almost nightly occurrences, were always conceived of a minute or

so after 8 P. M. Pendleton philosophized that perhaps it was the

clang of the chimes which set into motion the mental mechanism

of Freddy's brain that ground out the idea of the pursuit of liquid

happiness rather than dry knowledge.
Pendleton worried considerably concerning his room-mate's

laxity in studies. It had come to be a regular thing for Frederick

at the stroke of eight, each evening, to forsake the shrine of Min

erva in order to lay offerings upon the altar of Bacchus. Compared
with the dazzling glare of the ornamented fixtures of down-town

thirst parlors, the student lamp was dark as Erebus itself. Pen

dleton, however, realized that even if his theory of the psycho
logical influence the chimes had upon Freddy was correct,
the suppression of the musical offerings of the Library Tower

could not for a moment be thought of. He must find some other

way to lead Freddy from the by-paths of pleasure to the honored

fields of study.
But as Freddy reached for his hat that evening, Pendleton

knew that the time for his room-mate's reformation had not yet
come. His best effort was the oracular admonition,—
"
I guess you better get busy and cut out this going down town

nights or you will find out some fine morning that you are no

longer a member of the University community."
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"
So long," was all that Fred deigned to reply as he slammed

the door.

At twelve o'clock that night Frederick Washburn was defend

ing, with fluent affability, the negative side of the proposition,
Resolved that the assembled multitude should ascend the heights
of Ithaca by means of the next car. His audience consisted of

the occupants of one of the leading booze emporiums of the
"

biggest little city." The orator finished his efforts in an epigram
matic burst of eloquence to the effect that "

whilsht the thing
urged might, hie, be advish—advishable " he desired to

" hie—

question its practicality."
Frederick Washburn, needless to say, had in the evening's

routine secured the requirements necessary to qualify as a cohort

of Bacchus. Yet discretion finally got the better part of valor

and young Washburn added his happy presence to the joyfully
inebriated throng that filled the jag car.

When morning came, the ringing sounds of a large alarm clock

disturbed in no wise the slumbering Freddy. At eleven o'clock

he awoke,—too late to go on the hill, but just in time to receive

the morning mail from the postman.

One of the letters was addressed to himself. In the upper left

hand corner of the envelope there were printed the following

words,—The Office of the Dean of the College of Arts and

Sciences. Tremulously Freddy perused the contents of the letter.

It proved to be a warning in regard to his studies. A brief post

script added
" that any excuse which might be offered to alleviate

the seriousness of the charges would be considered."

As the import of the message dawned upon him, Frederick

Washburn realized that there were no alleviating circumstances

to pardon the laxity he had shown in his studies. He could not

offer a single legitimate excuse. Weighed in the balance and

found wanting he could see the "handwriting on the wall." But

it wasn't a Babylonian finger executing unintelligible hierogly

phics. It was the master hand of
"

Davy
"

filling in the blanks

of a bust notice.

But he questioned whether he really lacked ability. Assured

that such was not the case, he wondered why he had let himself

"slip." It was merely in the quest of excitement after the
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novelty of college life had been transformed into monotonous

routine. In college parlance he had become a "grafter
"

manag

ing to keep his work in a passable state by grafting on his room

mate, the "grind."
"

Say
"
he mused to himself, "I'm going to reform. It's me

for a high seat on the water wagon henceforth. Gee, if I had

only thought about Dad, working away at home to send me to

college I'd reformed long ago."

Next, Freddy thought of his mother. She had faith in him,

shared in his ambitions and never doubted their future realiza

tion. What would she think were he dropped from college?

The more he thought about her the firmer became his intentions

to develop into a real grind himself.

Frederick knew he could learn more in five minutes than his

studious roommate could in a half hour. He resolved to stay

at home nights and study equally as hard as Pendleton. There

would be one certain and sure outcome. Frederick Washburn

would soon rank higher than Horace Walpole Pendleton, Jr.
That meant the winning back of the other fellows' good opinion
and what was more—his own self respect.

One thought more passed through Freddy's mind. He wondered

how much more Marguarite would think of him if, when he went

back home at the end of the term, he could show a record in studies

that meant something. Frederick thought,—but far be it from us,

as omniscient recorder, to expose to the glare of publicity the

meditations of a youth of twenty whose heart has been pierced by
a dart from the deadly bow of Venus' son.

****** *

"

Horace," said Freddy that evening," what's the German lesson
for to-morrow?"

Pendleton pointed out the assignment.
"

Let's study together, Horace," ventured Fred.

Pendleton drew his swivel-chair up to the desk. A quarter of

an hour passed, during which time neither relaxed from his work

a second.

"Horace, I've reformed
"

said Fred breaking the silence.

"Henceforth I study and no mistake."
"
I'm glad to hear it, Fred," replied his room-mate.
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Each bent again to his work. Presently some of the fellows of

the house entered the room. Fred did not look up from his Ger

man lesson until he had completely mastered a particularly diffi

cult passage. Believing he recognized surprise pictured on their

faces at the uncommon sight of his own studiousness, he felt called

upon to explain.
"
Fellows

"
he confessed, "I've reformed. I am going to turn

over a new leaf starting with tonight."
"
Bet it's because of the warning you got from the Dean this

morning, eh Fred?" laughed Kit Sargent.
"
How did you know about it, Kit v?" asked Fred in surprise.

"

Well, Fred, I might as well confess. We had a little con

ference about you down here last night, at Horace's suggestion.
Knew you had the right stuff in you and would reform if some

thing would only turn up to make you see the folly of your ways.

Aided by Carl and Leon here we conceived the idea of a fake

letter, which would start you in the right direction, before you

really busted. Dick Bensley had some of the Dean's stationary.
Guess you ought to thank him as much as anyone else. That's

all, Fred. But I want to be the first to congratulate you on your

reform. Put her there Fred. Shake."

The rest of the fellows followed suit, all extending their hearti

est wishes for the long continuation of the good beginning Fred

erick had made. When Fred had shaken the hand of the last of his

well wishers, he walked across the room and opened the window

in order to air the room of the tobacco smoke which had accumu

lated there. Just at that moment the clear tones of the library

clock, striking the hour of eight, came through the open window.

Freddy reached for his hat.

"
Where are you going?" queried Horace.

"
Guess I'll beat it down town. Ought to be able to translate

this German in the morning if I get up early enough," answered

Fred.
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EDITORIAL.

As the result of recent competitions, The Era announces with

pleasure the following elections to the editorial board :
—Henry

G. Seipp, '11 ; Clarence E. Simonson, '12 ; Stanley P. Lovell, '12 ;

and Charles H. Newman, '13.

With its large measure of good, the fraternity system at Cornell

has manifest and serious evils, among which are immorality, poor

scholarship, and an undemocratic spirit. The influence of these

evils upon the University is necessarily great,
Fraternities. not only because of the large number of fra

ternity men, but because of the advantage of

wealth and family which many possess. Some of the evils can

never be completely overcome, because of the frailty of human

nature; the best to be hoped is that they may be ameliorated. Others

can be in a large measure overcome, because their cause can be

removed through a change in the ideals of the fraternity.
The most serious evil of the system is immorality, carryingwith

it, as immorality always does, a large number of minor evils. In
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each fraternity there are men not immoral, but taken as a whole,
the major vices are widely spread among fraternity men. The

underlying cause is wealth. Most fraternity men have wealth ;

their future is provided against; they grow idle ; idleness breeds

vice. Too often, here, as elsewhere, men of wealth forget that life
is honorable only where and when it is lived in the service of

others, in the pursuit of manly pleasures, and in the building of

character. No amount of preaching can prevail. Since the

world began, men have drunk, and have gone with women. The

cause lies in the weakness of human nature. Only men with wills

of iron resist. The best to be hoped for this evil is amelioration.

It is different with the second great evil,—poor scholarship.
Fraternity men are among the poorest students of the University.
Here again, each fraternity has its exceptions. The underlying
cause is wealth. There is little incentive to work. The idleness

which results is deadly to scholarship, which- requires hard, per

sistent, and close application. Wealth makes possible luxurious

surroundings. Automobiles and the theatre are alluring. Fra

ternity ideals are not intellectual. The fraternity world seems

content never to rise above the world of student activities. Here

it is that time and energy are freely spent ; activities are of

primary interest, university work of secondary importance ; the

intellectual atmosphere does not obtain in the fraternities. The

man who strives for excellence in scholarship is an unwelcome

man ; the social man, the athlete, the student activity man is

lauded. The correction of this evil can be done only by a change

of ideals, but as this is possible, correction need not be dispaired of.

Nor is the evil of the aristocratic and undemocratic spirit in

curable. This evil exists chiefly because of wealth and family.

Fraternity men group together, feel themselves above non-fraterni

ty men, often are exclusive without intending to be so. The hat

clubs just abolished, the purely social clubs which remain are

supported by fraternity men. This attitude of fraternity men,

can be changed only with a change of ideals.

Immorality, poor scholarship, and aristocracy are contrary to

the interests of the University. Before the fraternities can justify
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their existence, they must reform. How can this be done? We

take it there is but one way;
—it must be

Reform. done by the fraternities themselves. How

shall they do it? We take it, it must be

largely done by the Senior Class in the fraternity. In the hands

of the Senior Class, to a large extent, lies the power of shaping

the ideals of its fraternity. To a large extent it is they who

must say whether they will perpetuate the present system year by

year impressing it upon the entering class ; to a large extent, the

Seniors must say whether by example and precept they will

struggle to further morality among the men whose lives they

guide, whether by example and precept they will continue to de

grade intellect and scholarship thereby unfitting men for life and

ruining the rare opportunity of a college education, whether by

example and precept they will eternally fight to keep Cornell and

America without classes, democratic, broad-minded, a land of

freedom.

What will the Seniors who are to come do? The evils are deep

ly implanted ; relief must come gradually ; it will take years to

substantially improve them. The decision of the Seniors is of

vital moment to the fraternity, the University, and the country.

No external force can compel action. A knowledge of what is of

true value in life must be awakened. The awakening will come

only when there is a strong compelling force to know the truth,

to know the truth fully, and to establish it.

Many men at Cornell, have lost their early religious views ;

some are agnostics ; a few are atheists ; some are drifting hither

and thither, swayed by each new discovery of fact. Among these

men of sceptical mind, there has developed
The Church. an attitude of hostility to the Church—the

organ of Christianity. The influence of the

church is belittled ; its evils are magnified ; its destruction would,
it is said, result in good to the world.

Such views are unworthy of intellect. He who condemns the

Church because of its evil, is like unto the man who, going close

up to a magnificent edifice, discovers a flaw, and straightway con-
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demns the structure, great in spite of such flaw. Of course the

church has evils. It is controlled by men, human in their virtues

and vices. To men of learning, its tenets may seem narrow ; its

hope may seem to be built upon sand. To the laymen, it may

seem to shelter the hypocrite ; to harbor leaders whose preaching
is one thing and whose lives are another ; it may seem to be too

severe in its limitations upon pleasure.

But, in spite of evils, as a social institution the church is

indispensable to society. Law, government, the relations be

tween and among men, are built upon the rock of morality. The

church is ever making for morality. Destroy the rock of morality
and the social fabric will be rent asunder and scattered to the

winds. Without morality society could not long endure. Take

from the poor, the maimed, the wretched, hope of a life where,
without distinctions of this world, virtue will be rewarded and

evil punished, and you take all that is worth living for. Ag
nosticism and atheism which would overthrow the church, are,

indeed, unworthy of intellect, and should be so regarded by all

thinking men.

The sands of the hour-glass are fast dwindling down. Anon, and

college life is done for another class,
—the class of Nineteen Ten.

As the end approaches, clearer and clearer, stronger and stronger

comes the realization of the debt of gratitude
Loyalty. due the University, whose services can never

be repaid ; and more and more there stirs

within an awakened spirit of service, loyal to Cornell, willing and

ready, seeking expression in resolutions to render material aid in

the years to come.

In truth, to-day allegiance is sworn ; but to-day the towers of

the University rise above us, and its spell is over us. Our loyalty

will be tested on the morrow. What will we do for Cornell on

the alumni day of to-morrow, when the world's strife presses,

when cares crowd thick and fast and hope is crushed in the real

battle of life ? Will we care for Cornell then ? Will we then re

call our pledges of loyalty? Will we act then? No one can

penetrate back of the veil of the future, but we hope the class

soon to depart, will ever remain as loyal as it now is.
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FATIMA
TURKISH

BLEND

20 for 15 cts. *)

'T'RACK events. Splendid day. Air
r
invigorating. Pretty girls. Well-

dressed men. Everything in tune.

And—Fatima Cigarettes.
A blend of fine Turkish

tobacco. Their taste is mild
and mellow.

Made of perfectly mellowed

tobacco, and there are twenty ex
quisite smokes in each package.

THE AMERICAN TOBACCO CO.
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'
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SUITS, OVERCOATS,
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BAKER'S

Caracas Sweet

Chocolate
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Stvdent Lavndry Agency
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Agents for Hastings' Laundry
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Superior Quality Work
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II.
Established 1842.

Registered,
U. S. Pat. Off.

Walter Baker & Co.
Limited

Established 1780. DORCHESTER, MASS.
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experts.
Class Books.
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Academy, Howitzer, U.S.Military
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cannot be excelled

Correspondence solicited.

904-906 cm si. pnuadeipnm, Pa.
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THE MAN WHO READS

IS THE MAN WHO LEADS

In these days of keen competion and care

ful preparation, the man who succeeds in

engineering must keep his knowledge right up
to the minute. He must follow all new devel

opments, all new methods and everything im

portant that takes place in his chosen field. He
must read the leading engineering journal that
relates to his line of work.

Your needs are metby one of thefollowing:

Electrical World Weekly $3.00 a year

The foremost electrical journal of the world. Covers the entire

electrical art and industry.

Electric Railway Journal Weekly $3.00 a year

The accepted authority on all matters relating to the construc

tion, operation, maintenance and management of electric railways.

The Engineering Record Weekly $3.00 a year

The leading civil engineering journal of America. Covers Muni

cipal Engineering, Industrial Engineering, Railway Civil Engineer
ing, Bridge and Structural Engineering, Power Plants, Heating and

Ventilation, Public Works, etc.

Special Rates to Students Sample copies on Request

McGraw Publishing Go.
239W. 39th St.

P*BW YORK
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Hotel MELBOURNE!

Madison Avenue and 92d St.

NEW YORK CITY

One block from Fifth Avenue and Central Park

For Transient and Permanent Guests.

European and American Plans.

Unexcelled Cuisine and Cafe.

Room and Bath $1.50 per day and up.

Suites and Bath $2.50 per day and up.

Absoutely Fireproof boyce & hatfield

Look at c^lttttg S $X\ S>wTt before buying

PICTURES, FRAMES, ETC.
315 Hast State Street Ithaca, X. Y.

If you want Good Fitting

CLOTHES, we make them.

Large Assortment of

Woolens to select from.

L. C. BEMENT -- The Toggery Shops
st ablished - 1888.

Maker of Shirts to individual measures. Over 400 patterns for selection.

Hatter- Hosier - Glover - Cravetter - Maker of Shirts that fit

Down Town—142 E. STATE On the Hill—404 EDDY

(a) Shops (i) Factory
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A HIGH GRADE

OF WORK ONLY

The Place to go for Photographs.
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New York Life

Insurance Co.

C. H. WEBSTER, Agent

Hotel Cumberland - NewYork
Southwest Corner Broadway, at 54th Street

Near 50th St. Subway Station and 53d St. Elevated.

Broadway cars from Grand Central Depot pass the door.

KEPT BY A COLLEGE MAN.

Headquarters for

College Men

Special Rates for

Strictly First-class

Rates Reasonable College Tearnsege
NEW AND FIREPROOF

$2.50 with bath and up. All outside rooms

Send for Booklet.

HARRY P. STIMSON, Formerly with Hotel Imperial

10 Minutes walk to 20 Theatres

HEADQUARTERS FOR CORNELL MEN
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White Seal
<

'Very Dry"

GEO. A. KESSLER & CO.
SOLE IMPORTERS

New York= and :San Francisco
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Six Numbers for a Dollar
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ave 33% on YOUR CLOTHE
Look over our Fall and Winter

Novelties. Full Dress Suits,
Silk lined throughout, $55.00.

Overcoats, $40.00 and up.

Sack Suits, $35.00 and np.

Honest, Good, Reliable Workmanship.

uI
203 E. Seneca St. Ithaca, N. Y.
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The Pierce Arrow Motor Car Co.,

BUFFALO, N. Y.

Licensed under Selden Patent.
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STAMPING
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Needle Work and

ART EMBROIDERY

Our Cornell Seals and

Fraternity Pillows and

Banners

are Jiptifre. Full Line of

Beads and Necklaces. Bell Phone.
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MORRISON

The Tailor
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American and European Plan

1V/IUSIC at the DUTCH

from 5 to 1 2 P. M.

Sole Agents for
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PETER SCUSA

Fine Shoe Repairing
ON THE HILL

412 Eddy St.

Senior, Junior, Sophomore, Frosh and

Cornell Alumni appreciate our garments

Highly, as we try to please our customers in

E^ery way. This proves our ability in all

Lines that are connected with first class

Tailoring and should diminish all doubt to

Zero.

Ill N. Aurora t.

Next to the Alhambra
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and Goods in Silver and Copper

JJST'Opposite Tompkins County Bank.

University

Book Bindery.

PRACTICAL

BOOK BINDERY
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F. GEORGE REED.

1 18-124 South Tioga St.

Kohm & Brunne

*^* UV\ (HailnrB. <^
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CORNELL LIVERY
EDWARD P. SAYRE, Prop.

First-Class Livery, Hack and
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213 S. Tioga St.

J. CARPENTER - Merchant Tailor.

SUITS $30.00 and up.

205 NORTH AURORA STREET.



6 The Cornell Era Advertiser.

A LOOK IS TO BUY

HERRON'S SHOES

Opp. Tompkins Co. Bank

Latest Edition "Songs of Cornell."
All the down-to-date Hits in Music—Mandolins,
Guitars, Victor Talking Machines, Records

and Everything Musical at

LENT'S MUSIC STORE, »» * aurora st.

1 lie IngerSOld WatClieS are guaranteed for one year

Yankee - $1.00 Junior - $2.00
The Largest stock of CANDY in the City—Wholesale

and Retail. Spearmint and Pepsin Gum.

Goods Delivered Both Phones Open Evenings.

R. C. Osborn & Co. 119-121 east state street

jjj3gfiaiin^
___■

E

Remember we Guarantee e

___

__]

s
S

.A

E
ml
ifl

El

i_]

__»
S

IS

ifl

SI ^

1 Livingston's Tobacco Store. s

Drop^in and let us interest you in our

Line of W.D.C. Pipes

AllfKinds of Tobaccos and Cigarettes

m

m

eJ

El
Is

118 North Aurora Street. P
ifl

E

El
— E

Every Pipe that we sell for ONE YEAR E

is
a

s

___

s

e

s

[__

s

Ei

iin__LK___!__^^



The Cornell Era Advertiser. 7

Ithaca Cold Storage.
Established 187 1

J.W.Hook,
Fruit, Produce

Butter and Eggs

Long Distance Telephone No. 80.

Nos. 1 13-1 15 S. Tioga St. Ithaca, N.Y.

The Original Old Clothes Men

Morris & Jacobs,
S. AURORA ST.

Atterbury System Clothes and Regal

Shoes. - - BARNEY SEAMON.

The Stanley Photo Co.

Photo Engravers Zinc Etchers

Designers College Work a Specialty

207-209 E. Buffalo St Ithaca,N. V.

"Jess" Norwood
Runs the Best Lunch

andDining Room on

the Hill. If youwant

satisfaction

Visit "Jess"

Good Meals
-

i°M_e_at the«£t<£tf£t^*«£t

Greetings to Cornell

Cotrell & Leonard,

Albany, N. Y.

Official makers of

Caps & Gowns

To the American Un-

versities and Colleges

Our Ithaca Agent

Mr. L C. BEMENT.

The Office Cafe.

G. M. Whipple, Prop. TRY US.

The Corner Bookstores

of Taylor & Carpenter
Solicit a share of your patronage

Over forty years of existence

places them among the oldest

and best college stores in th

country.

Their State Street store is one of

the attractions of the city.
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A Dictionary you
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ALWAYS EASY ____________________
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The Architects.

Horace W. Peaslee, 'io.

"
We are the Architects of White

We push the T-Square day and night,

That is, whenever we have the light,

We work at architecture."

{Folk Song.)

^^HE prevailing idea of the architect is bounded by St.

i \ Patrick's Day, the wrong end of the different inter-col-

^^^ lege series, sounds of rough-house under the rafters of

White Hall, and an occasional visit to see the pictures

in the drafting room. Little is known of the real spirit of the

college and little of its traditions.

The inter-collegiate teams in cross country, crew, and chess, are

followed with great interest by all Cornellians but who ever heard

of the Architecture 'Varsity ? There is such a team however,

which represents Cornell in three or four meets a year and usually

carries off most of the honors. In the last meet against oppo

nents, all the first and three second places were captured—five

points out of a possible eleven. The training is most peculiar
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though more severe than in most branches of athletics. For each »

intercollegiate meet there are five weeks of preparation. The first

couple of weeks are spent in loafing, and spreading the college's

reputation for cinch courses. Then the ropes tighten and the

candidates begin to work nights. During the last week of the

training season, the building is open at daybreak and closes when

"The Busts of Architecture.

the lights go out. The training table is a lunch pail reinforced

by frequent trips to the "dog". At the end of this last spasm, the
most promising material is picked and sent to New York for the

big welt. The candidates? Oh, no—the drawings. The candi

dates go to bed or to the Infirmary. Perhaps they go downtown
late in the week, to renew old acquaintances or to see if a new

hotel has been erected.
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This time of stress is known as a
"
charrette ". Some think

the term refers to a garment while others translate it
"
a little on

the wagon ". It is however, a reminiscence of similar times in

the older school—the Beaux Arts of Paris, where the students in

the different ateliers rushed their drawings on push carts or little

wagons to the central exhibition hall.

The hour system is perforce in effect, but the actual scheme is

to require a certain amount of work and leave the rest to the

spirit of competition. There is no supervision of the classes at

work, and in general, this liberty is respected.
It takes some fellows a long time to get the idea ; others never

catch on. Concerning the former—when they do find themselves,

"A Pie-Fest."

there is rejoicing like unto that over the prodigal son, while for

the latter ; we mourn our dear departed.

Each set of problems is judged by the faculty and graded,

Mention, First Mention, or Second Medal. Then the sovereign

class steps in and taxes the happy recipients twenty-five, fifty, or

seventy-five per., according to the award. Those unfortunates

whose problems are accepted but not graded escape tax-free. The

proceeds go to a benevolent fund presided over by a pillar of the

C. U. C. A. and are judiciously invested at the Senate or Zinck's

according to the wishes of the class-corporate—though much de

pends upon the treasurer's preference.
This is the grafter's con

solation, the grind's only chance of getting his money back

depending upon his capacity.
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The long hours of work necessitate frequent trips to the dog-

wagon and pie-fests are quite in vogue. The most tired stoode can

forget his other troubles as he buries himself in a piece of musty

chocolate pie eaten au naturel. Once in a while, the stoode who

goes for the provisions is beset by highwaymen of some other class

but no true carrier ever surrenders without a struggle. The old

est inhabitants recall with glee a memorable attack with cocoanut

pie as thepiece de resistance.

The college is so small that everybody knows everybody else and

there are many affairs during the year to bring the fellows closer

together. There is usually a big smoker in the fall for the fresh

men, occasionally preceded by some irregular and much frowned

on stacking of the frosh room by the sophs. Next comes a clam

bake down the Lake on the staunch ship Horton with that veteran

navigator, Captain Brown. The trip is repeated in the month of

May with Sheldrake as the destination. An underclass baseball

series is run off and a banquet follows. In December, the juniors
get a Christinas tree and entertain the seniors with a stunt. Cos
tumes are worn and youthful presents distributed. Besides these
traditional events there are occasional class smokers usually held
in the college drafting room.

A smoking room was opened last year with pipe racks, church
wardens, and some furniture. It made a fine card room and some
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records were established until the faculty decided that the other
courses offered by the college were worthy of more attention. So
the big heart game was broken up.
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The irregular periods of concentrated work make it practically

impossible for systematic athletic training though an attempt is

made and teams entered in all events. Despite their handicaps
the college last year gave two men to the frosh crew and two 'var-
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sity men to baseball and track. There are several individuals, also,

who are prominent in the indoor sports. In other lines of student

activities the architects take a leading part. About ten per cent

of the college is in the Masque and Musical Clubs. For Spring

Day the students turn out en masse and paint signs. From time

immemorial, the college has contributed the artistic work in the

Cornellian and the Class Book. There is a code of unwritten laws

for student conduct governing every possible offense and after a

formal trial the guilty ones
— they are always guilty—are immersed

in the tank. This punishment is not painful but it's very dampen

ing. The Pump Committees are always on the lookout for this

horse play, so it's customary to walk the straight and narrow path
and keep off the grass.

"Danny King—Fisher.
"

Each class has its own president and these officers contitute

our executive committee, having in charge the intra-mural affairs

of the college. Gargoyle and L'Ogive are the architectural socie
ties. The former is honorary and is connected with the Architec

tural League of America and the Intercollege Architectural Fed

eration. L'Ogive is a social organization.
The most important tradition of the college is Danny King, the

Professor of Sanitary Science. He's everybody's friend and the

mascot of all expeditions.
To the casual observer the architect's life seems an easy one.

As a matter of fact however, the students take great pride in the

standing of the school and set themselves a stiff pace to maintain

it. The nervous tension of the long hours is made endurable only
by the singing and other expressions of good fellowship which are

he dominant note of the whole system.

"T—Square, Rah ! Rah ! T—Square, Rah ! Rah !

Rah—Rah ! Rah—Rah ! Charrette !

Architecture !
"
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Mildred E. Sprague, 'u.

ss ♦§jj[^UT' Bob' l don't like him-"

Ip4
"

That's just like a girl. You don't know him at

%X^^7 all ; you've only met him twice, and here you are,

condemning the poor chap wholesale."
"

Well, then, I don't want to know him. I don't want you to

bring him up. Just because he wants to meet a girl, and because

I'm your sister
—

"

u

Nell, what's the matter with you ? Have you taken a dislike

to Hayes, or what is it ?
"

"

Well, it's not a question of dislike, exactly. I've heard—
"

"

Oh, you've heard, have you? You've heard that silly tale

that's still handed round about the battered policeman and the

row outside the Senate. Well, let me tell you, Hayes was the

least to blame of all the fellows in that scrape, only he didnrt

sneak out of it— and it's over two years since it happened, any
way. He had his lesson then, poor chap. He's one of the steadi

est, level-headed fellows going, now. And of course you've
heard an exaggerated account from some pious old Phi Beta

Kappa Co-ed, and you swallowed it ! I thought you had more

spunk."
u

Perhaps I'm prejudiced, but for that matter, so are you. I

have a right to my own opinion. Pm not in your old fraternity,
if he is. I don't owe him anything ; and I don't care to know

men with a reputation like his."

"
Oh darn you, anyway, Nell, you're just like all the rest of the

girls, after all. Reputation ! Reputation ! I suppose you think

your reputation will get you into Heaven ! Gee whiz ! I thought

maybe college would get some of these silly notions out of your

head, but you're getting more of an old maid every day. I'm

going home."

Eleanor Spencer sighed as her brother grabbed his hat and

flung out of the door of Sage. He would get over it, of course.

He would call her up on the telephone before he went to bed, or

in the morning, at the latest. But still, it isn't pleasant to have

your brother leave you in a towering rage. It hurts.
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u
But what can I do?" she said to herself, as she wearily

climbed the stairs,
"
if Bob wasn't so crazy about his old fraternity

brother he wouldn't want me to know a man that has horrid tales

told about him. Just because Bob's been here nearly two years,

and this is my first year here, he thinks he can decide all my

morals for me. He's only a Sophomore, and so am I, with all

that advanced credit. I'm sorry I made him cross. I hate to

worry the poor boy now, when he's working so hard to make the

Su?i Board ; I know he thinks I'm mean and priggish, but it isn't

that at all. If you are even on speaking terms with a man of

doubtful reputation up here, you're done for. A girl just has to

be careful, and she has to decide these things for herself."

Bob didn't call up that night, and the next morning, after break

fast, when Eleanor heard the nearest phone ring, she ran to answer

it in such haste that she almost bumped into one of the maids,
who was coming along the hall with a pitcher of water ; and it

was only a girl, after all, trying to find out if they could substitute

tennis for gym.

"What's the matter, Nell ? My goodness ! but you look cross

this morning," called a Senior who was passing as Eleanor hung
up with a jerk, and raced back to her room to try and finish her

term essay before nine o'clock.

"
I don't care, I won't give in ; I know I'm in the right," she

said to herself, "Bob will just have to come around."

It was not until the next Sunday, however, that Bob came around.

Then he did not mention Hayes or his proposed visit. He con

versed rather coldly at first, about the weather and the typhoid
fever epidemic, and even work. Then he evidently forgot all

about his grievance, as he and his sister strolled up the Forest

Home Walk.

"

Gee, that suit's a winner, Kid," he ejaculated,
"
no wonder Dad

kicks at these '

College Expenses.' I like that hat, too, it's not so

big as your other one. You look pretty nice to-day, though I never

will understand why women persist in wearing those dingly dang-
ly things at their necks."
"
And do you still think I'm doomed to die an old maid, Bobby

dear," she inquired demurely,
"
don't you think good clothes may

save me, even if I am homely and have queer notions?"
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"
On the contrary," he responded gallantly,

"
I think you're so

good looking that I hope you get over those queer notions."

Eleanor rewarded him by asking him what an epicycloid was,

and letting him explain it to her.

Finally, when her replies were growing hopelessly vague, she

changed the subject by inquiring how the Sun competition was

coming along.
"

Alright, I stand a pretty good chance now, I think. All the

fellows have dropped out but four, and I have more ads to my credit

than any of the other three. Pollock—he's the business manager,

you know—says I'm way ahead so far. But I'm going to work

harder. You won't see so much of me after this, I guess. I've

got to start in next week and work down at the Sun office every

night."
"Oh Bob!"

"

Well, I can't help it, Sis. You wouldn't want me not to put

up a good fight, would you ? I'm going in for all it's worth. I've

got to win out, Nell, I've just got to. And by thunder, I'm going

to, if I can manage it. I'll see you every Sunday, anyway."

They were nearly home by this time. They had walked en

tirely around the three mile course. Nell gently withdrew her hand

from her brother's. It wouldn't do to look
"

spoony
"
on the campus,

but out in the country it was grand to walk arm inarm with your

brother and have him to yourself, and tell secrets, just as if you

were taking a walk at home together.

It was not until they had reached Sage and Bob was leaving

that he said rather stiffly,
"

By the way, Nell, I don't think you

need fear that you will be bothered again having Hayes ask to

call. I let him down as easy as I could, but I guess he saw

through my flimsy excuses all right. I think it cut him, and it

cut me, too, for he's my friend and—well, Nell, all I've got to say

is, you've missed knowing a fine fellow, and I think you'll be

sorry."

As Nell told her room-mate afterwards, she knew she was in the

right, but somehow she felt almost as if she was in the wrong, just

then.

The days flew by. Nell saw her brother every Sunday, some

times during the week. She willingly broke any engagement to



322 The Cornell Era.

be with him, whether it was driving with Mr. Peterson or walking

with Tolby the Glee Club tenor, or skating with Tommy Wyatt.

"It isn't just sisterliness,"she often said to the girls, when they

teased her,
" it's because Bob is such grand good company. You

needn't laugh, you'd think so too, if you only knew him."

"Small chance of that," little Peggy Worthington would

grumble, "you never let us have a chance."

"
I wouldn't dare let you have a chance, Peg," laughed Eleanor,

"

you've got so many men on your string now that I wouldn't

dare take the risk. I can't spare my brother."

Yet, somehow, though Nell would never have confessed it, even

to herself, she felt that Bob was slipping away from her. To be

sure, he was always very good to her. "Bob would share his last

cent with me," she often confided to envious girls who were

"broke."

And then, Bob was working day and night. She couldn't ex

pect to see much of him. "Why, I ought to be proud he is going
in for honors and things," she would say to herself. "He can't

sing like Mr. Tolby, and I wouldn't want him to be any old Phi

Beta Kappa like Mr. Peterson."

But that wasn't all. Every time she saw Bob he looked more

tired and fagged out. There were always dark circles under his

eyes, now ; he was actually getting thinner, and when Eleanor

asked him timidly if he was sure he was well, he would say care

lessly, "Sure ! I may look a little punk, but I'm feelin' fine."

One Sunday evening when this usual performance had been

concluded, Nell plucked up her courage and said, "Bob, is it

worth it?"

"What?"

"

Why, is it worth all this work and worry
—the old assist

ant business managership, I mean ?
"

"Worth it ! Why it'll be worth ten thousand times as much

work if I only win out ! Thank Heaven ! it's not so long to wait,
now. I'm still ahead, but that Kirby fellow is coming up. He's

getting more ads. all the time. His father's a banker down in

New York, and does business with no end of manufacturing firms

and Kirby just piles 'em in. And he had as many subscriptions
as I had, in the beginning. I guess I've got to work a little

harder."
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"
How about the others? "

"

Oh, Anderson dropped out long ago—and Collins hasn't much

show, at least that's what the Sun fellows say. One of them told

me last night that the only fellow I had to fear was Kirby."
"Well, I wish it was over," said Eleanor, "I'm always worrying,

now."

"For fear I'll bust out, I suppose."
"No ! No ! not that. I guess you'll laugh at me, but Bob.

every time I go down town I see so many men loafing around

saloons and street corners and looking so—so tough ! And, Bob,
they say that all the men that try for offices and honors and things
have to do that, to get popular, and to hold meetings and things,
and every letter I get from Mother she says,

'
You know, Eleanor,

I am depending on you to look after my big boy.' And Bob, it
would just break Mother's heart if you'd turn out a—a Tank !

"

Bob roared. This sister of his sometimes seemed very funny to

him.

Afterwards, when Nell was racking her brains for a subject on

Milton that one didn't have to be a genius to write about, it oc

curred to her that Bob's laugh had seemed just a trifle forced.

The next night Eleanor went to the theatre with Tommy

Wyatt. Tommy was in a serious frame of mind—an unusual

occurrence with him. "I say, Nell," he said once, "you ought to

make Bob stop working so hard. You'd never know I live in the

same house with him. I never see him—-he's always working
down at the old Sun office. The fellows were kicking about it

today—they say Hayes is the only one that gets a sight of Bob

any more."

"Oh, of course !
"

snapped Eleanor before she thought, then she

could have bitten her tongue off.

"Why do you say that ?
"
said Tommy quickly,

" do you know

Hayes?"
"No."

"Well, Herb Hayes is a fine fellow, and Bob couldn't have a

better friend. They call them the Siamese Twins. When Hayes

made the Varsity Eight Bob nearly went crazy. And now old

Hayes goes around collecting ads for Bob. And the way they

stand up for each other is something fierce. Bob and I had a
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scrap once, and I said something about conceited puppies. I

meant him (you see I was mad at the time) but he thought I

meant Herb, and I thought he was going to kill me. When he

found out I meant him he begged my pardon, but he said then

that anyone who insulted Hayes—he%d have it in for, forever."

Eleanor coughed slightly and changed the subject.

After the theatre, the trolley they were in was blocked on State

Street, just outside the New Ithaca.

Eleanor was gazing out of the car window, thinking of Bob,

when she saw three boys come out of the door of the hotel and

start down the steps. The one in the middle was so drunk that

he could not walk. The other two were endeavoring to hold him

up. He glanced at the car, and, seeing the young girl, he sud

denly shook off the two men and, attempting to make an elaborate

bow, collapsed in a heap on the pavement.

Eleanor shuddered. She looked at Tommy Wyatt. He was

laughing !
"

Gee," he said,
"
there's one stude that's loaded, all

right."
"
How can you !

"
stormed the girl.

"
I think men are heartless !

Why, that boy doesn't look a day over sixteen ! Think of his

mother."

"

Well, you must admit he looked funny, Nell," said Tommy

apologetically.
Eleanor favored him with a look of horror, but he persisted,

"
You know, women take these things too seriously, anyway. That

chap'll go home and sleep it off and wake up a better, brighter man

tomorrow. He isn't going to perdition just because he got a drop
too much tonight. Look he's getting up, now."

The two men were attempting to set the boy on his feet again.
Nell had a vague recollection of having seen one of them before—

the man on the right. Suddenly she sat up straight. It was Mr.

Hayes ! The coward !

The next morning before breakfast Eleanor called upthe Phi

Zeta Alpha House and asked for Bob. His voice sounded surprised,
almost impatient, as it came over the telephone,

"

Well, what is it ?'
"

Bob, won't you promise me to come up this afternoon? I've

just got to see you for a moment."



The Point of View.
325

"

Why, certainly, if you want me that bad, but what the deuce
"
his voice trailed into silence. He had hung up the receiver !

"And he never spoke to me that way over the telephone before,"
said Eleanor, sorrowfully, as she went slowly back to her room.

Bob came about half past four. He was nice and brotherly, but
he was in a hurry. He had to go down to the Sun office and look

up some contracts.

"

Bob," said Eleanor, "you never would believe me about Mr.

Hayes. Well, last night, I saw him coming out of a saloon with

a young boy who was so drunk he couldn't walk. Bob, you know
what mother would say if she knew your bosom friend was a man

like that. Why it's terrible ! I'll see you drunk next!"

Bob looked down upon her with withering scorn. "So this is

what I had to race all the way up here for !
"
he said, slowly,

"
well

you can just take it straight from me that you are at liberty to

choose all your own old maid friends and with your kind permis
sion I will do the same. There's not a better fellow up here than

Herb Hayes. He's a lot better than me or you. And if you.

saw him coming out of a saloon with somebody that was drunk he

was probably taking the poor chap home. Why, I could tell you

things but I won't. They'd only be wasted. You'd call me a

liar then instead of a drunkard.

"
If this is all you wanted with me, I'm damn sorry I bothered

to come. Oh, leave the room if you want to, I suppose you're too

pious to be able to listen to plain talk any more—only don't ex

pect to see me up here soon again."
With this parting shot Bob departed. This time he did not

come round.

Two whole weeks went by. Nell said to her mother, after

wards, that they were the longest two weeks she had ever known.

She had tried to do a sister's duty, she had failed miserably, and

she was honest enough to own it. She knew that Bob was deep

ly offended. Instead of helping him, she had antagonized him,

and the worst of it was that she could do nothing to mend matters.

Things would have to run their course now.
"
I wonder," she some

times thought,
"
I wonder if I had been older and wiser, if I would

have done differently with Bob. I wonder what Mother would

have done."
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Meanwhile, her brother was seldom out of the girl's thoughts.

In the afternoon, when she went skating with Tommy, she would

think of Bob toiling up and down the streets of Ithaca collecting

bills. At night, when she was at a party eating good things out

of some girl's box from home, she would wonder if Bob was still

working down in the Sun office, and if he had taken time to get

his dinner.

One afternoon when she had just come in, she went down to the

Reading Room for a magazine. The room was vacant. She

curled up among the pillows in the bay window behind the long

red curtains that draped the window seat. The magazine wasn't

very interesting. Soon she was nodding over it.

Suddenly she sat up. She must have fallen asleep. She could

hear Peg Worthington's voice,
"

Well, I must say I think it's

a judgement on Nell, she's been so tight with her brother. Why,

some of us have never even met him !"

What did they mean ? Nell did not dare disclose herself now.

They would never forgive her for having caught them talking
about her !

"
Come now, Peg," came in dear old Kate's voice,

"

you're not

going to talk that way about my room-mate. She's not stingy
and you know it, or you would know it, if you didn't have such a

case on Bob Spencer yourself."
"

Well, I don't any more, anyway," said Peg defiantly,
"
I guess

after the way he looked on the campus this morning—
"

"
What do you mean, Peg?" chimed in somebody that sounded

like Margaret Morrell.

"
Well I just mean this that he looks more dissipated every

day. Mark my words ! It isn't just hard work that's doing him

up. My cousin's on the Sun board, and he says that Bob Spencer
had undoubtedly put in the most work, but the fellows are getting
down on him now for drinking more than is good for him."

"
I don't believe it !

"

(dear old Kate, how Nell loved her for

this).
"
I believe if your cousin told you that he's just trying to

spread a report around, so if Bob doesn't make the Board it won't

look like such a dirty mean trick."

u
See here, Kate Northcott, I'd have you know that my cousin's

hooray ! Dinner Bell ! Hope we have ice-cream !
"
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They all trooped out all but Nell, behind the red curtain, in

the window seat. She sat there huddled up among the red cushions,

looking out of the window. It was cold there in the window seat,

and Nell was tired and her head was aching like sixty. The

moments flew by. The clock in the hall struck half-past six. She

could see a few belated "studes
"'

hurrying home across the cam

pus, swinging their dinner pails and whistling. A little dog was

howling outside in front of the building. The clock struck a quar

ter of. The dining room door would be closed now. She didn't care.

She wasn't hungry. But she would have to go. The girls might
come back and find her, and pity her and Bob she stifled a sob

and fled upstairs to her room. It was dark and cold here, but she

turned on the light and got out a pile of books to cram for the

Ancient History Exam. But first she wrote a little note and ad

dressed it and stamped it, all ready to mail the first thing in the

morning. When her room-mate and her chums came hunting her,

she told them she had a headache. But before she went to bed she

told Kate about the note, and showed it to her and though it was

only five words Kate said it was all right. But the note was des

tined never to be sent, for the next morning, when Nell opened her

Sun at the breakfast table she saw a little notice under the Edi

torial :

"The Sun takes pleasure in announcing that Cleveland Wil

liams Kirby has been elected to the Board, as assistant business

manager. Thanks are here extended to Robert A. Spencer and

Henry C. Collins for their good work and great assistance."

Nell sat there staring at the paper. Suddenly she became aware

that the waiter was saying.
"
Cocoa—tea—or—milk

"
for the

third time.
" Not any, thank you," she managed to reply. Then

somehow she escaped from the room and ran upstairs to her own

door. She didn't go in, though. Instead she went to the tele

phone, and called up the Phi Zeta Alpha House.

No Bob was not in the house. He had not come home last

night at all. Probably he had stayed with one of the fellows that

roomed down town. Yes, this was Tommy at the phone. Did

Nell want to leave a message ?

"Just tell him
his sister wants him," she answered, and hung up.

She stayed in her room until ten o'clock hoping to hear the
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phone ring. Then she had to go to a class, but she cut the eleven

o'clock, and hurried home, hoping Bob had called her up. But

no. She left a note on her door every time she left her room that

day, so she could be reached in a moment. How she longed to

stay in her room—but she was too proud to let Kate know how

she felt. She laughed at Clara Braggin's jokes, and teased Peggy

Worthington and ran through the halls in such seemingly high

spirits that she overheard two girls say to each, other, "Nell

doesn't seem to mind much that her brother didn't make the Sun

board, and yet she always seems so fond of him !"

At five o'clock Eleanor could stand it no longer. She called up

Bob's fraternity house again, and this time she asked Tommy

Wyatt, who answered, if he thought she could speak to Mr. Hayes.

No, Tommy Wyatt was very sorry, they hadn't seen Hayes

since he left the house that morning. No, they hadn't heard from

Bob, either. Did Nell want him (Tommy) to come up?

"Certainly not," she answered coldly, and then, "Oh, Tommy,

won't you please try to find Bob?"

"Why sure, I'll go out right away. You know I'd do anything
in the world for you, Nell, but now don't you worry, Kid. Let

me tell you something. When Herb Hayes found out Bob hadn't

been home he started right out without a bite of lunch, and he'll

find him if anyone can. You know, Nell, Herb just thinks the

sun rises and sets in Bob—and so does Bob—I mean Bob feels that

way about him, and then Herb's such a level headed chap. But

there's no use in worrying. Bob might not have been told about

the Sun Board last night, though I imagine he was, and he may

have left town to hunt up some more damn ads—oh, I beg your

pardon Nell, I didn't mean—but yes I did mean it too, I certainly
did. Well, so long. Now don't worry. I'll call you up just as

soon as I've any word."

But it was not the telephone that first brought news. About

eight o'clock, while Nell was sitting in her room in the darkness

in the big morris chair Bob had given her on her last birthday,
with her arm around Kate, and Kate's arm around her, they both

jumped at a loud knock on the door—the unmistakable knock of

Andrew the bell boy.
Kate opened the door.
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"

Gentleman to see Miss Spencer—here's the card— new fellow,
I guess," announced Andrew.

The card had a few words scribbed in lead pencil under the

name.

"

Herbert L. Hayes," read Nell, slowly, then—"
I know your

aversion to me, but I must see you for a moment. I come from

Bob."

The girl raced down stairs—three steps at a time, and found

Mr. Hayes in the lower hall. "

Oh, where is he?" she gasped in

coherently.
"

Why he's in the City Hospital—Oh my dear young lady—
here, boy—a glass of water—quick !

"

"
Oh no, thank you. I'm not going to faint or anything—just

tell me."

"But you look awfully white—
"

"Oh, /.//me!"

"There's nothing much the matter with Bob. He had a little

fall and his head's cut and a couple of ribs smashed. He'll be all

right in a week or two. We took him to the City Hospital be

cause it was the nearest place. He wants to see you. Will you

go
—with me?

"

"Just a minute till I get my hat and coat."

She was back in a minute, her white dress concealed by a long
black coat. They started out of Sage. Eleanor had a vague feel

ing that it was all a dream, and that she would get awake soon.

"Tell me everything," she begged, as she leaned back in the

carriage he had provided.
"There's nothing to tell," he said quietly, "I suppose you know

about the election—and all. Well, I knew just how Bob felt,

because I tried for something myself once and didn't get it—only
that time it was a square deal, and old Bob didn't get a square

deal. Well, I found him. He couldn't walk very well, and when

he went to get in the carriage he slipped and fell backwards on

the icy pavement. I asked him if he wanted to see any of the

fellows, but he said no, he wanted you
—only he was afraid you

mightn't come when you knew—that he was not himself—when

he fell."

"Did you think that, Mr. Hayes?" she asked calmly.
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"No, I didn't, that's why I came for you. But of course I know

girls feel differently about these things. With a man
—a fellow's

not eternally condemned because he has once done a foolish thing."

"And I suppose a girl's friendship doesn't mean anything to

you?"

"Why—what do you
—

"

"Because if it does, here is one girl that will be proud to feel

that she is your friend."

"Shake !
"
said Hayes.

They reached the hospital at last. Eleanor had a dim impres
sion of dingy stairways and the smell of ether and carbolic acid,

and nurses in mussed white uniforms.

Then she was at Bob's door.

She knocked, and went in, leaving the door open behind her.

Hayes heard the calmest and tenderest of voices say, "Well,

Bobby, dear, you see his sister couldn't leave him alone. She just

packed up her queer notions and came right down."

And in Bob's voice came the words rather shakily but unmis

takably emphatic, "Sisters are grand things when a fellow's down

and out, even if they have queer notions."

And Hayes, in the other room, agreed with him.



The Side-Show and the Main Tent.

WOODFORD PRIZE ORATION.

Stanton Griffis, 'io.

/^•^HE President of Princeton University has asked the

/ 1 question, "What is a college for?" observing, that in

^^y this day and generation it is indeed strange that such a

question should be necessary. In his analysis of the

situation, Mr. Wilson declares that in the American college the

"side-show" of student activities is encroaching rapidly upon the

"main tent" of college work, a condition under which he is not

entirely sure that he cares to remain as ring-master.
In the good old days of colleges, when interest was centered

upon the valedictorian and when football captains did not exist,
the life of the college, reflecting as it does to-day the life of the

world without, was less complex, its interests fewer." But with

the more complex life of to-day the college has become a veritable

community, a world, with its professions and all its varied activi

ties in miniature.

It is these institutions which have grown up as the extra-curricu

lum manifestations of college life that the president of Princeton

characterizes as the side show. It is here lies the lure away from

the main tent. The so-called college activities, which have become

of such all-engrossing interest in the undergraduate's mind, have

made necessary the question," What is a college for ?" Truly, when

it becomes by no means unusual for an editor or a manager of a

college newspaper to devote an average of four or five hours daily

to his paper throughout his college course, when added to this

work is the multitude of social obligations which attach them

selves as a matter of course to such a position, when the college
athlete is handled like a professional prize-fighter to insure perfect

physical condition, when he is placed at a training table in order,

in the words of the coaches, that he may eat, talk and sleep foot

ball, it is time to ask, "What is a college for?"

The development of undergraduate activities, as we have ob

served, is the reflection of the world of to-day. It is an age of



332 The Cornell Era.

activity, an age of work, an age of multiple interests. The under

graduate, feeling the throb and bustle of modern life, conscious

of powers of work stirring within him, is not content to tread the

beaten paths of the curriculum but turns aside to new enterprises.
That very public opinion, too, that decries the existence of college
activities of such magnitude, sweeps them into ever increasing

vogue by its intense interest in them.

The magazine and newspaper editor allows his choice of mater

ial to be guided by the public demand ; the playwright follows

the thought of the day. So the underclassman looks about him

for that line of activity carrying most prestige in the public eye,

and it is not difficult for him to realize that the captain of the

football team is the idol of the college and the country, while the

man who heads his class in scholarship receives only a Phi Beta

Kappa key and oblivion.

The influence of the returning alumnus is thrown entirely in

favor of the extra-curriculum activities. His tales told at the

fireside as the undergraduates group about him, are not of books

or classrooms, but rather of the gridiron or baseball diamond, or

of college honors not granted for scholarship. But perhaps the

greatest of all influences in favor of the development of college
activities can be found in that typical social development of the

college, the Greek letter fraternity.
For it is by reason of the fact that the ranking of the various

fraternities in the undergraduate mind is apt to be purely on the

basis of the college prominence of their members, that the under

classmen of every fraternity are practically forced to enter the lists

of undergraduate competition in order that, as the leaders of the

fraternity express it,
"

they may uphold the honor of the house."

In the social, physical or business training received by the un

dergraduate who gives the main quota of his time to college activi
ties there is undoubted benefit. There is general training of mind
and body ; there is sometimes a preliminary drill in a vocation ;

there are severe tests of manhood not dissimilar to those which will

later be experienced in a less artificial life. But the danger mark
is crossed when your so-called prominent student begins to forget
his university work at all times save when examinations loom up

directly ahead, when he so looses all sense of proportion that the



The Side-Show and the Main Tent. 333

childish triumphs of college allow him to bask in his own sun

shine and in the emulation of the underclassmen who do his bid

ding.
There is danger, indeed, in the American college when the elec

tion of an undergraduate to an organization which has become the

social arbiter of the student community changes him almost ex-

officio into a snob ; when social lines in a network of clubs are so

closely drawn that undergraduate democracy is forgotten.
The question, "What is a college for "? can be answered in but one

way ; the college is first and foremost a place for mental discipline
and training rather than a place for heterogeneous experience, a

discipline which shall result in a general awakening of the fac

ulties rather than a preliminary vocational drill. There can be

no doubt of the purpose of the college, but that purpose will not

be fulfilled until the student activities, overgrown and top-heavy
with self-importance, shall be subordinated to their proper place
in college life.

How, then, can they be subordinated? The solution of the

problem must lie partly with the faculties, but to a greater extent

with the undergraduates themselves. New standards of the value

of work within and without the classroom must be set up, new

habits of thought established. When the undergraduate of to-day,

led by the men who are older in college experience, shall realize

that college honors, as they are considered to-day, are but tinsel

and paste, when he shall understand that the only athletics of

real value to the college are the intramural, democratic athletics,

when the fashion of affecting intellectual vacuity shall give way

to outspoken respect for the scholar, then will the side show cease

to exist as a competitor of the main tent.

Then, indeed, will President Wilson's collegiate ideal be re

alized, and our colleges shall conceive of themselves as organiza

tions into which young men are received as into a family of free

persons, bound together by common obligations and common

privileges, living together, teacher and pupil, in an intercourse of

common advantage : its main object study ; its diversions, diver

sions, not occupations ; its sport, sport, not competitive business ;

its society a free society of equals, not a congeries of rival social

groups.



On the Road to the City.

—Translated from the French, En Allant Vers La Vitte, par Henri de R£gnier.

M. F). BosivKY, '12.

On the road to the city where they carol on lawns

Under trees all in blossom like brides collected,

On the road to the city where the pavement of sto nes

Resounds to night the rosy blue peace of dances neglected,
We have met the daughters of the plain
Who were fleeing back again,
Back to the lost breeze, to the fountain,

And we have passed on.

The peace of heaven was.wont to gleam in their eyes,

The matins of birds to spring, gentle, from their throats,

Ah ! In their modest glance such sweetness lies

And, from their song, as of a dove, such tender notes !

They rested to regard us, modest but not gay,

Their fingers, twined, seemed to guard their hearts away.

Pale women have cut across our ways

And we have followed their tinsel, laughter, and tambourine plays
To lose them at eve in the shade at the crook of the way

—

We travel to the city where they carol on lawns

Under trees all in blossom to our brides to creep,

In the silence of the ways with glad bells it dawns,
The bells still trembling as flowers that sadly weep !

Our desires will come by the ways that lie clear

As the flight of a butterfly on wings without fear.

Together with the swallows

Who placidly fly along,
Wearied to have crossed and recrossed o'er seas,

And toward black nooks and o'er fair leas,
So our hopes will flutter in shadow, content

As the petals of flowers that are rent

When April evening moistens them, spent.



The Man, the Maid, and the Office Boy.

O. C. Rey, 'u.

ITH the exception of Tom's dusting there had not

been a bit of work well done in that office all

morning, and even any degree of excellence in

Tom's dusting was a sure sign that something
was wrong. And something was wrong, and had been wrong

ever since Caldwell had come in at nine-thirty, a half an hour

late. He had thrown his hat into one chair, his coat into another,
and himself at his desk where he had remained without saying a

word except to dictate a couple of letters, so rapidly that Miss

Allbright had broken three pencil points in taking the dictation

and was forced to borrow his fountain pen, an occurrence that did

not please him at best and that now riled him to the core.

"
Can't we ever have anything right in this office ?

"
he

mumbled,
"

Just because I happened to be a few minutes late this

morning, nobody can do anything without a thousand delays."

Miss Allbright tried to smile, but realizing the futility of her

efforts, started fumbling with the keys of her typewriter.

Tom, fearing that his turn would be next, picked up the duster

and vigorously began dusting, his favorite mode of employment
when the atmosphere was at all strained. But it failed to have

the desired effect at this particular moment.
"
You've dusted those books twenty times to-day !

"
came from

the depths of the roller-top desk,
"
Can't you see they're clean ?

"

Tom sought a stool in the corner, and with his hands folded in

his lap tried to put two and two together. Clearly, everything

was wrong. Something must have happened to Caldwell on his

way down to the office, or perhaps last night. Yes, last night

was Thursday night, and he always spent that evening with Miss

Warren. What could have gone wrong there ? But that was

surely beyond an office boy's realm.

The clock struck twelve. That was Miss Allbright's lunch

hour. She rose slowly, put on her hat, and walked into the outer

hall where Tom followed her to help her on with her coat.

m
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They had scarcely closed the door before Caldwell turned

around in his chair and called Tom.

"What in the devil is the matter around here anyway?" he

muttered to himself. " The stenographer never has a pencil, the

office boy continually brushes dust into your face, and is never

around when he is wanted Tom, come here !
"

But Tom had heard the first call, and was now standing in front

of him.

"

Oh, there you are ! Just wait a minute ! Ah,
here it is ! A note, would you mind delivering it to Miss Ethel

Warren for me? You know the address, and be sure you give it

to her personally. That may not be so easy to do as it used to be,
but see that you do it."

Tommy smiled knowingly. He took the note, put on his cap,

and ran into the elevator. He was soon on the street bound for

Miss Warren's. This was one part of his work that he especially
liked. Miss Warren always smiled so delightfully when she asked

about his home or his work at the office. But to-day his steps
were a little slower, and the look of expectancy in his eyes was

not as bright as usual. Clearly, he seemed to dread some part of

to-day's errand, for his hands nervously twitched the keys in his

pocket, and the lively air that he was whistling when he first left

the office had died on his lips.
But in spite of his troubled brain and tardy steps, he finally

reached the large gray stone house that sat just a little bit further

back from the street than any other house on the block, that was

a little taller than the rest and occupied a trifle more ground.
Tom, his courage spurred on by memories of past visits, ran gaily

up the marble steps and pressed the bell. He heard James' slow

heavy step coming down the hall, and he nerved himself for the

encounter. He had hoped that Miss Warren would open the door

herself as she occasionally did, but still he felt that that was more
than he had a right to hope for.

The door opened, and James smiled as he recognized the boy.
"
I have a message for Miss Warren, may I see her?

"

piped
Tom.

"

Oh, yes ! You will find her in the library."
Evidently James had not been warned. Tommy had no idea
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A Srihttte

In the death of Goldwin Smith, Cornell

University loses one of its most devoted

friends, its oldest emeritus professor, and

the most illustrious scholar who ever sat in its

faculty.

A brilliant writer, a fearless teacher,

Goldwin Smith was also a man of beautiful

spirit and noble character. The poor will

miss his charity and the suffering his

ministrations.

As I bade him goodbye a few weeks ago,

when he lay very low, I said :
"

I shall be

very glad whenever you send for me to come

again.

"

To the other world?
"

he queried, as his

eyes brightened and that charming smile

played once more about his lips. To the

other world he has now gone. And ourworld

has lost one of its noblest and bravest

spirits.
—President Jacob Gould Schurman.
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that his admittance to the citadel would have been so simple.
Caldwell had led him to expect exactly the contrary. He crossed

the hall and hesitatingly entered the library. He heard a stir in

the depths of a big black leather chair, and saw Miss Warren turn

to greet him, not, however, with her usual smile, but with a red

nose and very pink eyelids.

"Oh, it's you, Tommy !
"
she gasped.

"

Yes'm, I've a note."

She sank back in the chair.
"
Couldn't James have brought it in ?

"

"
Yes. But Mr. Caldwell always tells me to give them to you

myself, and then to-day I had special—
"

"Never mind. Tell Mr. Caldwell I don't care to see the note,

especially after what happened last night."

Tommy who had been fingering his cap during the whole con

versation now jammed it into his pocket and started to the library
door, but before getting half-way, he returned, went back and

faced appealingly the leather chair.

"
But can't I just leave it here on the table?

"
he persisted.

"No." She smiled slightly. "I guess you had better take it

with you."

Tom now sought the door in good earnest, hurried through the

hall and out into the street. What was there now left for him to

do? He couldn't give the note back to Caldwell, for that would

make the third offence to-day, and three offences in one day was

more than any boss could stand. He tried to think as he walked

slowly along, his hands buried in his pockets and his gaze fastened

to the ground. He kept on at this gait block after block until

suddenly as he was crossing a street a motor-car whizzed by him

so fast that it almost took his breath away. This seemed to put

an idea into his head, for his pace quickened as if by magic and

he hurried to the park. Here he sat down on a bench in the

shade, pulled out a few sheets of paper from his pocket, and

began writing.
He wrote two notes ; the first was addressed to Miss Ethel

Warren and read :

My dear Miss Warren,

After I left your house today, I fell down and was
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run over by a automobile and my leg was broke. Won't you

please come to see me ? I live above Smith's Drug Store on

Jackson Street.

Your Sweetheart's Office Boy.

The other letter carried the same sad tidings and the same re

quest to Caldwell. He then called two messengers and handed

the notes to them instructing them to collect at the other end.

At the sound of footsteps that afternoon on the staircase, Tommy
chuckled to himself, jumped into bed, and pulled the covers up

to his neck. The steps came nearer and he could hear the rustle

of skirts. He chuckled again. Then came a gentle knock on

the door.

"
Come in !

"
he groaned from beneath the bed clothes.

The door opened and there stood Miss Warren. Although all

traces of pink and red had left her eyes and nose, her cheeks and

lips seemed to have retained their rosy hue. She looked prettier
than Tommy had ever seen her; her hair appeared brighter, the

blue of her eyes seemed richer, and her smile had regained all of

its former charm. Tommy wished that he could break a leg
every day. In one arm she carried a bunch of roses and under

the other were two story books.

Torn smiled.

She hurried to the bedside.

"My poor little boy!" she cried, "Where is everybody ?

Where is your mother ? Oh, I'm so sorry it happened !
"

"
Mother's gone downstairs to get some medicine. I'm awfully

glad you came."

"

Oh, I wanted to come. You didn't feel hurt at anything I

said this morning in the library, did you ? You know I didn't

feel very well, and wasn't exactly accountable for all I did. But

don't you want me to read to you "?

The patient smiled his consent, for he was too full of suppressed
mirth to trust himself with words.

Miss Warren pulled off her gloves and folded them out on the

table, then she took off her hat, placed it on top of them, and

drew up a rocker. She picked up one of the books she had

brought with her, and after turning a great many pages, began to

read about the "forty thieves." But before she was able to get
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any further than the once-upon-a-time part, heavy footsteps were

heard racing up the staircase. She closed her book and rose.

The door flew open and in rushed Caldwell followed by a doctor,
the arms of both men filled with bags of fruit and toys of all

kinds: Caldwell ran to the bedside.
"
How did it happen, Torn?

"
he questioned excitedly, "How

did it happen? . . . I've brought my own doctor along with

me to—to see—
"

But he could not go any further. He stood perfectly still,

dropped his arms letting the fruit and toys fall unheeded to the

floor. He was facing Ethel Warren and remained as if paralysed
at her presence. Her back was towards him, and she was looking
out of the window scornful of everything going on in the room.

He slowly went over to her and said something very low. She

did not answer, but looked down at the urchins playing on the

street below her. He spoke again and this time still more softly,
but she continued to watch the urchins play. He came nearer

and stood there with her. Both were very quiet.
The doctor leaned down over Tommy and said,

"

Let me see

the leg ! Which one is it ?
"

But as the doctor's ear passed over Tommy's mouth he whispered
a brief message in it, and together they sneaked softly out of the

room. Before Tommy closed the door he looked at the couple at

the window, and saw their eyes meet, and then their hands, and

then,—but then Tommy had to close the door.

s '..*-. *' '

As,
■''■■'■

fr^t
.

___i______-«S ,,~f.mm
i__j_ft?*timm~r -^^__8______§__;

:'
'

* "•^^S^fjBsB^wwSK



Evening.

WINNER OF THE ENGLISH CLUB POETRY PRIZE.

Clarence Earl Simonson, '12.

Now drives the ruddy sun god to his rest

Behind yon checkered hill,

And all the crimson dream-ships of the west

The azure ocean fill ;

The distant mountain's purple crown,

The russet hillsides sloping down

To the serried lights of the gloaming town,

Are calm as the Isles of the Blest,

And the air is still

Now the dim even, like a maid demure,

Trips modestly behind the fleeing day,
Kindles on a height secure

The glittering beacon of Altair

To guide Selene on her lonely way ;

For even now the Huntress takes her flight
In a vast aureate car that full and fair,

Rolls great as Phoebus' through the eastern night.

Hail ! witching Night ! all hail !

After the hectic bustle of the day
Thou art as welcome as the saving sail

To wearied mariner—a mystic sail

Thou art, gliding a mystic way,
And Fancy trips beside thee—

Trips dreamily upon the purple sea

In melting melody
Thou bearest me into the ruby west,

Where are the Mounts of Ecstacy,
The Vales of Rest.



A Visit to a Quaker Meeting House.

M. V. Atwood, 'io.

rIFTEEN
miles south of Auburn, and four miles back from

the east shore of Cayuga lake is located one of the

rapidly diminishing Quaker settlements, so numerous a

half-century ago. Here may be seen the quaint cus

toms and mode of life of these simple unassuming people much as

they were to be seen in the days of William Penn himself. Even

here the conservative and progressive are side by side.

About the middle of the last century a division occurred among

the Quakers and a few, which to-day, alas, are in majority, ran off

after a strange god, one Guerney, a wealthy Englishman, who

introduced all sorts of pagan customs, such as music and decora

tion, in the meetinghouses. But a part of the Quakers, under the

leadership of a man named Wilbur, held to the old conservatism

and became known as the Wilburite Quakers.

There at Poplar Ridge may be seen both the old and the new.

If one should enter the Guerneyite church, except for the fact that

he was not summoned to his devotion by a bell, he might not

know that he was attending a Quaker church at all. But if he

would see a real Quaker service, let him leave this new church

with its organ, songs, paid minister, yes, and even with its wall

paper covered walls, and wait until a Sunday or Wednesday

morning about eleven o'clock and join the little crowd which is

walking sedately along the road leading from the north of the

village.

Among these people he feels himself an alien. Some of them are

garbed in the plain grey dress and severely simple bonnet of a

century gone, and are conversing among themselves in the soft

" thee and thou
"

language of the Friends. Soon our visitor ar

rives at the meeting house. It is a low, one story structure,

painted a modest grey, and
stands back some rods from the road.

To one side is the horse shed where the Quakers from the sur

rounding country hitch their horses during meeting.

One thing about the construction of the little church at once

strikes the attention of our visitor. Instead of one large center door
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where all enter and where the young people of both sexes gather

and chatter even before the service begins, he notices that there

are two doors, one at either side, in the front wall of the building.

He does not need to ask why this is, for as the little group ap

proaches, with scarcely a word the men separate from the women

and enter by the left hand door, while the women enter at the

other.

Our visitor drops down into a hard, unpainted bench and gazes

about him curiously. He at once sees the reason for the two

doors, for between the men and women of the congregation a

stout wooden fence, breast high, interposes itself. The bright

sun shines through no stained glass windows which tell of the

sufferings of Christ or of the deeds of the martyrs, but the little

panes of glass which admit the light are as bright and shining as

scrubbing can make them. So is all the woodwork of the church,

which is none the less bare of any paint or ornamentation. Our

visitor feels that the coat of grey on the exterior of the building is

but a grim concession made by these severe puritans to the ele

ments.

People are still coming and quietly taking their places. One

old man, the only one who wears the broad brim hat, takes his seat

and leaves his hat pulled down firmly over his head. Moreover,

he leaves his hat on during the entire service. His whole atti

tude is that of a man who will hold to the old customs, come what

may. A number of old ladies now enter and take their places on

the platform in front of the congregation. These are the
" minis

ters
"
those from the flock who have shown themselves qualified

for the leadership of the people.
It is now past eleven o'clock and our visitor, who has heard

much of Quaker meetings where no one has spoken because the

Spirit had not moved any worshipper, begins to wonder if he is

to experience a service of this kind. But just then one of the old

ladies, Friend Hepsibeh, rises and begins to speak. She is telling
the story of the two houses, the one built upon the rock and the

other built upon the sand. She speaks in a half sing-song, half

chant, and in English which is as pure and simple as that of the

Bible itself. Our visitor listens intently to the simple story and

its applications as he has never listened before. There is a
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sincerity and earnestness in it which is perfectly in keeping with
the surroundings. As suddenly as she began the speaker stops
and drops quietly into her seat.

Ten, fifteen, twenty minutes pass and there is not a sound in

the building except as some restless little Quakeress hitches along
uneasily on the hard bench to rest her head slyly for a moment

against her mother, who, in plain grey bonnet, sits stiffly in her

seat. After another five minutes the old ladies on the platform get
up and begin gravely to shake hands. The service is over. At

the door Hepsibeh smiles at John and says,
"
Friend John, I am

glad to see thee this morning."

The Woman of Dover.

S. P. Lovell, '12.

f
DON'T know when I've been so interested in anything as I

was (and am) in the Woman of Dover. The boys up at the

High School think I've gone daffy on the subject, but I

couldn't expect them to appreciate my feelings—most of them are

just squeezing through their subjects and wouldn't even know what

" research work
"
meant ! That's what I've been doing—research

work." There's an old story here in Dover about a French mer

chant of over a hundred years ago, and I've spent whole afternoons

up at the library trying to find the whole truth about him. I think

now that I've got the story from start to finish.

Way back before the War—I mean the Revolution ; the "dead

ones
" still call that the war here, and I get in the habit—when

Boston was the largest city in America, Anthony Roitlet sailed

into Dover Bay, built a home and warehouse, and proceeded, in

time, to become the most prosperous merchant in the town. I could

find only one reference to him in the Historical Library, and that

was when he
"
was overseeing ye unlading of his shippes, he did

curse moste roundlie, and was often controlled by ye Demon Tem

per." In my grandfather's diary there is a reference to the
"
sad

and despondent Roitlet man," but it is of no importance.
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Little over a year passed by when Roitlet's wife arrived from

Europe in one of her husband's
"

shippes." From all accounts,

she was nothing but a girl, reveling in smiles and lingerie, probably,

and in no time was admired by the whole village. She learned

English slowly, and hence her friends were very few. The house

is now an overgrown pile of bricks, down near the shore, but when

Desiree Roitlet came there it must have been a fine building. I

remember when I was a kid, that I used to make snow-forts in the

hollow that was the cellar.

Well, Desiree's husband was one of those kind, I guess, that

care more for business than for their wife. It don't seem to me to

be good policy, because you're liable to lose your wife, and while

you're getting her back, queer your business.

What young Madame Roitlet's life in the New W^orld was like,

we can only imagine. My grandfather, to whom Roitlet told the

whole story before he died, is the one who gave me the rest of the

tale. One night, when the salt wrack was blowing in from the

sea, she slipped out of the house and came over to my grand

parents. I've had enough French up to school to get the gist of

the talk in his diary at this point.

"Little Desiree came over dressed in a blue ball-gown of

France," he wrote,
" with pink hat and satin slippers. She was

verrie gay and laughed much.

.

'
Dieu vous benisse' she said, and left us to our wonderment.

Through the dripping meadows Desiree skipped down to the

shore where a man, a sailor, was pacing up and down through
the fog.

'

Je suis venu, Raoul,' she cried.

'Bienvenu, mais vite !
'
he responded, embracing her hastily.

She had just gathered her damp skins for the jump into the

boat, one pink slipper was already in the cold water, when a horse

man came hurtling through the mist. He stopped short, jumped to

the sand, and Roitlet confronted them. With hardly a glance at
the girl, he turned to Raoul and said slowly,

'

Frere, vous etes un fou !
'

Then, drawing two derringers, he backed off slowly, followed

by the stupified gaze of his brother and the tearful, pleading eyes
of his wife. When about ten feet off, he rapidly raised the pistols
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and fired both with an oath. With a cry, Raoul fell on his face.

The girl who was previously knee deep in the surf, collapsed all

in a heap, her blue and pink finery floating in huge balloons about
her. Roitlet rode off a short way, came back, picked up both

bodies, threw them into the dory, and with a vicious shove sent it

out till the ebb-tide caught it. Then he stood looking after it till
the midst had hidden the bit of pink dress that hung over the side,
and the boat disappeared."
Now Miss Thomas, the history teacher up at the High, has con

vinced me that such events were common enough in the old times,
and I wouldn't have thought any more about the tale, if it wasn't

for the story that I've heard here ever since I was a kid. It is that

these two murdered people have reappeared now and then on Dover

beach ! Now, you haven't got to swallow that unless you want to,

but I've got Al Crosby, the blacksmith, to back me, and then

there's my grandfather, who was born just after the war of 1812.

He says he knew a fellow and a girl that saw the ghosts once, just
as they were going to get engaged

—that is, the fellow saw them

and the girl didn't, and she thought he had gone insane and wouldn't

marry him. Grandfather said that the man did later go mad, but

it was from grief.
All us Dover people believe that they reappear, and all call her

the Woman of Dover—that is, all except Claire.

Claire—well I can't just make out that girl ! Sometimes it seems

as if she knew an awful lot and other times she's mighty dense.

"
She's very sweet and pretty, and she's got common sense,"

mother

says, and that's true 'cause she's been going with me since last

June.

You know I was taking charge of father's office while he was

on a business trip down Boston way, and a week ago I fired the

book-keeper because he got fresh. He didn't seem to mind it

none till I told him the truth about himself, when he and the

other clerks actually kicked me out of my own office ! Ma says,

"Father'llfix it up all right when he comes home"—but I bet

he'll have his hands full.

Anyway, I had some spare time
on my bauds, so I asked Claire

if she'd go walking with me that night, and she said,

"Sure, it'll be more fun than that old sewing circle here at the

house, I guess."
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Claire, as has been remarked, is a mighty sensible girl, and she

knows that I'm no bad entertainer. It's funny how some fellows

have a pleasing way with the
" fairer sex," while others—Tad

Symmes, for example—can't say three sociable words before a girl.

Well, that evening I met Claire at her house and together we

sort of floated down to the broad bathing beach. The tide was out

and the moon, about half full, made every wet shell and pebble

glisten like silver. We could see the traces of the clams on the

sand, and now and then a crab waddled about, minding his own

business. Altogether it was a "big" night, and we sat down to

enjoy it. I told her how they had used me at my father's office

and she was mighty nice and sympathetic at first, but then she

thought how cleverly I had bounced the book-keeper, and began
to chuckle and then laugh.
"
It was funny," I said, edging closer,

"

guess he'll remember me

all right !"
"
I wasn't laughing with you

"
she said, and as I couldn't

dope that out, I changed the subject.
"

Claire," I said, speaking soft and low,
"

you know I belong to

the Delta Pi's up at school." Then, after a pause
— "I just

joined in June
— it's quite an honor for a fellow, you know."

She didn't say anything and I saw that the news had given me

a new importance in her mind.

"

Yes, Claire dear," I continued, putting that little sob into my

voice, like Caruso does on the graphophone in Al Crosby's shop.
"

Yes, it's a great frat, and it's a wonderful little pin, all gold and

green enamel, and a little shiny stone—a solitary—in the center."
"
A what ?" she asked softly.

"
A single brilliant jewel, and it's all for you Claire—that's the

great reason why I joined the club and bought the expensive pin
—all so that you could wear it. Here, take it, Claire."

She didn't answer—she was too overcome. I had made another

little speech, memorized that afternoon, and Claire, who had pro

bably learned what to do by countless similiar experiences, was

exhausting her repertoire of " Oh's
"

and "
Oo's

"
when she sud

denly sat still and put her finger to her lips.
I looked around and saw two people, a sailor and a girl in pink

come slowly up the beach. The girl had on a blue hat and soiled

pink slippers and was laughing softly.
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It took me, quick as I ordinarily am, some time to realize the

situation. When I did grasp it, it fairly made the hair on my

head stand on end. I can remember with pride, however, that I

kept my head and I recall vividly how I pictured myself as a hero

of national prominence. They had come almost opposite us, when
"
Claire !" I cried hoarsely,

"
It's the Woman of Dover !"

"
No need of telling them it," she said calmly,

"

Besides, I think

it's those new boarders at the Sea-View."

"

Why girl, haven't you read?" I gasped as I struggled to my

feet, trembling all over.

I started towards them, Claire caught the end of my coat in her

athletic hands, and I sat down again in the sand.

"

They're gone now, you crazy fellow," she laughed provokingly.
"
Yes !" I snarled,

"
When you read in the Town Records and

find they're both ghosts, you won't laugh."
"

Well, the dear boy's peevish as well as crazy
—

come, let's go

home before he gets worse," was her retort.

On the street I stopped for a moment.

"What's the matter—another of your spooks?" she laughed.

"No! I only lost my fraternity badge in the sand, that's all,"

I answered angrily.
"

Oh, well, never mind
— I won't miss it," she said.

Aspiration.
HONORABLE MENTION.

Edwin Lindley Doane.

A man went forth in the morning dim

With will of steel and purpose strong.

His heart kept time to a snatch of song

And he thought of a dream that had come to him,

Of a smile he had seen the night before,

As he bent himself to his task once more.

The night brought dreams,
the day brought toil,

And he bent his brawn against the soil.

His head bowed low, his hair grew white,

His step was feeble, his
face was drawn,

But the dream still came and he struggled on,

And the smile gave courage every night.

And he toiled and struggled his whole
life long

For a dream and a smile and snatch of song.



Collegiate Air Pilots.

Arthur Pollock, 'n.

f^4 ERIAL Artists Attempt Aero Act and Attain Awe-

f +1 Inspiring Altitude,"
"

Twenty Feet in Air," "Aero-

J^% nauts Ascend," "Students Take Wing." These

are but a few of the sensational headings which

attract the eye of the busy student as, while devouring his break

fast in haste preparatory to making a wild rush for chapel or an

eight-o'clock, he hurriedly scans the front page of his college

daily. All are evidences of the fact that the recent great progress

made in the field of aerial navigation has had its effect in the

academic world. Students everywhere, from the largest uni

versity to the smallest of fresh-water colleges, are taking up the

sport with remarkable enthusiasm and not a little success.

Columbia was the first American University to enter the ranks

of the aeronauts, Harvard has effected the strongest and most

complete organization, while Amherst has, perhaps, forged ahead

of her larger rivals in the matter of practical navigation. These

three institutions were the pioneers in the work.

At Columbia, many auspicious signs attended the birth of the

Aero Club, chief among which were a large fund of enthusiasm

and a roster of noted members. President Nicholas M. Butler

was a faculty member ; Felix Reisenberg, who acted as helmsman

of the balloon in which Walter Wellman, not long ago, made his

unsuccessful attempt to reach the north pole from Spitzbergen
was an active member ; and the Wright brothers, Count Zeppelin,
Delagrange, Leo Stevens, and Augustus Post, secretary of the

Aero Club of America, were numbered in the list of hononary
members. On February 4, 1909, an informal dinner was held at

the St. Regis Hotel and an elaborate plan of action was unfolded.

As a result, twenty members set immediately to work on a number

of aeroplane models with the intention of holding a contest on

South Field as an interesting feature of the 1909 commencement

week festivities. It was proposed to establish on South Field a

general plant for the manufacture of hydrogen gas.
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Leo Stevens, the well known balloon pilot and honorary mem

ber of the club, offered the use of one of his balloons which, pro

vided the gas plant was completed in time, was to be used in

makinor an ascension in connection with the contest for models.
o

Prospects for the gas plant were, however, soon found to be very

dubious and the project finally had to be given up. In the mean

time work had been begun on the biplane and now, as a result of

this early beginning, Columbia has the distinction of being the

first college to produce a power driven machine. Philip Wilcox,

president of the club, has recently completed a motor biplane

which he intends to try out shortly on Long Island.

Amherst was not long in becoming inoculated with the aer

onautic germ, being infected, apparently, by Columbia. The

prime mover in establishing this, the first college aero club in

New England, was Professor Todd, Amherst's eminent astronomer

who for several years has given a great deal of time and consid

eration to aerial problems. Columbia sent two of her members,

Leo Stevens and Grover C. Loenig, vice-president, as delegates to

attend the first meeting at Amherst. Augustus Post, Amherst

'95, Secretary of the Aero Club of America, addressed the meet

ing. General plans were proposed for the affiliation of the two

clubs and, as Harvard was on the point of organizing and pros

pects of a similar movement at Brown University were bright,
thus revealing a pronounced tendency on the part of the colleges
to organize, plans were made for the forming of an intercollegiate
aero association and, with this proposed association as a govern

ing body, for the ultimate holding of intercollegiate balloon races.

Thus the first definite step was taken toward the establishment of

aeronautics as an intercollegiate sport.

At an early meeting of the Amherst organization, it was voted,
as had been previously done at Columbia, to open bids for the in

stallation of a hydrogen plant to be used for the inflation of bal

loons. The project was, however, again as in the case of Columbia,

apparently not carried out to a successful termination. But the

club, especially during the present college year, has made rapid
strides. Arrangements were made for a comprehensive series of

lectures by men prominent in various fields of scientific endeavor.

Mr. Herbert L. Bridgman, Amherst, '66, Secretary of the Peary
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Arctic Club, lectured on topics connected with polar exploration.
Hudson Maxim, the inventor of smokeless powder, and an uncle

of the inventor of the gun silencer, Hiram P. Maxim, who lectured

during the previous year, discussed the importance of air craft in

modern warfare ; and Mr. N. H. Arnold, who was the pilot of the
balloon which, in a race in Germany, fell into the North Sea,
talked of his experiences on that occasion. Another aviator,
Elbert A. Merrill, and Professor Charles L- Harrington of Brooklyn,
men well-known in the world of aeronautics, were also booked as

speakers. In addition to this the members of the club have. done

considerable practical experimenting in flights with the club's

gliders.

"

The Start."

But the most brilliant aerial achievement of the Amherst aviators

was that which can be historically fixed as the first balloon flight

ever participated in by members of a college aero club. This con

sisted of a trip from Springfield to Webster, Massachusetts. Con

cerning this historic event the Amherst Student, has the following

to say :

" Amid the adulatory applause of an appreciative audience agog

with anticipation and assembled at Springfield Saturday to see

a sensational start, the Amherst Aero association attempted actual

aeronautics in its now famous first flight. Piloted by N. H. Arnold
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of North Adams, the balloon Springfield left its native burg at

four-fifteen on Saturday afternoon and rising gracefully to a great

heio-ht sailed awav eastward and an hour and a half later landed

even more gracefully on both sides of a line of telegraph wires

along the railroad track near Webster. The passengers, luckily,

all landed on the same side on which the basket did. The pas

sengers, by the way, were Abe Mitchell, W. W. Goodnow, the born

aviator, and A. T. Stearns

"The trip was made pleasant by several incidents which lent

zest to the occasion. Besides cutting circles around several auto

mobiles which had the audacity to attempt pursuit, the balloon

nearly put the kibosh on an inoffensive barn which happened to

get in the way of the drag rope as it swished across country, and

in the end finished up with a desperate attempt to precipitate the

whole party into a large lake, and was only stopped when Pilot

Arnold with a desperate pull on the
"

rip-cord
"
took the telegraph

wires as the only alternative to a premature bath. The balloon

took the alternative docily and incidently took the wires, too.

It was a break on Arnold's part, as well as the wires', but a repair

gang, it is reported, will make it all right with the wires. During

the trip, Mitchell, official photographer of the occasion, made good
use of his time by taking pictures of all the feathered fowl they

passed on the wing, while Stearns it is said, amused himself by-

dropping ballast on innocent passers-by below. He was above the

law for the moment, it seems, and was consequently up in the air.

Any jury, he claims, would acquit him on that defense. He was

unable to hit anyone anyway.
" The

'

barograph
'
showed a maximum elevation of 3,500 feet.

The start was witnessed by some several hundred spectators.

Shortly before the ascent was made, several of the onlookers tried

to dissuade the party from going up on account of the high wind.

Mitchell, however, gripping his camera in one hand and his last

will and testament ready for instant use in the other, would listen

to no one and the rest of the party, gritting their teeth, listened

but said nothing. Soon after four the little party climbed into

the basket and would have ascended to the clouds had there been

any. As it was, they rose about 2,500 feet and floated away.
"
The big craft took a course South-south-east and soon a town



Collegiate Air Pilots.
^

was sighted off the port bow. It was only Monson. This inform
ation Goodnow gathered by wireless when the balloon descended
within hailing distance. Passing two miles south of Southbrid^e
they rapidly approached the vicinity of Webster at forty per
Here they descended low and the guide-rope hit a barn with a
whack that sounded as if a chimney had collapsed. A second
later sounds of a stampede were wafted skyward and two horses
five chickens, a farmer and several other barn-yard animals issued
from the edifice on a dead run. They didn't stop to look back
either. The baloonists landed in the manner described above not
far from Webster, after a trip of thirty-three miles covered in an

hour and a half. After some quick work in clearing the balloon
from off the track before the approach of a train the party set off
for Worcester, where they spent the night, returning to Amherst

yesterday."

Amherst Aeronauts.

Pictures of the glider in action and a number of photographs of
this balloon trip comprised the Amherst club's exhibit at the

aviation exhibition which was held in Boston, February sixteenth

to the twenty-third.
A movement, started by Professor Pickering who has experi

mented quite successfully in an effort to solve the difficult problems
of aerial navigation, resulted, not long after the organization of

Columbia's club, in the establishment of the Harvard Aeronauti

cal Society. This society has recently been incorporated under the

state laws of Massachusetts, thereby placing itself on a permanent
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basis. In addition to this, the society has become affiliated with

the Aero Club of America thus making it possible for the Harvard

aeronauts to obtain pilots' licenses provided, of course, that their

skill warrants the bestowal of such a privilege. This connec

tion also makes it possible for them to compete in any aviation

meets sanctioned by the Aero Club of America, and makes them

eligible to take part in similar contests in Europe, held under the

auspices of the International Federation. This, undoubtedly,
marks the Harvard Aeronautical Society as the most firmly
established collegiate organization of its kind in existence.

At the Cambridge institution one gilder has already been com

pleted and is now in use. Twenty-five members of the society

"We're Off."

have been busily engaged for some time constructing the club's

first aeroplane, the
"
Harvard I," which is now very near comple

tion. When finished it will be modern in every detail and will

embody several new features. The Harvard club was also repre
sented at the recent exhibition in Mechanic's Hall, Boston.

Though these three clubs were formed before the beginning of

the present college year they have progressed most rapidly since

last summer. In fact the wonderful feats performed at Rheims

and elsewhere, the making and breaking of so many records in so

short a time, has been the cause of a wide spread awakening of the

college element of the country to the possibilities and advantages
afforded by this novel and scientific sport. The events of the



Collegiate Air Pilots. 355

summer and fall caused a rebirth of the college aero clubs already
formed and were responsible for the rise and development of new
clubs throughout the country. Included now in the ranks of the

aeronauts are the representative organizations of many colleges.
Pennsylvania, Cornell, Yale, University of Virginia, Massachusetts

Institute of Technology, Tufts, University of California, Uni

versity of Chicago, Princeton, Illinois, and others, all have aero

planes of one sort or another in the course of construction.

On November i, 1909, fourteen students of the University of

Pennsylvania met and formed an aero club. There are now some

seventy members actively participating in the work of the society.
At the time of its organization Lawrence Lesh,a man well known

to aviators throughout the country, and a protege of Octave

Chanute, offered to lend a hand in the affairs of the new club.

During the Christinas vacation, with Lesh as advisor, the members

of the club undertook to build an aeroplane. Though the work

on this machine has been retarded somewhat by the bugbear of all

college aero clubs, the lack of a suitable engine, the contrivance

is now very near completion. Trial flights will permanently begin

and thereafter the 'plane will be ready to meet all coiners. Glid

ing practice, however, has continued regularly.

Tufts College has completed a biplane glider of the Wright type

and Yale has chosen a Whitman glider for experimental purposes.

At the University of California Herman Bulask, a student and

practical machinist, has constructed an aeroplane after several

years of patient experimenting. It resembles somewhat theWright

type but differs essentially in the manner of operation. It also

embodies several new mechanical devices which, Mr. Bulask

believes, will make it superior to the biplanes constructed by the

Wright brothers. He, and his associate in the work, Professor

Joseph Hidalgo, think they have effectively solved the difficult

problems of aerial navigation and expect soon to make a five hun

dred mile flight from San Francisco over the Tehachapi Mountains

to Los Angeles.
The' aero club most recently organized is that now beginning to

flourish at the University of Chicago. At the very first meeting

the plan was discussed of importing a monoplane from France, to

be used as a model for the construction of aeroplanes in the future.



35^ The Cornell Era.

"
While the expense of importing this craft," said the sponsor of

the scheme,
" will fall heavily upon us, we can make a great deal

if not all of it back by giving exhibitions around the country

through the summer, for instance, at country fairs." Other mem

bers of the club advocated trying to induce some builder of aero

planes to make the club a present of a craft, since
" the advertis

ing which the heavenly gyrations of university students
"
would

give, would amply repay any builder. Several apparently liberal

offers were made the club but all were found to be tied down by so

many strings that the members concluded to buy a machine out

right. They have not yet made a selection.

"

Aeronauts Ascend."

Here at Cornell matters have progressed very favorably and the

Aero Club hopes to complete, in the near future, the aeroplane now

in the course of construction. The subject of aeronautics is next

year to have a place in the curriculum. £The University of Got-

tingen, Germany, has, however, the honor of having endowed the

first chair of aeronautics. To this end large subscriptions were

made by theMinister of Education and by the Motor Airship Study
Association of Prussia. Laboratories and workshops have been

thoroughly fitted up for the work of experimentation and of con

structing air craft.

Pennsylvania, acting in conjunction with Cornell and Columbia,
called a conference of aero clubs with the intention of forming an

intercollegiate association. The conference was held at Philadel-
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phia, April twenty-eight and nine, and eight universities and col

leges—Columbia, Cornell, Haverford, Princeton, Swarthmore,
Tufts, Virginia, and Yale—sent delegates. The initial meeting
was given over chiefly to the business of organization, and it was
decided to hold an intercollegiate meet next year if, at that time,
it seems at all feasible. Thus a new intercollegiate sport has been
added to the already long list and dual and championship aviation
contests may now be looked forward to.

Canvassing to the College Man.

J. Alan Fletcher, '12.

%^__f AWR^NCE !
"
cried the conductor and off the train I

jumped, for this was to be the field of my summer'sx canvassing campaign. I was alone, except for my

grip of Aluminum Cooking Utensils, in a town I

had never before visited. What was I to do next ? Two blocks

away I descried the tower of the town church, opposite which I

eventually discovered the pastor's residence and in I went for the

pastor. I had pretty well decided that I had best lay my plans

frankly before this dignitary and enlist his aid. Suffice it to say

that after a half hour's interview with the pastor's wife, I was

directed to but one lady. The latter, very fortunately for me, was

kind enough to give me cards of introduction to some half dozen

leading ladies of the town and I was started.

The most unpleasant experience the novice has at canvassing is

the dread of meeting the first two or three prospective customers,

and this is not unnatural. But if the man has the sand to stick

to the work through the preliminary trial period, then he has

taken a big step forward. Such a man will think to himself :

" When I get
' down in the mouth,' I must remember Jonah

—he

came out all right," and to him no discouragement will be too

great.
A woman's curiosity is a very thirsty thing, so if you have to
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sell goods to a woman, seek first to provoke this curiosity. Pro

voke it even unto exasperation and you will surely be rewarded

by an audience.

Before even suggesting why I had come to see my prospective

lady customer, I took great pains to explain that all of her friends

were interested, that Mrs. White and Mrs. Black and her friend,

Mrs. Green and the lady across the street, Mrs. Pink, all had been

so interested and Mrs. Brown was sure you would be interested.

I take space to speak of this method of introduction for it

seldom failed to secure an audience and it made me appreciate

quite fully the insatiable curiosity of the feminine sex. I could

not but observe another feminine weakness.
"

Nothing succeeds

like success," and this is strikingly true of this sort of work. I

have actually taken orders because Mrs. Brown feared she might

miss something Mrs. White was getting. Mrs. Brown then rea

sons :
" If Mrs. White can afford it, I can, and I'm going to have it,

too !
" If once the salesman can rouse his town to that point

where gossip enters into the game, it will be a great aid to him.

When Mrs. Black learns that Mrs. Pink and Mrs. White and Mrs.

Brown have been ordering the goods, she generally wants to be

" in the swim
"
too. Favorable gossip is of greater advantage to

the salesman than any of the many other brilliant news imparting

schemes of the day.

There were two classes of ladies I had to meet, the woman

whose mind could be more or less moulded, and the woman whose

thoughts could never be directed and who, on the contrary, pro

ceeded immediately to dictate proper taste, correct opinion, and so

on. The past summer I happened upon an admirable example of

the latter type. I had been strongly advised to visit this lady and

it was only after two visits that I succeeded in finding her at

home. I had an idea that the only person in the sale who could

wiggle his tongue was the salesman, but I soon saw I was in

error. To all the arguments I advanced she had her answer and

whether or not it was right seemed purely a secondary considera

tion. I simply marvelled at her. Whenever she was winded I

ventured a statement but, soon seeing that I was making very

little progress, I beat a hasty retreat. A few days later her

brother, the husband of one of my enstomers, remarked jocosely

that I seemed to be loading down most everyone in town with my
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ware but that I was unable to "rope in" his sister. I frankly in

formed him that there were too many ladies about town with less

vocal resistance, to make it pay me to waste any time upon her.

The work took many amusing turns. In another instance I

was directed to a very promising family. My director informed

me, however, that in this family were five young and beautiful

daughters. Naturally I immediately dismissed the thought of a
visit there. So much was I urged to make this visit, however,
that I finally resolved to pay a call and trust to fortune that at

least most of the girls were not at home. My hopes were shattered
and I found not only father and mother and five daughters
but also two lady visitors. I must have gained pounds
of nerve that hour, for backing up against the wall so that no one

would be behind me, at any rate, I talked the goods to a successful

sale.

Politeness and good humor are big assets to the canvasser. At

times he talks himself hot and tired and his courtesy is sorely tried.

The man who is out of sympathy with the people he is dealing
with is doomed to ill success.

There is one power that has its commercial value in the world

that is steadily developed in salesmanship—this is insight. A

good salesman must be more than what common opinion grants

him, namely, a phonograph. He must be able to read his customer

and overcome not only expressed but also unexpressed objections.

This requires tact. Tact is quite essential in selling cooking

utensils. The dignity of many a lady would be ruffled were a

young college boy to attempt to instruct her in the gentle art of

cooking. In such a case I would simply suggest what her friend

Mrs. Blue had mentioned or what her neighbor Mrs. Gray had

found worked so admirably. Whether you are convincing the in

dividual in the parlor or the crowd in the debate hall it is of para

mount importance that you gain the sympathy of your audience.

No matter what his profession, it is worth a student's while to

devote a summer to canvassing in one form or another.

What does the summer at canvassing mean to the college man?

It means money earned, it means a better appreciation of one's

fellow men, it means experience gained in business,
it means power

developed in presenting one's thoughts and convincing others, it

means progress in the never-ending task of bettering one's self.



The Begum's Baby.

M. V. Atwood, 'io.

HE long line of elephants stood in front of us, restlessly

swaying back and forth. One of them, with the delicate

little fingers at the tip of its trunk, picked up a wisp of

hay and carefully stowed it away in its mouth. An old

bull standing opposite picked up a bigger bunch and tossed it

playfully over his back.

Wilson, the oldest animal-man with the show, dropped an

empty pail and sank down on the pile of blankets with the rest

of us.

"

Elephants are funny things," he said.
"

They have their likes

and dislikes just as strong as folks. Now take old Begum as we

called her ; it was snakes she hated, and she hated them worse'n

poison."
The old man paused and reflectively squirted a stream of tobacco

juice at a tent-pole. Oldsen lighted his pipe, and all of us leaned

back on the blankets. When the old animal-man began in that

way there was always a story in it.

"

Yes," he went on,
"
I was with Lawton Brothers' show that

year. Only Lawton Brothers wasn't the big forty-carer it is now.

We only only carried about a dozen cages of animals and a couple
of elephants. One of them was a big old cow, with as nasty a

disposition as any beast I ever had to deal with. She wasn't a

"bad" elephant, but just plain cussed. She was worth a lot to

the show, though, for Beg had a little she-calf about six months

old that Jennings, the advance-man, made the most of every

minute. He had some thirty-two sheet posters of the "biggest
and smallest elephants in captivity

"
that he smeared the barns

with for miles around each town we played.
"
We called the big one, as I told you, Begum or Beg, and

Toots was the name that the baby went by. Jennings tried Midge,
and Speck, and several others, but finally decided that Toots was

the best.

" Besides the elephants and the other animals we had a cage of

big snakes. I don't know where Lawton got hold of them but

XL
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they were certainly whoppers. There were half a dozen of them
and some were as big as my leg. The snakes we kept most of the
time on exhibit in the animal-tent, though Mile. Trevania, who
did the high-wire work in the big top, did a snake-charming act

with them in the side show. The tents were always pitched next
one another so we could carry the snakes back and forth easily.

"

Most of the season we had the cages arranged so that the

snakes were right back of the elephants. But along the last of

August the main guy decided that it would be. better to move

them around a bit, so when we set up at the next lot we tried the

new order. This brought the snake case which had a glass front,
right in front of Beg.
"None of us thought much about this, though ; the next day

the old girl began to get nervous and fidget around as I'd never

seen her do before. I didn't pay much attention to her, for I

thought the change in the tent made her feel strange and that she

would settle down again in a few days. But the next day she

acted even worse, and was so ugly to the baby that we separated
them and put Toots in a rope enclosure at the end of the tent. I

couldn't understand Beg at all. She had been in the habit of

getting cranky spells on, but never anything like this. The next

morning I went to the main guy about it. He laughed at me and

said there wasn't anything wrong with Beg, but that she just had

one of her
"
streaks

"

on, as he called them. Old Beg seemed to

be getting worse just the same.
" The change in the arrangements of the cages didn't work first

rate for a number of reasons, and in a few days we went back to

the old way again. All of us noticed the difference in old Beg

right off. She settled down as quiet as could be and munched her

hay perfectly contented. Every little while she looked over to the

place where the snakes had been, but when she saw the other cage

she seemed satisfied and went on with her eating.
"

Up till then we had all kinds of a good run ; hadn't had a

single storm to bother us in the least. The people were all flush

with money that summer and tumbled over each other to be the

first to pay it in at the ticket-wagon. I'd been in that country

before, though, and knew that such luck couldn't last long, and

that when we did catch it, it wouldn't be any little two-for-a-cent

shower.
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"It was getting almighty dry, too, water scarcer at each lot.

The main guy said, though, that he'd be willing to draw water

from Ballyhack if business would only keep up the way it had.

"
We hadn't had the sign of a storm till we struck Hampton,

but there, during the afternoon show, a few clouds blew up in the

west, and a gust of wind flapped the canvas some. By sundown

the clouds were gone and prospects for rain were as far off as they

had been for a month.

"
But in the evening things got interesting. During the show

the clouds piled up again, and by the time the performance was

half over, we saw we were in for it. They hustled the show

through on the double quick and cut out the concert. By the

time the people were out of the big top and scurrying for home,

the seats were on their way to the cars, and the canvas itself was

ready to come down. Almost everything else was on the cars by

this time. The cook- and stable-tents came down at the first sign

of the storm.

"They left the animal-tent to the last. We didn't want any

chance of the animals getting caught in the rain, for they're as

delicate and get sick as easily as babies.

"

By the time the canvas gang was ready for the animal-tent the

storm was coming up fast. The thunder began to growl and the

lightning spit out in little spiteful flashes. I asked the main guy

if he thought it was safe to try to get her down and the animals

out before the storm struck us. He said to go ahead, so one gang

got the guys loose while another started to get out the cages

and hustle them to the cars. The guys were all loose and all the

stuff out except two or three cages, including the snakes, and the

two elephants, when the storm struck us. It couldn't have caught
us in any worse shape, and over the big sticks went, taking with

them the canvas and ropes in one grand muddle. The center

pole must have struck old Beg right across the back. I never

heard such a bellow as she let out.

"I was outside under a canvas wagon, mighty lucky to save my

neck. The rain came down in buckets, but luckily after the first

gust there wasn't much wind. I heard old Beg thrashing around

and trumpeting like a fog horn. Occasionally I heard little

squeals from Toots.
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'
In about ten minutes the worst of the storm was past, and I

crawled back to the wreckage. The few cages seemed all right,ex

cept that one corner of the snake cage was crushed in. But as

the snakes were all " doped," I wasn't afraid that any of them had

got out. I looked in hurriedly and thought I saw them all there.

Then I patched up the hole with some canvas and rope and made

my way to where Beg was. After the thump she got from the

stick I thought sure she must be done for, but I saw right off that

the upper end of the pole had caught on a cage, and so the old

elephant hadn't got the full force of the falling stick. But the old

girl was pinned fast to the ground. Between her front and back

legs Toots was curled up without a scratch.

"We got the wreckage up as soon as we could, and when we

raised the big blue stick off Beg's back she got up slowly, appar

ently none the worse for her bump. Her temper was considerably

ruffled, though, and she began to take it out on Toots.

"
It was nearly daylight before we were cleaned up and loaded,

but as our next stop was at Sheboygan, only twenty miles off, we

made it all right and even gave the parade about an hour late.

Of course things were pretty badly banged up, but we got the

tent up in spite of some big holes.

" The storm had come on Friday, and as this was Saturday old

Lawton gave orders not to pack up that night ; said we would .stay

in Sheboygan over Sunday for repairs.
" Neither Beg nor the baby had suffered any from the wreck,

except that the old girl's temper was so bad we took Toots away

again and put her in the enclosure in the other end of the tent.

" That night I had a sick lion on my hands and so was going to

stay all night in the tent. Accordingly, about eleven o'clock, after

fixing everything up for the night I got a couple of blankets and

rolled upon the hay. As I lay there I got to thinking about those

snakes. I hadn't counted them very carefully. Suppose one of

'em had escaped and had crawled into some of the baggage. I got

mighty creepy, I aint ashamed
to say. But I finally persuaded

myself that such an idea was foolish, and fell asleep.
" About midnight I woke with a start. I don't know what made

me, but all of a sudden I was wide awake. The first thing I

noticed was a flood of moonlight streaming through the big holes



3^4 The Cornell Era.

in the tent. And in one bright spot I saw something that made me

shiver. A snake was slowly crawling along, its head raised a little

from the ground, its eyes fixed on the sleeping baby elephant.
"
I had seen all this in a whole lot less time than it takes me to

tell it. The next thing I knew I heard an awful roar from Begum.

She had seen the snake, too, and that her baby was in danger. With

one wrench of her powerful legs she pulled loose the big iron stake

that held her. The next instant, head up, little eyes blazing

blood-red, chain and iron stake thrashing over the ground she

charged down the tent.

" Toots had now started up and was gazing as if hypnotized at

the approaching snake. The reptile was almost ready to strike

when Beg was upon it. With one stomp of her big foot she

crushed the little pointed head into the ground. Then she threw

the writhing body high in the air. When it came down she

jumped on it again and again with all four feet.

"

By this time I had pulled myself together and hurried across

the tent. After a little I got the crazy beast calmed down and

back to her place where I drove the iron stake fast into the ground

again.
"Never after that did we have any trouble with Beg abusing

Toots ; but let the old girl catch even a glimpse of a snake and

she went up in the air like a flash."



With the Boer Army.
J. H. Neethling, '12.

from \(\tJ
**' ^is *S tlle secon(I of a series of articles by representative students

in tu! gn countries on political and social conditions abroad. The next article
m the series will describe the Russian Jew at home.

♦€M"N the beginning of the War, the Boer Army did not meet

■I with any difficulty in regard to their provisions, but as

H the war developed the men were to a large extent thrown

upon their own resources, and it is my intention to des

cribe a few reminiscences of this latter part of the war.
When the men left our home town, the prevailing thought was

that the war could last but a month longer as the British troops
were ready to take possession of practically the last town of the

Transvaal ; but as it turned out later the war lasted nearly two

years longer. When the advance guard of the enemy was about

a mile away we said farewell and departed. That same night we

joined our fellow-townsmen only six miles away, and notwith

standing the proximity of the enemy we spent a quiet night as

night attacks were then very unusual.

Nobody seemed downhearted though they had just parted from

their relatives at home. The favorite subjects of discussion were

the duration of the war, and the surrendering of some Boers who

were strongly charged as non-patriotic, disloyal and called "hands-

uppers," a name derived from the lifting of both hands on sur

rendering. We pitched our tents for the night, as we still had

conveyance for our camp material. There still were quite a num

ber of negro servants with us who did the cooking, washing and

such chores in camp.

Meanwhile tidings reached us that General deWet and others

had considerable forces and had gone back of the advancing

British force, so that only the main cities and railways were under

control of the British, and all the country outside of this occupied

by Boers, though sometimes scattered in small companies.
At length we were disturbed but not until I had learned how to

roast a sheep's head in an ant-hill. This was easily done for ant

hills were plentiful. A hole was dug in the side of the hill and a

fire started, the hill soon caught and burned steadily. The sheep's

head was then placed in this oven, and the opening closed, and
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soon it was ready for eating. Such an ant-hill served splendidly

as an oven but was used for this purpose only too frequently.

On one occasion we were lying asleep in camp, when at about

dawn the report reached us that the enemy was attacking. The

first firearm to be heard was the hand Maxim, which gives you.

the idea of a man knocking at your door fairly consistently, as it

fires fiftv or more shots in one round, but the sensation it causes

in a person who hears it for the first time and, what is wor.se,

hears it approaching, is more pleasant to describe than to

experience.
Soon the men were in position, each having chosen a suitable

obstacle for protection, for who was going to set his body up as a

target when a stone or an anthill was near ? The saddled horses

were kept within easy reach of the men, though sheltered as well

as possible. As it became lighter the enemy were discernable on

the horizon and real fighting was started.

My father and I were just away from the fighting men, when a

man came galloping up, his horse we recognized, but his face was

covered with blood ; he had been hit just when attempting to fire,

the bullet had removed part of his right thumb and a great part

of his right cheek, at the same time taking away part of his jaw,

teeth and all. We started taking him to the ambulance, when

another wounded man was brought in whom we also took along.

On returning we plainly saw the cannon shells exploding in the

vicinity of our retreating wagons at which they were aimed, and

in spite of my fear this was a pretty sight at early sunrise, the

more so because no shell proved effective.

That same night we slept not more than a mile away from the

place of our camp of the night before and thus it was during that

war—one day the enemy held a position, the very next day we

occupied the same spot.

As time advanced the British forces took advantage of attacking
at night, which of course, made it more uncomfortable for us, but

soon we took this as the natural run of events and overcame this

difficulty by never sleeping where we were encamped during the

day. Accordingly as soon as night had fallen we set out and slept
that night about three miles distant from our day camp, and there

we slept soundly, with only a small watch. Of course at the night

camp, which was never the same for two nights in succession, no
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lights were used, hence no smoking, and this was sometimes very

trying as the mosquitoes did excellent duty.
Once we wanted to pass to some of the other

"

commandoes,"

(Boer armies) during the night, and we had to cross a state road

protected by the enemy ; but even though shadowed by darkness,
we were liable to be detected, and with the search lights thrown

upon us, cannon and rifles might play havoc with us. About

fifteen men got ready, which simply means that each man takes

all his belongings on his riding horse, an extremely easy matter,

and when darkness fell we set out. The river ford, through which
we crossed, was thoroughly scrutinized for loose pieces of barbed

wire, which were a frequent cause of danger ; but we advanced

until we reached the road, alongside of which ran the telegraph
wire ; this wire was about four feet above ground, and was sup

ported by low posts. On this occasion we simply laid it flat and

passed along, but that telegraph wire had to be replaced certainly
at least three times every week, for our soldiers, who passed over

that same road almost every night, would fix the wire to the back

of their saddles and ride along for some distance, of course rooting

up the posts and removing several hundred yards of wire.

Towards the close of the war, different railway lines and roads

were well blockaded,
" blockhouses

"

being erected at intervals of

a few hundred yards. Besides this the railroad tracks were fenced

in securely, and empty tins hung upon the wires to make a noise,

so as to prevent communication between Boer forces on opposite

sides of the line. By this means also the railroad track was pro

tected, for time and again a dynamite cartridge was loaded in some

old gun, hid alongside of the track, and was discharged either by

the weight of the train or by a person hiding nearby. On one

occasion, our men had the good fortune to derail a train carrying

many Christmas presents to the Tommies, who sadly missed their

plum puddings and Christmas gifts.

It would have furnished an interesting sight to anybody to have

seen a Boer
" commando

" towards the close of the war. Perhaps

their garb would have interested him most. Many wore suits

made of leather, which was tanned in camp. Such a suit was ex

cellent, except after a rain when it took on a queer form, which

could only be remedied by reworking the leather. Practically any

kind of canvas was used for garments. An old lady once gave me
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one of her homemade canvas flour bags, which I considered an

extremely valuable present. A gentleman used it in making a

pair of riding breeches for me, first dyeing it to a light brown

color by boiling it with a certain kind of bark. Both boots and

hats were made of leather by the men in camp, and some became

quite adept in making them.

A great many of the men wore "khaki," which was the British

military uniform. It is easily understood how these were ob

tained, for if anything was needed the best way to supply the

want was to get it from the British forces. Towards the close of

the war, we kept no prisoners of war, and the only penalty from

a captured
"

Tommy
"
was that he was liable to exchange his

uniform for one of ours which had served long enough. Ammu

nition was amply supplied in a similar fashion ; but this was not

the only source of provisions, for derailed trains and spoils con

tributed generously.
Our food utensils frequently ran short, in which case a hollow

calabash served fairly well for a plate, and an earthen pot for

cooking. The scarcest article of food was salt, and its absence

was so severely felt that we paid as much as two dollars and fifty

cents for one pound. Sugar had long been forgotten but we not

infrequently sweetened our coffee with wild honey.
Matches were also a luxury of the past, but tinderbox with flint

and steel easily supplied their need. We passed the time away

when off duty in making these tinderboxes, or in making chess-

or checkermen. Games such as quoits and cards were also played,
in which the loser received a number of lashes. To all these

games may be added hunting, and as game was plentiful this

furnished frequent sport.

Many long evenings we spent around the camp fire, when the

old men used to relate tales of the chase and of previous Kaffir

wars, while we baked sweet potatoes under the ash, or roasted

peanuts, or monkeynuts as they are known at home, and drank

coon coffee at frequent intervals.

At a late hour we would retire to our tent, which consisted

merely of a sheet of canvas, which was drawn across any suitable

horizontal post, and pegged down at the two extremities ; then

with the saddle for pillow and hard ground for mattress we slept
as sound as we would in the best of beds during peaceful times.
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EDITORIAL

The new board enters upon the duties of its office with an

earnest desire to make The Era of more service to Cornell. WTe

believe that this can best be done by continuing the change of

policy instituted last fall by the retiring

Looking Ahead. board. During the last few years this paper

had been almost entirely journalistic in its

scope, and as such had made, we believe, too limited an appeal to

the student body. Cornell needs a magazine that will publish

not only articles of general or special interest by faculty members

and undergraduates, but that will also act as a medium for con

veying the literary efforts of the students to the eyes of the uni

versity world. During the past year we have printed a dozen

short stories, as many articles of literary merit, and no small

amount of excellent student verse. But, though good for a begin

ning, this is not enough. There are certainly plenty men of

sufficient literary ability at Cornell to furnish us as many poems

and short stories as we could possibly find room to print.

Although we shall seek out and publish considerable literary

material, the journalistic side of the paper will
not be neglected.

The Era would like to act as a forum for university discussion,
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as a clearing-house for undergraduate ideas. The college monthly

has a distinct field of its own, and that is to act as a medium for

the presentation and discussion of projected changes and reforms.

There are some matters which cannot be satisfactorily treated in

a brief letter to the Sun, and the college monthly is the logical

medium for presenting such matters. Is there anything at Cor

nell that you think is undemocratic, dangerous to the best inter

ests of the university ? Is there anything which you think is not

receiving the recognition and support it deserves? If so, write

us your views on the matter, and we shall willingly publish all

such commnnications. The Era is yours for the coming year,

and asks your heartiest co-operation and support.

Again we have occasion to take off our hats to Coach Courtney
and his crews, for adding new victories to Cornell's already long
list of triumphs on the water. The victories of Decoration Day

on Cayuga and the Charles, impress more

Crew, strongly upon our minds the fact that the

Cornell crews of this year measure well up

to the Courtney standard, and make us look forward to Pough

keepsie with hopeful expectation. In no other branch of inter

collegiate athletics is the training so exacting and long-continued,
and our oarsmen who, from December to July, are daily making
themselves fit to uphold Cornell's supremacy in crew, deserve all

the loyal and enthusiastic support they receive.

Another year has gone by that has witnessed no attempt to put
elections to the editorial board of the Class

A Needed

Reform.
Book and the Cornellian on a fair basis. These

are the only university publications which

give the ambitious undergraduate
"
an opportunity to secure

important editorial positions without having earned them"—as the

business manager of a former Cornellian board has well said. The

men on the boards of the other undergraduate publications are
chosen after hard contests lasting often as long as one year. But

a man is not elected to the board of the Cornellia7i or the Class



Editorials. 371

Book on the basis of work done, often not even on the basis of sup

posed ability for such work. It is a well-known fact that popularity
or athletic prowess is more often the

"

open sesame
"
than is indus

try or ability. Such a condition should not exist, and the classes

of 191 2 and 1913 would be performing a distinct service if they

would institute the holding of systematic competitions for the

places on the boards of these two publications.

The Era takes considerable pleasure in publishing in this issue

the poem that was awarded the prize offered by the English Club,
last fall, for the best poem written by a student in the university.

In all, thirty-five poems from nineteen com-

An petitors were submitted. The committee of

Award. award—Professor ll^ane Cooper, Professor J.

Q. Adams and Mr. H. S. Gutsell—were

pleased with the quality of the poems presented for their judgment.
It is an encouraging fact that there are at least a score of students

who have both the taste and the ability to compose creditable

verse, in an environment so distinctly practical and utilitarian

as is that of Cornell. Yet let us not be too premature in our self

congratulations. When we consider that five essay prizes,

amounting in value to four hundred and fifty dollars, were not

awarded this year for lack of enough good competition, we may

well reflect that there is still some room left for improvement.

The past athletic season has not been as successful financially

as mio-ht well be desired. Less money has been realized from the

sale of the major sports season tickets than in former years, and

this despite the fact that the price of these

A
. tickets was twenty per cent higher than last

Suggestion.
x

•

* .

year. Minor sports season tickets have met

with such a poor sale that the raising of a special subscription

was necessary. It would seem that some better plan than the

present one could be devised, for paying the ever increasing cost

of athletics at Cornell. In some universities an athletic tax is
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levied, the payment of which gives one admission to all the

athletic contests of the year. Why not adopt some such plan at

Cornell ? If a per capita tax of five dollars were levied upon each

student, enough money would be collected at the beginning of the

year to furnish considerable sinews of war to the Athletic Associa

tion. The amount of such a tax could be added to the tuition,

and printed in the Register, so that it would be generally under

stood that it was as much a part of tuition as are the gymnasium
and infirmary fees.

The chief objection to such a plan would be that it would oblige

the University corporation to stand as the direct sponsor for, and

promoter of, athletics. We admit the seriousness of this objection,

but think the plan outlined above is of sufficient merit to warrant

making an endeavor to secure its adoption.

As a result of recent competitions, the following men have

been elected to the editorial board : Hubert H. d'Autremont, 'n ;

Arthur Pollock, 'ii ; Franklin B. Shaw, 'ii ; and James I.

Clarke, '12.
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Six Sheet Panel, A, Short Story M. V. Atwood, '10 153

Smith, Director A. W., "To Newcomers" 7

Smith, Professor Goldwin, "A Chain of Events" 28

"Grover Cleveland" 30

Song of ascadilla, Verse C. E. Simonson, '12 251

Song of the Earth in a Fog, Verse 147

Sophomore Banquet, The 189
Sprague, '11, Mildred E., "The Point of View" 318
Spirit of the Grind, The, Verse Stanley P. Lovell, '12 294

Spring Day, Here and Elsewhere Arthur Pollock, '11 269
Sirelilz, '11, S. Malcolm, "Washburn's Reform" 304

Strunk, Prof William, Jr., "Recent Progress of the Masque" 89
Student Council, A Lewis Henry, '09 20

Swimming at Cornell D. H. Lehman, '10 300

That Library Catalogue L. M. Buell, '10 7/

That Ram, Short Story F. Dana Burnet, '11 11, 63
The Begum's Baby, Short Story M. V. Atwood, '10 359

The Man, the Maid and the Office Boy, Short Story, O. C. Rey, '11 334

Things You Don't See from the Front Prof. C. F. Hirshfeld, 05 117

Toiler, The, Verse 282

To Newcomers Director A. W. Smith 7

Tramping J. A. Dickinson, '10 51

Translation of Becquer's Rima No. xiii J. S. Fassett, jr., '12 19

Triple Victory, The, Verse Prof. James McMahon 26

"Uncle Tom—Cupid," Short Story M. V. Atwood, '10 275

Vision of Lost Empires, A, Verse C. E. Simsonson, '12 152

Visitant, The, Verse C. E. Simonson, '12 152

Washburn's Reform, Short Story J. Malcolm Strelitz, '11 304

What's in a Dinner? Short Story Samuel S. Bullen, '10 297

Wilson, '10, Harry Nathaniel, "Athletic Scholarship" 56

Wiltse,ex-'o8, C. Livingston, "Cayuga" 201

Woman of Dover, The, Short Story Stanley P. Lowell '12 342

World in Motion, The h. M. Buell, '10 159

Yang '10, K. P., "The Emancipation of China" 260

Young Prof. C.

'

V. P., "Intercollegiate and Inter-College Athletics" 252

Zieget] '

10, Julius, "The Cornell DramaticClub" 92





The Cornell Era Advertiser .

Furnishings .:. Shoes .:.

tin

Our lines of $5.00 Oxfords &

Ties are the best we ever

showed for the money. We

think they would please you.

Let us show you.

Rain Coats, Our prices are right

Caps, the style the fellows like.

Don't forget we sell Last& Wear

Hosiery. Guaranteed

six months.

J. A. Duff

_

204 E.

State Street

Satisfaction

Guarranteed
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TAILOR
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FATIMA TU1EISH
JL _/*.! 1 1*1 ._P\ CIGARETTES

EO for 15 cts. *)

\7ARSITY race. Eightmuscular com

rades rowing in perfect rhythm. The

flag cf the old. Alma Mater bursts upon

the breeze. Victory. Then the long
ride back to town on the train—and

Fatima Cigarettes,

You en;ov the fine blend of Turkish tobacco, the cool

rich flavor, and you have ten extra cigarettes.

THE AMERICAN TOBACCO CO



14 The Cornell Era Advertiser

OLIVER
TVpeWrrter

Rented for the Year

or

Sold on Easy Payments

toil stand ?

Try my Dollar Fountain Pen

before buying elsewhere.

Ribbons and Supplies for all makes of machines.

HOWARD L. O'DANIEL,
ITHACA PHONE 11

Bell Phone 604. 205 East State Street.
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! H. J. BOOL GO.
\ Cabinet Makers
\
\ House Furnishers

g Interior Decorators

\ Picture Frame Makers

9
\
\
\
fl
fl
\

Q Our Guarantee with every piece

fl
£ Factory at Forest Home

\ Store

5

"

If you get it from us it's right.
"

Buttrick & Frawley

CLOTHIERS and

FURNISHERS

Largest assorment Quality the best

SUITS, OVERCOATS,

RAINCOATS and TROUSERS

Tuxedo and Dress Suits for Sale

and to Rent.

g Opp. Tomp. Co. Bank g 118 E. State St. ITHACA, N. Y.

BAKER'S

Caracas Sweet

Chocolate
FINEST

EATING

CHOCOLATE

IN THE WORLD

In } and J-lb. Cakes.

Our new recipe book,

sent free, will tell you how

to make a great variety of

delicious drinks and dainty
dishes.

Stvdent Lavndry Agency
P. H. Corman, '10, N, G. Pope,

'

1 1

Agents for Hastings' Laundry

422 Eddy Street

Superior Quality Work

Phones : Bell 676, Ithaca, 630.

Kegistered,
U. S. Pat. Oft

Walter Baker & Co.
Limited

Established 1780. DORCHESTER, MASS.

If. K. HOIS GO.
Established 1842.

Producers of Distinctive Printing
and Engraving for discriminating
people. All work done on the

premier under the supervision of

experts.
Class Books.

We publish some of the largest
books, Lucky Bag U. S. Naval

Academy, Howitzer, U.S.Military
Academy, etc.

Our halftones aud color work
cannot be excelled

Correspondence solicited.

SI. ,P0.
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THE MAN WHO READS

IS THE MAN WHO LEADS

In these days of keen competion and care

ful preparation, the man who succeeds in

engineering must keep his knowledge right up
to the minute. He must follow all new devel

opments, all new methods and everything im

portant that takes place in hischosen field. He

must read the leading engineering journal that

relates to his line of work.

Your needs are met by one of thefollowing:

Electrical World Weekly $3.00 a year

The foremost electrical journal of the world. Covers the entire

electrical art and industry.

Electric Railway Journal Weekly $3.00 a year

The accepted authority on all matters relating to the construc

tion, operation, maintenance and management of electric railways.

The Engineering Record Weekly $3.00 a year

The leading civil engineering journal of America. Covers Muni

cipal Engineering, Industrial Engineering, Railway Civil Engineer

ing, Bridge and Structural Engineering, Power Plants, Heating and

Ventilation, Public Works, etc.

Special Rates to Students Sample copies on Request

McGraw Publishing Co.
239W. 39th St.

IVKW YORK
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Hotel MELBOURNE

Madison Avenue and 92d St.

NEW YORK CITY

One block from Fifth Avenue and Central Park

For Transient and Permanent Guests.

European and American Plans.

Unexcelled Cuisine and Cafe.

Room and Bath $1.50 per day and up.

Suites and Bath $2.50 per day and up.

Absoutely Fireproof BOYCE & HATFIELD

Look at c^Htttu S @Xl J§U0n before buying

PICTURES, FRAMES, ETC.

315 Bast State Street Ithaca, N. Y.

If you want Good Fitting

CLOTHES, we make them.

Large Assortment of

Woolens to select from.

L. C. BEMENT -- The Toggery Shops
stablished - 1888.

Maker of Shirts to individual measures. Over 400 patterns for selection.

Hatter- Hosier - Glover - Cravetter - Maker of Shirts that fit

Down Town—142 E. STATE On the Hill—404 EDDY

(_t) Shops (i) Factory
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Robi
214

inSOn S, East State Street

A HIGH GRADE

OF WORK ONLY

*G*JC3K*Qf*Q*JG£2G**0<*0*

The Place to go for Photographs,
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New York Life

Insurance Co

C. H. WEBSTER, Agent

Hotel Cumberland - New York
Southwest Corner Broadway, at 54th Street

Near 50th St. Subway Station and 53d St. Elevated.

Broadway cars from Grand Central Depot pass the door.

KEPT BY A COLLEGE MAN.

Headquarters for

College Men

Special Rates for

Strictly First-class Cr3Af±aP> ! P3TTK
Hates Reasonable ^.OliegC 1 Cdlllb

NEW AND FIREPROOF

$2.50 with bath and up. All outside rooms

Se^d for Booklet.

HARRY P. STIMSON, Formerly with Hotel Imperial

10 Minutes walk to 20 Theatres

HEADQUARTERS FOR CORNELL MEN
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lbsPre-eminent Cuvees
of

Champagne

Their

fine quality

will at once

commend them

to the

most critical ■Wwi kniie^tm'a 1743

**ttA CHARM*
CHAMPAGNE

£PERNAY-FRANCE
KiwYow-

MOET & CHANDON

Imperial Crown
"Brut"

MOET & CHANDON

White Seal

"Very Dry"

GEO. A. KESSLER & CO.
SOLE IMPORTERS

New York= and San Francisco
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