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Sunset

Unlovely and untitled pealk,

rearing above the low, green hills,

whose more appealing contours

serve but to pronounce

your lack of charm,

vour sharp, ungraceful cutlines;
unbeautiful and creviced mountain,

decked, at this evening hour,

in all the gaudy-colored trappings,

the cast-olf finery,

which at the dawning

cloaked and veiled

your lovelier sister in the Fast, _
enhanced the beauty of her swelling hosom,
mantled her smoothe, fair shoulders,

and crowned her lovely head;

look down, ungainly foster-sister,

to sec your folly

mirrored in the lake.

Ah, yes, -

cast off the bright vernulion scarfs,

the floating purple veils. '

They'’re not for you.

But no!

Don't swathe vour scered old shoulders “round
with wisps of manve and rose—

That’s worse! '

Oh, mountain,

you were never meant to wear

a garland

of small, pink-edged clouds—

[ knonw;

[ once wore pale-pink rozehuds

and white lace
when [ was thirtv-Tour
G T S T
But I offended

only once,

—Contributed,

GARIBALDI

“And otlier spirits there are standing apart
Upon the forehead of the age to come;
These, these will give the world another heart,
And other pulses. Hear ye¢ not the hum
Of mighty workings 7
Listen awhile, ye nations, and be dumb.”
—Keats, 1817

Keats did not prophesy vainlv. There was born to a humble couple ot
Nizza (Nice) in the night of July 4, 1807, a son who would soon make
Europe hunt with his mighty doings, and the world ring with the echoes of
his name. The father’s name was Donunico Garibaldi, and he called his son
(riusseppe.  Dominico was a merchant sailor, captain and owner of the little
vessel in which he sailed from port to port oi the western Mediterranean.
Although poor, the good couple scrimped and saved that their son might he
cducated, and hoped that some day the lad would fight in God's army as a
priesi. l.ittle could they guess that some day he would be fighting in Liberty’s
army against the priests. Giuseppe had ideas of his own upon education.
Life for him was not contained in books, but in the great out-of-doors—in
wdventure.  And he voiced these ideas often, plaving truant in order to go
into the mountains hunting, or best of all, to make trips in a tiny sailboat on
the gea nearby. Ifinally, when at the age of fifteen he ran away to sea in the
company of several other Doys, Dominico and his wife had to acquiesce, and
Giuseppe was regularly started upon a sea-career.

The sea was now his school. A cabin-hoy with his father at the age of
firteen, at twenty-five he was master of a vessel. Cruising the length and
breadth oi the Mediterranean, he had adventures enough to satisfy even his
thirst. Three times pirates captured and robbed his ship—the sea then was
not the sea of today. While trading in the Levant, Garibaldi first came in
contact with those ideals which were to e his guiding stars in days to come.
Greece was fighting for independence.  Liberty, IFreedom, were the words of

the hour. While talking with those men who were giving their all for the

independence of their beloved country, Garibaldi couldn’t help but think of his
own [taly. A sad Italy, divided, subjected to the will and domination of for-
cign powers—there it stood. A passion soon seized him for the ircedom oi
his country— Ttaly was first, last, and always’ in his thoughts. Thus it was
that he came to seek out the vouthiul leaders of “Young ltaly” and to join
the cause as one of its most enthusiastic supporters.

Furope was then in the throes of one of those periodic upheavals with
which she was scized so often in the nineteenth centurv. Greece had just won
her independence, the Reform Bill had been passed in England, the I‘rench
were expelling the last of the Bourbons, and in Italy the foundation stones
were heing laid of another movement for liberty on the still warm ashes of
the Carbonaro. This new movement was an organization of patriots called
“Young Italy”, formed by Guiseppe Mazzini, a voung medical student. Its
cardinal principle was “Independence, Unity, and Liberty for Italy.”  Already
the energetic leader was uniolding plans for the overthrow of the government
of Piedmont. Charles Albert was in his most reactionary mood in those days.
Perhaps the most important part of Mazzini's plans was the conversion of
the roval forces. armv and navv, to his cause. This was absolutely essential.
Phus it was that Garibaldi enlisted in the royal navy and attempted to stir
up his fellow sailors. The revolt was premature, since people were not yet
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ready for the ideals of “Young Italy”. The plot was exposed, came to naught,
and Gar ibaldi, condemaued to deaLh fled to South America. This was in 1‘436

Twelve lonu years were spent in exile, twelve vears during which Gari-
haldi lived o onstanctlv on the hope of returning home. Italy, the Italy of his
dreams, was “‘the ultimate” to him. The d1ead was alwws foremost in his
minc that he should die hefore taking part in the liberation of his country,
And there were other Italians in South America, men from the north, men
from the south, all dreading that same thing. Many died there, hitter IV SOT-
rowful; many more in time went home, dnnrr there too—but dvmcr happily.
It was in this land of exile that (;(Lrvhal(h met Rlosqetn a Geno#esc dﬂd formed
a lasting iriendship with him. They formed a ]Jartn.er§111]) bc)u'rrh't a small

boat, and for almost a year traded in South American waters. . But this peace-

ful life was too tame and unexciting for Garibaldi. Omnce havmo tasted blood,
as it were, for liberty’s sake, he. must always do so. At that time a small bit
of Brazil, the Republic of Rio Grande do Sul, had cut loose from the mother
country, zmd was bravely attempting to maintain its independence. The rest-
less man joined the little republic’s cause.

The second part of his training had begun. Perhaps we might say
that at this point Garibaldi was entering colleﬂfe, at least the experience gained
irom now on was invaluable to him, when he entered into the sertous work of
his later life. Letters of marque were given him by the rebels, and for a
time he was a very successful buccaneer, worrying Brizilian merchants into
nervous prostration over the continued losses of ships and goods. But he had
also a first touch of warfare on land. With little bands of anywhere from a
hundred to a thousand, ill-assorted bands, Spaniards, Porluguese, Italians,
Negroes, Indians, half- breeds of all kinds, he soon became cxmcrt at Utzerll]a

‘rhtmo T)uxrmlfr a campaign Garibaldi met and instantly fell in love with
th_e one woman of all, who could have possibly made a suitable mate for him—-
Anita Riberas. Impetuous in love, as in all things, the first words he spoke
were, “Thou oughtest to be mine.”” Needless to say, she was. Too much can
not be said about this truly marvelous woman. For two vears she was with
him on all campaigns, land and sea, always at his side—and guerilla life is
just about as closely the antithésis of the ordinary housework of a wife as

anything possibly counld be. Constant danger, pitched battles, skirmishes, little

or no food for sometimes long periods, always moving —that could hardly be
called an 1dea1 life for a woman. Yet Anita went through all that and worse.

On one occasion, she was cmptured having beeri separated from Garibaldi in.

the excitement of a battle. Somehow she effected an escape and, pursued,. rode
sixty miles through wild country to her hushand. A short time after that
ride, Menotti; their first child, was born. 'What an Amazon! But such a life
could not go on:; Garibaldi was forced to choose between his wife and a coun-.
try to w hich he was really not. bound—obviously he decided for his family.
Monte Video (Uruguary) was chosen as a home until Ttaly called.
This second attempt at prolonged peaceful occupation was about as suc-
essful as the former. Another struggle for liberty summoned Garibaldi.:
Arﬁentma was then trying to bring Monte Video under its power, and the
people of the little re.pu'bhc naturally obijected rather strenuously.  They called:
upon Garibaldi for aid in checking the invaders, and he responded with the
Italian Legion—the embryo of the hrave group soon to be so famous through-
out Europe. Here the traditional uniform of the Garibaldini started, the red
shirts afterwards to inspire so nuch terror in the Neapolitans. And here also

sprang up something more than a legion, more than a uniform, the reputation

of his inspired soldiering which preceded him back to Italy, and did much' to.
raise the hopes of his countrymen, hastening the final day of glory. As has
heen said, the thought of return to [taly was always foremost in his mind.

o
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Partly for this reason he refused to aceept more than the rations and pay of a
common soldier.  As the hero of the Monte Videans, he might have had the
best of everything, yet his hiouse was alwavs dark atter sundown—there was
no mcney for such luxuries as candles.  Garilzaldi advised all his men to iol-
low the same hard rules. When the day of home-going came there would be
ro olligations helding these childrea hack from the out-stretched arms of their
mother.  Finally the davs of exile were over. Word came from ltaly that a
return might be safely made, so. having sent Anita and his family on ahead,
Garibaldi set sail fer home on the fifteenth of April, 1848, with a chosen band
of followers.

This was again a vear oi revolutions throughout Furope, and Austria,
most imporéant of all, was being shaken by internal strugeles. Things looked
well for Traly, Charles Albert had granted a constitution to his people, and
favoured more and more the idea of a united Ttaly. A pan-Italian war was
Leing waged to drive the f\l.lS[.fi[‘LIfS out of the peninsula: at least it was pan-
Italian in theory, though neither Trederick of Napies, Leopold of Tuscany,
nor Pio Nono the pope, had any ,dna of aiving up their crewns for Halian
unity.  On this account the movement was Illrl(lL weak by petty intrigues and
jealousies.  If only the Ttalians had been as united m 1848 as ten years later,
they could have easily driven the Austrians Levond the frontiers. But 'now
even though the Ieople of Milan had driven 20,000 Austrian soldiers under
Radetsky from their city in four davs of street fighting, and Manin in Venice
had secured the evacuation of his city without any bloodshed, vet opportusi-
ties were allowed to escape, and the fee entrenched themselves Lehind the
impregnalle fortresses of the Quadriladeral.  Much of the blame perhaps can
Le laid at the deor of ithe well-meaning head ot the House of Savoy, for in-
stance. in not making use of Garibaldi., Garibaldi’s Scuth American U<1)l()1t~.
had Dbeen advertised throughout Italy by Mazzini and the Repullicans with all
the skill and thore mwlmcsk of an American publicity company. Garibaldi was
already looked to as perhaps the bne man who would save ]talv And Gari-
laldi had gore to the king upon arrival, ofiering his services—and Charles
refused. Garibaldi was then, az alwavs, a Republican, but quite willing to
-11ppr€:s anv Republican ideas of his own for the greater good of a united
Italy. The Piedmontess king alzo failed to 1 1\(* v antage oi certain oppor-
tunities offered on the hattle-field, and so allowed the escape of the Austrians.
Yet we cannct blame Charles Albert too greatlv—Italy was not vet ready.
Garibaldi accented a small commission under the provisional government of
Milan, Lut had little or no opportunity to exhibit his skill.  The Austrians
soon cante from lehind their fortresses, recaptured practically all the lost ter-
ritory, including Milan on Juiv the twenty-fiith, and Charles sued for peace
almost at once. 1o many patricss it seemed as though they had heen betrayed.
Lmrﬂ)d]dl. )IAZZII]J‘ and a few other Republicans. refusing surrender, carried
on a “people’s war” for a few weeks against the Austrians in the lake regions,
Lut were soon forced to disperse. (mll‘al(h fled into Switzerland—Dhut not

lsefore the ltalians had seen exhilitions of his ability in guerilia warfare. The
redemntion of Ttaly was now postponed ancther decade.

Garibaldi’s exile in Swilzerland was very short.  Charles Albert soon for-
gave him for leading the “People’s War,” and in a month the cuerilla chief
was back in Nizza lnmfr with his family. Dut not for long, 1. onkmg about
for a suitable place to strike a Plow for unitv, the quhhc(ms decided upon
Sicily. where the peonle were then making futile efforts to rebel against their
cruel king.  In Octoler of that vear, 1848, Garibaldi set sail firom Genoa for
Sicilv, with alout seventy followers, On the way he stopped at Leghorn, and
the people there so entreated him to disembark, that he changed plfma, de-
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termining to recruit in Central ltaly and strike Bomba, Frederick of Naples,
from the north. However, he had ver y little Tuek in the matter lof recruits
either in Leghorn or bo]unr*a to which place he had gone. While the little
force was at Bologna, I\Ow] Prime Minister to tae l’o])c was assassinated at
Ronte on November the cwhteenm This caused a let-up in the papal policy
ol suppression, not Lhrouf*h any good will or. the part of Pio Nonoe, Ibut rather
from discontent and dlswumovment among his agents, soldiers and such: ard
Garibaldi’s cause Legan to prosper. Throu 1”1" the ageney of Gavazzi and le
Bassi, two priests of Bologra, men were urged to join the Repulbilican caus
On \Imcml er the twenty-third, Garibaldi was joined by Mazzint and hl.‘:
fortv-two lancers, who aiterwards formed the cav alry for the legion. The
(Jdrlhdldllll now almost five hundred strong, were organized in the First Ttal-
1an ]-cgrlon, adopting name and uniform frum the South American force.
Equipped poorly in every way except in desire to save Italy, the gallant force
wandered about through the papal states arousing interest in the ideals of
Republicanism and * Yuung Ttaly.”  On the twentys ourth of November the
Pope had taken flight to Gaeta, under the protecting wing of Bomba, and a
provisicnal government had besn set up at Rome. Garibaldi made several
hasty trips to that city seeking to enlist the aid of the government for h's
troops, but with no result.  This government was not to last for long, how-
ever. The Roman Republic was founded on February 8, 1849, undsr the
leadership of a trinmvirate with Mazzini soonr the controlling factor.

Now we ccme to the most inspiring perind in the life of Garibaldi and.
the cause of Italian irecdom.  The Roman Republic was deomed to failure
and death from the moment of its birth. Evervone knew it; no one could
possibly doubt 1. Naples, Spain, Austria, and France were all competing,
one with the other, to come first to the ald of FPio Nono. The Republic o
Tuscany, set up ten days after that of Rome, could not even defend itselt
from enemies within, much less come io the aid of another state. Piedmont
was in a weakened condition. Charles Albert, repenting the armistice of the
preceding vear, had hegun another war on Austria, but suffered an overwhelm-
ing defeat at Novara, March 23, 1849, Tle abdicated in favour of his eldest
son, Victor Emmanuel, who during the iime of the strugeles of the infant
state, had plenty to do himself to save Predmont from Awstrian demination.
No! f{riendless, with practically the whole Roman Cathelic world as encmies,
the Roman Republic must imevitably fall.  Yet the lrave men who died in
its defense were more than ‘willing to give up their lives—that Ttalv might
be born. Tt was truly marvelous psvchology!

The Garikaldini were called fo Rome, and stationed at Riete, a town a
little to the south, through April, in order to keep off any Neapolitan attacks.
Here the iforce rose in numbers (o ahout one thousand, and were equipnesd.
Towards the end of the month, General Qudirot arrived from France with a
force of aboul ten thousand regulars, and plans were hurriedly made for a
defense. Garihaldi was summoned intn the city. The defending army num-
hered somewhere between seven and nine thougand men; about 2,500 reoular
TPanal troops and Carabinieri who had turned ageinst the Pove: alout 14(}0
volunteers from other states in Italy; 1,300 Naticnal Guardsmen. including

"many absolutelv inexperterced volunteers from the city itself: and the thou—
sand men oi the First Ttalian Legion under Garihaldi, to which were added
some 300 Finanzieri. or Customs House officiels. A motley crew! The
Trrench attack was scheduled for the Jast dav of April.  Along the way the
attackine armv must approach the city, posters were put up adve*tisin-g_l]w
Afth article of the French Constitution, viz: “Trance respects fgrei;rn nation-
alities : her might shall never be emploved against the likerty of any people.
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What irony! The Irench attacked—and were repulsed.  Garibaldi, defending
the Tamculum was the tnspiration and mainstay of the Roman force. \lwav
moving about, always in the iront, his person radiating encouragement, he
pulled the defenders through every crucial moment, untll in the dusk, the
French withdrew (lelmtul The Romans went wild with Joy. ,mrlbal(h
was now a leader not only in the people’s imagination, but in fact. Next day
Oudinct sued for an armistice.

Taking advantage of the temporary peaceiul relations with the French,
the llmmvlm now Cdlll],dl“ll@(l against the Neapolitans in the south. The
First [talian Legion was sent out, about 2,300 strong; and Garibaldi, with his
usual guerilla tactics, managed 1o deteat a vastly greater jforce on Mav 9th
at Palestrina. The f()llowmo dav, however, he was recalled to Rome. Then
a larger expedition was sent cnt, about ten thousand men, but under a less
able commander, Rosselli.  FHowever, with Garibaldi as general of the first
division, the Neapolitans were so demoralized by his gad-fly-like manoeuvers,
that they soon retreated. For the remainder of May the Garibaldini pursued
them southward, but on the last day of the month, (Garibaldi was again re-
called to Rome. During this campaign, Garihaldi, ccame known to the Nea-
politans as the “Red Devil)” and his gigantic negro companion, Aguvar, as
his father, Beelzebub.

Meanwhile Napoleon had sent De Tesseps to Reme to arrange terms with
the Republic.  De T.esseps, a true Republican himself, fell under the saintly
mfluence of Mazzini, and together they drew up a treaty decidedly favorable
to the Romans. FHowever, the trip of the Freneh Amiassador was for ap-
pearances only.  Napoleon had no idea of losing favor with the French Catho-
lics by giving up the fight, and also he had a lesa‘ened military prestige to re-
cover. Reinforcements were sent. De Lo eps was recalled.  And Qudinot
announced a resumption of war for the [ourth of Junme. The Romans made
ready, This time, though, Rosselli was placed in command ol the defense,
and it is partly at his feet that we can lay blame for seme of the disastrous
events of the following days. Not waiting for the time they had set, the
French attacked early in the morning of the third, caught the Romans asleep—
Rosselli had taken no precauticn «ior anvthing like this—and captured the
Villas Pomfilii and Orsini. The battle was waged fiercely all through the
dav, fer these two places were as kevs 1’0 the citv, hut the Romans were forced
Behind the wall of Urkban,  Prohally 1f Garih dldl had been placed on guard
on the TJaniculum, this would not have r)umlcd, at least 1ot in the same man-
ner. D¢ that as 1t mav, once he arrivad in the midst of the fray, he was, as
always, the inspiraticn of the defense. Some accuse him of fooiishly throw-
Ing away lives in vain attempts to recapture Orsini, hut when one considers
the importance o this outpost i defending the citv—higherthan the Janicu-
fum it overlooked the whole city— we must admit his reasoning to be logical
even though futile.

Now the siege settled down a question of time onlv.  [From their su-
perior pesition, and with first class artillery, *he French lattered away at the
wall, opening breaches in several places. On the twentv-first of June the
Romans were forced back to the imuch older and weaker Aurelian wall. Dur-
ing this time Garibaldi had several quarrels with Mazzini, mostly over con-
tinuation of the defense. Garibald uloed the government to leave the city
with the armyv and carrv the war hack into the mountains, where the fighting
would Te on more e"U"1 termis.  Mazzini finally acquiesced as far as Kthc sl
diery were concerned. hut the government, he maintained, must fall with the
city. The last day of June was picked by Oudinot for the final assault.

Tt was the Feast of St. Peter and St. Paul.  As though nothing moment-
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ous was about to occur, the people of the city held their usual fiesta the night
|.'_ch01"0. The g‘.ity was Dbrilhantly ifluminated, the people played, then rain
fell, and with it the shadow oi death and destruction which Lad Leen hover-
ing over Rome for so long. "The fighting was terrific, but now defeat was
only a question of minutes, A\ respite ceeurrved at noon, during which Gari-
laldi finished his plans for leaving the city.  Ouly men who wished were
obliged to go, to quote irom his speech in the IPlazza of St Peter’s —“IPortune,
who destroys us today, will smile on us tomorrow, 1 am going out from
Rome. Let those who wish to cortinue the war against the stranger, come
with me. 1 offer ncither pay, nor quarters, nor provisions; | offer hunger,
thirst, forced marches, battles, and death. Let him who doves his country ir.
his heart, and nol with his lips only, follow me.”  Alout [eur thousand fol-
lowed him quietly out of the city uader the cover of darkness.  With Lim
went Anita in the regular unitorm of the Garibaldini.  She had made her way
from Nice, although pregnant, to Le at her husband’s side, during this crisis
of his life,  Soon after the Triumvirs resigned, the Assembly adjourned, hut
not hefore making Garibaldi commander-in-chief of the Repunlican army with
plenary powers; and on the third day of June the French entered victorious.
The pope was restored.

Before going on, perhaps it would be Attirg to answer those people who
think the deferse of Rome was not only futile, but also a brutal waste of
men.  OF course, it 1s admitted that deieat was mevital¥e. but, on the other
hand, as an excelient picce ol psychology in spreading Italy’s cause, the defeat
was a victory,  With the fall oi Rome, the Italian people were given traditions
o7 honor and hravery for a national cause, a leader who was loved and revered
Ly all, and a desire to make Rome the capital ol thely dream state. The cause
now had facts to tell of, wonderiul deeds to relate.  lialian independence and
freedomn were brought many years nearer by that Lrave defense of the tiny
Roman Republic.

Garibaldi had several avowed ourpeses to accomplish in the famous re-
treat ; never to capitulate to forcigners on ltalian soil; to rouse the pepualation
af Central Italy to war; and eventually to reach Venice and help Manin in
the siege now nine months old.  How tar he accomplished these we will see.
Tnemies surrounded him on all sides; IFrench, Spanish, Neapolitans and Aus-
triane.  Dut by wsing South American methods, forced marches, doubling,
cavalry scouts, he managed to leave the three first-named foes hehind.  The
Austrians alone conironted him. The town and villages supported him fairly
well as regasds money and provisions, bhut gave no men—except for the addi-
tion of the eccentric TTugh Forhes, who wore an Fnglish summer suit and
straw hat througheout the whole campaign, and the remnant of the Republi-
can Provincial army, 1c¢ gained few recruits—and desertions took place in
scores.  With a steadily dwindling army Garibaldi seemed to face certain de-
feat at the hands of Austria, but here again his skill saved the day. The small
hand eluded the huee Austrian force, and made a dash for the Adriatic, to
ship for Venice. Towever, ucar their goal ar Austrian re-inforcing army
stood guard, so Garilaldi, rather than suffer the logs of Yis whole band, sought
cut the neutral ground of the ttle San Marino Republic. Iere he decided
to dishand, for no favouralle terms could he made with the enemy.  The last
order of the day was issned July 31st, 1849—"From this moment forward, 1
release my companions from all obligations, and leave you free to return to
private lite.  But remember that ltaly must not continue in shame, and that
it i Letter to die than to live as slaves of the foreigners,” In the middle of
the night Garilaldi, Arita, and a band of two hundred [ollowers  slipped
through the Austrian lines, and dashed once more Tor Venice. At Casenatico

I,
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the fugitives set sail in small hoats, Lut off Magnaviacca met an  Austrian
squadron. Two Loats escaped-—one with Garibaldi and Anita on  board.
Landing at cnce the party dizpersed, every man for himselt. The leader,
surdened with Anita, terribly ill, ouly just managed wscape through the timely
aid of a iriend, Donnes  Tiis was the saddest moment ot his life—Anita
diec.  And Garibaldi, almost crazed with griet, was forced on, passed from
town to town, missing capture varrowiv many times, unt:l on September 2nd,
disguised as a sportsman, he embarked Trom Cala Martina tor Nice.  Only
a little time was allowed him Lere with his motheriess children: Piednont
was not vet strong encugh to harlour so famous a refugee, and he was hur-
ried off on a second period of exile,

This pericd, from 1849 to 1834,
time in the United States as a dav-laborer,
chant vessels plving the seas frem Souath /
the spring of 1634, Garllaldl retw:
on the little island ot Caprera, ol
a farm. On Caprera, wi
away irom the schemings of petty politicians, ver within easy reach il [taly
needed him.  In 1878, when Cavenr made the tamous pact of Plombiere
with Nupoleon ITI Jor expelling the Austriuns from ltaly, Garibaldi was
summmoned.  Placed at the head ol the U !

was gpent partly in Tangiers, some
and fastly, as a captain of mer-
lerica to China and London. | In

=
~
i
P
=
~
=
~
I
i
=]
=
\

cricelle Alpi, he played a minor

part in that short-lived struggie, but excellent preparations were made for

ercater deeds zoon to come.
Conditicns had Leen grows

» i the kingdom of the two
Sicilies for some titne. The t of political prisoners was tersible. In
March, 1839, 2 Hateh of evcaped prisoners had landed in England, and roused
the country in sympatin. Then on M 22nd, Bomba died, leaving the throne
to his phvsically and mentaily weak son. Pecple in various parts of the king-
dom were censtantly sising m revoli, especialiv in Palermo, Messina, and Ca-
tania, towns oa the islad. The time was now ripe for a Dlow to be struck.
During these davs one event. the ¢ of Savey and Nice for French ac-
quiscence in the annexation of Central Italv to Piedmont, embittered (ari-
Daldi against Cavour, and might have spotled [wly's chances in the south if
Victor mmanuel had not diplomaticaliv stepoed info the breach. 1t was a
great Blow to Garihaldi, as he sa'd, “You have made me o stranger in the land
of myv birth.”  Neverth he went on with the Sicllian expedition.  In
May, 1860, the clesen band of a tho G omen, peorly equipped, ill-assorted,
univessity eraduates and illiterates, reblemen and day-lnborers, Ianded on the
iland. Tre battle of Calatafim®, Mav 1300 was the deciding factor of the

ing

campeion.  Here Garibald! net only defeated the Neaoolitans, but also com-
pletely destroved theis merale, which led to victory at Palermo the last five

days o7 the month.  The encun withdrew the neintfand— Garibaldi in
pursuit. At this peint the character of the war changed somewhat. Instead
of a small, urequipred army, the foree rose to considerable numbers: exoedi-
fons of men anG svppiies were sent from the north in rapid succession.  Orn
the severth of September, with the entry into Naples, Garibaldr was pro-
claited dictator.  Thea followed the Lattle at Volturno, October first, where

the Neapolitans were acain scattere:l  Piedmont now voted for the annexa-
tion of the S

Les, Fut Garibaldi retused to Tav down his power until Victor
mmanuel might Le erowned kirg of a vrited Ttaiv at Remes Cavour, how-
ever. equal to the ceecasion, sent the king south with an army.  Fasly de-
feating some of the Pope’s mercenaries at Castelfidardo, he marched on 2o-
wards Naples.  Garibaldi, as Cavour had judged, rathier than incar a «civil
war, hade farewcl to his armv, and left the king to finish the almost accom-
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plished task. The dignity of his withdrawal is rccorded in his farewell procla-
mation to the people. “L'omorrow Victor Lmmanuel, the clect of the nation,
will break down the fronitier which has divided us for so many centuries iron
the rest of the country, and listening to the unanimous voice of 11is hrave
people will appear among us. Let us worthily receive him who is sent by
Providence, and scatter in his path, as the pledge of our redemption amd our
affection, the flowers oI councord, to hint so gratelul, 1o us s0 necessary. No
more political colors, no more parties, no more discords. Italy one, under
the King Galantuono, who is the symbol o7 our regencration and the pros-
perity of our country.” With this, he leit tor Caprera. The world was
astounided by his miraculous feats of the last year, and 1ouched Dy this sim-
ple renunciation. Garibaldi was the hero of the hour and rightly so.

The remainder of his life was spent {or the most part on Caprerz, tend-
ing his fields and flocks, where he wias most happy.  llowever, he did try to
lead two ill-fated expeditions against Rome, Aspromonie in 1862 and Mentana
in 1867, but hoth failed through the opposttion of Victor Emmanuel.  Then,
restless, he led a force pi volunteers to the aid of France in 1870, But fighting
days were over for this great Ieader. Omne man can only do so much and
the Lord knows Garibaldi did enough! The two remaining steps ir [talian
unification, Venice in 1866 and Rome in 1870, were taken without him. [n
June, 1882, he died, on his little farm at Caprera, having lived seventy-five
years. Trevelyan says, “Garibaldi is not to he judged as a professional
soldier leading modern armies, but as the greatest master that the world
has seen of that special department of  luman activity known as
revolutionary war.....In 1860 Garibaldi was the right man in the right time
and place. DBut Garibaldi’s claim on the memory of men rests on more than
his actual achievements. 1t rests on that which awvas one part of his proves-
sional equipment as a soklier of revolution, but which surpasses and trans-
cends it—his appeal to the imagination. IHe was a poet in all save literary
power. Ile was guided in poiitical, and somewhat even in military situations,
by a poet’s instincts and motives. . . .. And to us of other lands, Garibaldi will
live as the incarnate svmbol of two passions not likely soon to die out of
the world, the love of wountry and the love of ireedom, kept pure Ly the one
thing that can tame and yet not weaken them, the tenderest humeanity for aki
mankind.”

—F. Hobart Walker.

The Cellar Hole

Here’s but the print where an adventurous soul

Once halted, long ago,

And thought to rest, vet ever felt the urge,

The beckoning
Of an unresting hope.

Through' his too-narrow doorway, day

by day,

The distance wooed him with vague loveliness;
Matching the lilac’s purple with her haze,

The lilac’s fragrance with her sighing breath;—
Until, one spring, (the lilacs yet in bud),

Te passed, with all of his, to seek his dream.

The small grav house
Lone vigil kept, and long,

Slow vielding to the kindly elements, -

And, lo, its place knows it no more!

The lilacs hend their plumes
Where an untrodden doorstep sags.

The rude foundations of a house that was

Tell of this soul, which paused
As in mid-flight,

Then, with the heart of Spring, went on

To meet the smiling Distance

—John Mills

Gilbert.



THE WAIF

Carter looked unseeingly at the coast of Washington and pondered over
his problemi. T'wo days ago he had drifted into Nome alter a year's prospecting
in the Alaskan Dack country. Ile had found this ireighter on the point ot
leaving port, and had immediately wangled Limself on board.  Why the
devil hadn’t he had sense enough to take a passenger ship?

Up to a hall hour ago he had heen enjoying himself immniensily. [iis
hasty departure had prohibited him from enjoying even such pleasures of
civilization as Nome had to offer, and the fast two days he had spent long
delicicus hours planning what b would do when lie reached Frisco.

There would De a dinner worthy of Nero at his fanciest. Ile ran over
the items to make sure that none of his favorite dishes was forgotten, pausing
sensually for a moment at each to give it the reverent thought it deserved.
After the dinner there would Le a play—something clever and amusing to
suit his mood. Then he would dance until aliout two or three, and after
that e would Tie content to take the first Fast-hound train home,

It was after mentally concluding this plan to his satisfaction {or the
fifteenth time that he suddenly realized his bereft condition. He didn't know
a soul in San Francisco! lle had never for an instant contemplated spene-
ing his first evening in civilization alone  he must have company ; cultured,
intelligent company.  The company must be feminine too. I[le had taken
that for granted. He looked grimly into a world of darkness and cursed.

It was not as if he had known the state of affairs all along. In that
case he would have planned to head immediately ffor the station and take
the next homeward headed train. As it was, however, he had promised him-
self an evening of unalloyed enjoyment, gloated over the thought for two
days. He clenched the railing and gritted through his teeth the determina-
tion that his pleasure would not he spoiled * % * x % % & & =

Newly shaved, shorn, and haberdashed, Carter stepped debonairly forth from
a men’s furnishings shop, shifted his cane to his left hand and glanced at
his watch.

“One o’clock,” he murmurcd, “We dine at seven. Six hours to collect
the other hall of the ‘we’.”

IFast was the direction most in his mind then, and so it was toward the
Fast that he set ofl to try his luck. He was almost certain that it was the
right direction. Hisg hee-line course brought him within hall an hour to one
of the city's parks. Ilere the walks wound a bit, and Carter was in doubt
as to whether he should cut across the grass to preserve his direction or mere-
ly pursue his course as nearly as the paths wonld permit. He decided to
follow the pavements and did so for fifteen minutes more until at last he
found the sign of fates had vouchsafed him: a benech was drawn across the
walk. This could mean but one thing. Carter sat down.

Two hours later, his faith still unsullied, he was still sitting there.
They had been good hours, spent in pleasant anticipation. Qccasionally he
idly wondered what the girl would he like.

A clatter of hoofs sounded on the bridle path which skirted the walls,
and a girl paced swittly into view. Girls had been doing just that very
thing all afterncon and Carter watclied this one without any especial inter-
est. He was about to turn away his gaze when the rider jerked the horese to
a sudden halt, sprang down, and hastened toward him. At last! He rose and
waited, surveying her critically. She had a strong face and a lrow that
promised a brain.  Good!

The girl came to a stop hefore him and said in a low voice: “As 1 was

THE MESSENGER 13

riding, I noticed a man concealed in that waste can watching you., I thought
I ought to tell you.”

It was a pleasing voice but it did not say what Carter had expected it to.
Just what he had expected he didn't know, but he fclt that the girl was
dodging the issue. Then it occurred to him that he ought to make some
response.

“Oh, that's probably one ol my admirers,” he said firmly, ‘Tlhe girl's
eyes widened.  “You scem to be surprised that 1 have admirers,” continued
Carter in a hurt voice. She continued to look at him doubtfully, still silent,
A sudden thought occurred to him which threw him into a panic—maybe
she would go away!

“Let’s ask the chap,” he said brightly, “and see which one of us is
right”

He vaulted the Dench, the girl following, and upended the large paper
receptacle in question.  From 1t sprawled forth a diminutive Chinaman whom
Ire caught by one arm and jerked to his Teet. “What's vour game, buddie?”
he enquired, and bent his head attentively to the succession of sounds which
the orfental evidently intended as a reply. Carter straichtened and turned to
the girl triumphantly.  “I told vou he was one of my admirers. Come on,
old timer, tell the lady what you think of me.” The Chinaman did his best.

“You can’t undersiand him,” the girl accused.

“Well, maybe not his words,” he admitted, “but his actions and ex-
pression.”’

The wirl looked at the shrinking terror portrayed in every line of the
Mongolian's form and smiled.  “Tf T were vou,” she said, “T should take
good care that Ghenghis Khan didn't jabh a knife into me.”

Carter regarded her with approval and drew a long hreath of reliei; she
was getting into the spirit of the thing. He glanced at Ghenghis Khan amd
noticed that his captive’s hand was at the back of his neck. He wrested the
knife from the Chinaman and fooked reproachfully at the girl. “I don’t
think you ought to have put him up to that,” he said.

“l didn’t,” she laughed. “I'm not one of vour admirers.”

He listened anxiously to this laugh. To him a girls laugh was the
supreme indication of her calibre. Ile could find no fault with it. This girl,
he felt sure, was a direct answer to his praver.

She tapped one of her riding boots with her crop and chuckled.  “T wish
some of my firiends would come along now,” she murmured.

The opening!  “You ought to be glad you have friends,” he said sepul-
chrally, and, as her eves questioned him, ‘“You see lefore you an orphan of
the first water.”

“What do vou mean?” she answered with a smile.

“I have neither parents nor [riends; at least, not in this citv,” he an-
swered 1 a mournful voice.

“That’s too bad,” the girl said, not vet seeming to quite grasp the pathos
of the sitnation.

Carter nodded emphatic agreement to her remark and then hesitated.
IMow the deuce did one do this sort of thing without appearing unduly pre-
sumptuous?  Now was obviously the moment.  He decided to make a staly
at it. .

“You have already saved me from possible murder,” he said, “would
you he equally zealous (o save me from possible suicide 7

She looked at him searchingly to fathom his meaning. This man’s
bearing and conversation had made a favorable impression on her: his face
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confirmed the impression, it was indicative of determination, sel f-contral,
and intelligence.  She nodded.

Carter breathed a silent prayer, and blurted out his tale of woe. he
girl regarded him standing caimty mn the park holding the terrified oriental
and making with a six-inch blade gestures intended to arouse her sympathy,
and laughed joyously to herself. When he came to the part he hoped she
would play in the episode, she pinched herself to see if it was reaily true. Tle
was 80 in earnest and so afraid he was being offensive.  She: would not, she
told herseli, miss his party for anything, but outwardly she remained silently
hesitant for several moments after he had ceased talking.

Finally she met his anxious glance ard smiled. “I'H go,” she said.

He flipped the knife expertly into the trunk of a tree and grasped the
hand she extended. ‘“That certainly is sporting of you,” he cried enthusias-
tically. “That's great! [{i you ever want anyhody to—to go to the Gohi and
get vou a dinosaur egg or two, I'm your man.” o .

Two minutes later, alter the ¢ir] had expressed her disinterest in dinosaur
eggs, left her address, and ridden off, Carter turned to look at the Mongoliar.
Ghenghis Khan, who was just in the act ol submissively hending his head
to drive his yellow teeth into his captor’s wrist, snapped Tack to attention.
Carter patted the Chinaman's imprisoned hand alfectionately and reaching
into his pocket, extracted some bills which he presented to his captive. “You
sure did win your idol's love and affection that time, old companion,” he
beamed, “now vou run along and have an opium bust on me.”  The little
thug vanished. o _

Carter recovered his cane and headed back toward the cily n a reverie:
“rice with gravy, fried chicken, candied sweet potatoes—7.

; —TJohn M. Myers, "28.

CONTRETEMPS

Spring slipped down the road one night;
When rose the dawn

Two Dluehirds sang from the apple tree,
A robin on the lawn.

Spring had danced across the marsi;
The maples’ Aame

Leapt up, and showed us her vestal fires,
And whence the dancer came.

Spring brought to us, 21l in vain,
A golden day:

A bent old woman came down the road
And followed on Spring’s way.

—W. W. V.

Spring, Birds and Annandale

‘The air was still and warm, the sun itself seemed at rest, wrapped in soft
white haze. [t was not cool enough for anything as strenuous as tennis, nor
as vigorous as a hike. “An ideal alternoon for a ramble” ; two of us were
agreed upon that. I was cager also to add to my meagre list of bird acquaint-
ances ; he was competent and willing to teach me. '

Of course we headed for Cruger's; that was inevitable. A very short
sojourn on the campus is sufficient to impress one—through expericnce or
hearsay—with the fact that, among the famous localities in the vicinity, chief
place is attributed to Cruger’s Island. Tt has renown as an inspiration to
aspiring literary composers. In bleak, white February it furnishes a delightful
ghostly atmosphere for fraternity initiations. The Cruger ITouse has a num-
ber of fireplaces which still retain enough tiles to furnish many a student with
the tea-pot stand essential to domestic life at college. In May-time the path
thither 1s a lovers’ lane par excellence,—this is strictly confidential. There
are many, many reasons for Cruger’s celebrity, but [ shall name only one wther
—hirds. A well known ornithologist is my authority for the statement that
for his study there is no hetter spot in the State. Seclusion, a varied topogra-
phy, and the presence of a number of fruit trees are perhaps the main reasons
for this. At any rate, we were out for birds and it seemed natural that we
should direct curselves that way.

As soon as possible, we quitted the dusty Toad and cut across some open
fields. As we did so, u rather large, brown bird started up from the grass
some thirty or forty feet away. Its swooping flight helped us to identify it
as a meadowlark. No song accompanied its flving—mnot even a warning note.
[T you wish to hear a meadowlark sing, you must riseSearly. About five-ten
its nest s astir with life.  The female hegins to clean house while the male
tlies off to his favorite perch and cheers her with a song. Later hoth join in
the griub-hunt, and from then on they refrain from any sound except, in
warning, a clear but unmusical whistle.

The next bird we espied was in a tiny copse—a black and white warbler,
busily engaged insect-hunting.  The creeper, as it is also called, is very com-
mon in this part of the country; and jpretty, its back, wings, and sides streaked
with white and black markings. We stood still to watch it for a few minutes.
Periectly oblivious of our curiosity, ‘it pecked away, as it crept up and down
hranches in silence.

Now we left the ficlds and followed the lane to which I have already re-
ferred. At one point a dense growth of cedars and pines closed in on the wroad
irom either side. Tiere a faint brecze filled the air with fascinating redolence
from the evergreens. The invitation was too enticing to refuse. We sat down
on a grass ‘hank and rested ; the day and placed seemed made for that. Straight
ahead o1 us, and below, a placid strip of the Hudson appeared. In the back-
ground were the blue Catskills, The incessant chirping of hirds wvas all that
disturbed the prevailing quiet. Suddenly there came a noisy screaming and a
pair of Dlue-iavs flew into a.tall pine a stone’s throw from where we sat.
Their beautiful blue plumage afforded a striking contrast to the dark green
of the trees. The jay had already heen among the birds familiar to me, but
myv companion had a new story to tell me. Once he had heard a jay sing!
“It was like the sound of two pieces of glass struck together.” 1 had al-
ways helieved that the onlv sound this bird of fine feathers was capalile of was
a loud, harsh “jay! jay!”  Another songster was revealed to me on this trip.
The cat-hird [ had heretofore recognized by a disagreeably masal “ka ka ka.”
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This day we saw several, and each had a different song, all alixe sweet and
interesting.

At length we sauntered on.  Off to our right in a large open pasture were
several American crows.  ‘They were Teeding on the ground like a brood of
chickens; now and again something would irighten theny, and with noisy
“caw caws” they would fly clumsily to nearby trees, only to repeat the per-
formance again and again,  Ividently they liked the sensation of feeling
themselves clever enough to escape threatening dangers. )

The lane dropped away a bit here, and passed through a stretch of swamp
woodland where a periect habel of bird-calls grected us. My friend begran
to enumerate the various ones he recognized. Alas for me! There was only
one intelligible to me. A plaintive “pee-a-wee” on two descending notes came
from far off. It seemed incredible that amid all the hubuly that pitifully feeble
song ol ithe wood peewee should stand out distinet ard clear. By straining
my attentive powers I succeeded at length in concentrating on one other call.

. [t was a “see t'hee hee ee cherink.”  The last part rang like the sound made
by a heavy object dropped into a pool of water—*“cherirk”. The song is so
characteristic as to have heen made the name of its singer— -the towhee or che-
wink. Near the pathway we caught sight of a number ol birds flitting about
the smaller trees and shrubs that grow profusely throughout the entire swamp
area.  Two nwe sclected had olive green backs and wing feathers, and their
breasts were yellow.  The vellow green of skunk-cabbage made a ddifficult
background against which to follow their movemenis. ‘They proved to He one
ol the most common of the great warbler family,—the vellow warbler.

Within a few minutes we had crossed the railroad track, and had reached
the island. 1t is connected with the shore by a narrow strip of filled-in land
sufficient for a roadway. To the north the water is free; to the south it is
choked with elders near the shore, and ‘arther out by sedge grass and reeds.
Swauying on top of one of these vellow reeds a ved-wing blackbird kept send-
g his “chek chek br-r-rrr chek burrr” to whomever would heed him.  1In the
swamp elders ncarer shore [ recognized some of my new acquaintances —
vellow warblers ; and there too a catbird.  As we stood atud watched, a sirang-
er bird lit on a nearby tree: it was small and graceful; a red streak on cither
side of its tail and on the tip of hoth wings produced a pleasing effect against
the black of the rest of its bodv. The stranger was an Amnwerican redstart,
We met many more of its kind before we arrived back on campus.

Qur path naturally passed in {ront of the Cruger mansion. 1 tried to
picture 1t on some past gaia-day—the day of its house-warming party,
for instance.  Sounds of music once more flled the Luilding and
issued from open windows and deors.  Men arnd women went in and
out and chattered gavly in groups and couples. Then the phantom vanished,
the music died away, and the only sign of life that remained came from some
noisy house wreas who had built their nest in the rafters of the veranda roof.

We continued on toward the south end of the island. On our way we
went through the tangle of weeds that was once the garden. A few daffo-
dils and narcissi are all that have persevered against the woeful neglect that
has blighted evervthing else.  The sun keat down too warm for any Teathered
tolls save some hardy chipping sparrows who kepl up a ceascless round of

“ehip chip chip”.

[11 the center of the island are two pools of what was once clear running

~water.  Water plants, such as nond lilies, green algae en masse, and pickerel
weed have erammed and obstructed the healthy flow, and transformed hoth
into mosauito nests. A sone sparrow cang his sweet tune from a bough of
a huge willow on the path side of these ponds. T erept up close to get a good
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look at the bird whose singing has so often fascinated me, “Sweet s-sweet
pr-r-r-etty” is the tunc he sings during the present season. From the same
tree came a flutter of [eathers as some hird darted swiftly down to the water’s
edee and was off to a tree on the opposite side. We thought we had followed
its flight and, in the hope of identilying it, continued to watch it swing up
and down on its slender perch in the sunlight. We became impatient. Why
did not the blessed thing fly, and get cut of the sun so that we might dis-
tinguish 1ts colort 1 threw a stone; then another, and another.  [Finally both
of us realized that we were wasting our paticnce and energy on a dead leaf!

Arrived at the southern tip ot Cruger’s we found a brisk wind hlowing
up the river. Accordimgly we selected a sheltered spot in which to stretch out
and rest. A\ few feet off was a tall tamarack, proudly arraved in its new
growth of rich green needles. The birds, also, were evidently proud of its
beautitul foliage, for several were chirping joviully as they dodged abonut in
the thick of 1t. [or a few minutes a kingfisher startied the woods with
his rattling cry.  In the thicket that was our shelter we espicd a Maryland
vellow-throat and a Wilson thrush or veery. The latter Towell speaks of as
“that shy anchorite”, hut certainiy this particalar bird could not be so deseribed-
He walked quite close to us; his coloring was a modest, rust-hrown above, with
a light grey hreast.  Adter half an hour of this occupation we reluctantly acted
upon our coriclusion that it was tune to start {or home.

While still on the island, we stirred up two more species of birds—a
Lobolink and a {few white-throated sparrows.  Unfortunately the bobolink
did not sing for us his “rippling, rollicking sorg™; we had to he content
with the sight of his white back and the white stripes on his wings. On
our way through the swwamp-woods we were surprigsed by a new sound ; a sup-
pressed “guarck’ came from somewhere off to our left. We stood still and
listened.  Soon a large hird sailed gracefully a little above the tree-tops. Crane
or heron? Cranes alwavs flv with their necks extended in a straight line, hut
this bird manitested its heron lincage by carrving its short neck crooked back-
ward, Tts general thick-set huild further marked 1t as a black-crowned night
heror.

It was vesper time for the birds: carols replaced the Dhusier chirps of
their daily Jalors. \What gratification it was to be able to distinguish some
of these melodies! The complicated series of sweet thrills [ knew came from
a Dlue-hird ; i1 the same chorus was the fanullar “chicadee dee dee—idee dee”,
the persistent monotone nasal of the nuthatch who sang “kank kank kank”,
and the vigorous “cheweep cheweep” fron: a chestnut-sided warbler. At this
moment the distant sound of cur chapel-hell reminded us of another evensong
in which we could participate - 41 we stepped fast.  We struck off onto a
short-cut that skirts the TTudson and then leads up through the woods to-
ward the campus. DBefore we left the river | added the name of one more
Bird to my list.  We caught sight of it scudding across the surface of the wa-
ter, and immediately assumed ¥ to he a kingfisher.  Dut as soon as it alighted
on a piece of driftwond on shore, we saw our mistake. We were too far
away to distinguish any exact cclor, Tut 1ts long legs and its tell-tale manner
of “teetering” proclaimed the spotted sandpiper.

By the time we came within view of the college huildings the sun was
reddening the high peaks of western clouds.  Chapel service had already
begun--—in fact it was nearly ended.  Suddenly my companion caught hold of
my arm.  “Listen,”” he explained, “there’s the veery singing.”-—rich, liquid
notes impossible to deserilie except by comparisen to a trill on a flute. It
brought to mind some verses of Henry Van Dyke:
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“The moonbeams over Arno’s vale in silver flood were pouring,
When first 1 heard the nightingale a long lost Jove deploring
Su passionate, so full of pain, it sounded strange and eery.

T longed to hear a simpler strain, the wood-notes of the veery.

O far away, ard far mway, the tawny thrush is singing;

New England woods at close of day with that clear chant are ringing;
And when my light of life s low, and heart and flesh are weary

1 fain would hear, hefore T go, the wood-notes of the veery.”

—Roy Lawrence Webber, "25.

Pleasant People

1.
JOE MUSSELS

17 he could gain the sinews of an ass,
Fle would quite willingly, accept its ways;
T.est he appear what he is not, the crass
Binds—in his creed; he never laughs, but hrays.
Tt he has any gods—and this 1 doubt—
Tiach wears a ton of Leet-steak for an arm:
He dees not worship lavel, this great lout:
{Go read the Hundred IForty-seventh D’salm.)

A walking satire of our Atavar,
He grunts through lie, nor knows he has a brain
Tixcept he knows he hurls a ball so far,
Or knocks a rival plaver down again.
Tt let him live—he does not uge much light.
And he’s another proof that Darwin’s right.
2

GADRIEL SNUBBERS

When Snubbers kneels to pray he lairly squirms
With sanctity that fills him with a fire.
He will not e a banguet for white worms
Tt will, by reason of his pravers, fly higher
Than these old holy nien whose names are writ
In red upon the scrolls; his manners say
That this great passion is but hali of it—
He pravs the best when he alone can pray.

T watched. and marvelled at his ecstacy,
And wondered 11 the time would come whien T
Could see such glorious sights as he must sec:
If ever with these wings my soul would fly.
And as | watched him talk with angel bands,
[ saw him quickly peek between his hands.
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3.
JOIIN DIGGES

If Digges should ever raise his watery eyes
And take his first look at the living earth
He'd shrink from such vulgarity, despise
The life in which there lay so great a dearth
Of mustiness. No smprimatur placed
Upon a title page has sanctified
What he would see; such things could not he faced
Till he was very sure that they had died.

The love he reads about he catalogs,
And hate he blames upon too-active glands;
Ie nothing knows of lives, but epilogs
Long writ in dusty books he understands.
I watched him rcading ornithology.
{( Above his head a jay cried {rom a tree.)

4.
PETER JOHNS

IPor their coarse worldliness he shuns the rest
Who walk along with him, and do not pray
As though the fearful flight to regions blest
Were ever imminent; he’d scorn the way,
[1 his pale heart knew scorn, they jeopardize
Their hopes of getting a celestial lease.
His option on a mansion in the skies
Keeps off the thoughts that might disturb his peace.

Untouched by dust and blood of carnal strife,

He shrinks from stains upon his virgin soul;
He will not look upon his hrother’s life

Tiest he should run upon somie hellish shoal.
11is only thought his soul's morphology,

ITe conquers life with eschatology.
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5.
ROSCOL PUDGE

e roosts on intellectual carrion

And secks, to plunge his Dbeak in, cankered lives;
1i any great man underneath the sun

Has ever junmped the fence, this buzzard thrives
On his good name; he calls it “history”,

Back-house biographer! 1f he can find
No traces o1 a soul’s pornography,

1Ie'Tl drag the bones from his putrescent mind.

Not one cscapes. If this a sonnet wrote,
Our Pudge will know for whom, and call the bawd,
1T that died al the easel, Pudge will gloat '
And name diseases that avenged the Lord
L doubt if this researcher ever dies;
The Devil likes him oo well, with his lies.

6.
GILLIAN CIHOLMONDELEY

Tle prates and prattles ol the seven arts,
Of his deep need to pacify his soul;
He intimates that he’s of greater parts
Than you suspect, perhaps.  Somde dayv his whole
Attention will De turned to some great work
Eelipsing Shelley—poor old bov, with shame
He'd shrink if he could see the laughter lurk

Round Cholmondeley’s mouth, as he disdains that name:

And so he'll live on thoughts of what will he
And feed his art by feeding temperament.

Some day helll point at other poems we see
And tell of all the assistance he has lent,

Jut then we shall not need to hear him drool,
Tor he'll be lost in Konsas, teaching school.
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—DPeter Porcupine.



Prometheus and Satan

. Four great writers, two of them religious and conventional, two irre-
ligicus and revolutionary, have paid literary tribute to rebellion against Deity,
have allied themselves, temporarily, at least, with those who strove to over-
throw the throne of Jehovah or of Zeus. Prometheus Bound is a drama of
revolt, of revolt crushed into defiance, quelled by force hut unconquered,
Without going into the various theories ol whether the play is or is not part
ol a trilogy, it seems wisest to allow that Aeschylus wouid never have per-
mitted this blasphemy to stand without a periectly pious anodyne. Ioven then,
how account ior the anti-Jovian attitude of this work by the thoroughly re-
ligious, thoroughly conventional Aeschylus? However he may have swecet-
ened the pill by a subsequent reconciliation between Godhead and Titan, it
must have appeared to contemporaneity as it has remained to eternity —a scorn-
ful, unanswerable arraignment of God, and it is sure that this indictment
could not have heen surpassed in tone, beauty, or appeal by the second and
third plays of the hypothetical trilogy. It must have heen the dominart idea
the audience took home with it, so why did the religious poet permit it? The
answer is that Aeschylus was an artist with all the freedom that calling he-
sublimity, more resolute, unalterable defiance. ke becomes the prototype of
the strongest, best part of his Paradise epic to the possible confounding of
the faithful and to the placing of his work on the ladex Librorum I’rohi-
bitorumn.  The answer is the same. 1 think the sublime defiance of Prome-
theus and of Satan produced an admiration that transcended the conventions
and convictions of hoth poets, and, forgetful of consequences, of resentment,
of public ire or Papal Index, each, in his age, rendered poetic praise to the
eternl spirit which, holy or unholy, has the strength to say irom chains and
defeat, “Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.,” Them “the almighty
lower hurled headlong flaming irom the ethereal sky”: Satan to dominion
over the damned, Prometheus to cruelty on the Caucasian rock. Nailed and
fettered to the gorge, Prometheus suffers in haughty silence the insolent
harshness ot his savage tormentors and the apologetic gentleness of Hephaes-
tus, Thereafter every episode scrves but to clothe him in more majesty, more
sublimity, more resolute, unalterable defince. He becomes the prototype of
that uncompromising resistance that will not budge an inch from its chosen
path even to avoid the obstacle that shats it {rom its goal. At first he calls
on Nature to hehold how might has crushed right, the Ditter spectacle of
power flaunting its strength. Calmer, he loretells the eventual overthrow of
Zeus and declares he will await that cycle of evolution which will accomplish
his fall. Oceanus he sends packing, unable to Lear the sight of one who had
shared the pnmity of God and thad compromised for his own safety’s sake.
This reveals another aspect of Prometheus and of all great men and causes—
no toleration for the apostate; cursed he he who having put his hand to the
plow, looks back; no man can serve two masters; let him follow the tyrant
whose cause he has espoused and not come sneaking hack to fraternize with
the revolutionist he had deserted in his nced. Prometheus proceeds to re-
count the benefits he had given men: the building of houses, the forecasting
of seasonal changes, the rudiments of knowledge, the domestication of ani-
mals, seamanship, medicine, religious ritual, and the Fire, source of it all.
Here it is well to notice what is at once the final cup of bitterness the Titan did
not have to drain and the greatest argument for Christ’s humanity : the mn-
gratitude of man. Prometheus was a god and he bestorwed, he did not give.
His punishment was not, as was Jesus', the result of the complete sacrifice of
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self, but of unhiroic bungling in his antagonistic method of helping the ephe-
merals to whom he had taken a fancy. He did not love them as his fellows.
Tn condescension he gave them favors and went to the Caucasus, not for love
of them, but for refusing to tolerate the interference of Zeus. Hampered by
his deity, he could not feel as does a mortal, and it was no pain to him if
his bricks were used to build fortresses, his fire to hurn captured prisoners,
his horses to mount cavalrymen, his rituals to enslave in superstition, or his
herbs to bolster a parasitic craft of medicine-men. He was a god, and above
it, like a rich man who throws coppers to urchins and cares not whether
they buy fire-crackers, cigarettes, or marshmallows. So thle sorrow of man's
ungratefulness was not known by him, as it has been by Socrates, by the
Gracchi, by Huss, by Danton, and, in our day, by Wilson and LaFollette,
by the reformers of all the ages who have seen their free gifts turned against
them and the advances they gave their lives for perverted by the very people
for whom they had: fought.

Hermes’ entrance furnishes an interesting contrast. He is the ideal con-
servative: clever, witty, polished, full of reasons and answers. THe stands pat
with Zeus hecause, however new, Ile is authority, the regnant power. He would
support Demagorgan, Kronos, Prometheus or any other, did he reign, simply
because he is the type which cannot bear to be outside thi pale, beyond the
respectability of submitting to the ruling government. Hermes could “pervert
the egoism of the proletariat’” and of many a plebizing aristocrat, but this
middle class deity is impotent before the withering disgust of the suffering
ogod. He scolds, pleads, threatens, all vainly. Prometheus will not repent;
defiant to the last, nobly uncompromising, he welconies the lightning that
will bury him alive, “bloody but unbowed”.

Milton gives the same epic picture of noble defiance, and, as has often
been remarked, Satan is the hero, God, the villain of the Paradise Lost. It
will be seen that in all four writers, the conception of God and Zeus are identi-
cal as are those of Satan and Prometheus.

In Shelley’s Prometheus Unbound we have an entirely different order
of things. Here success has crowned revolt and it is patent that qualities of
an unsimilar nature will be revealed. Radicaflism or revofution has ever been
a better loser than a winned. The way of defeat is bordered with noble lost
causes and circumstanced heroes. The Daughters of the American Confeder-
acy have a much more ardent devotion than do members of the Ladies’ Aux-
iliary to the Grand Army of the Republic. Almost never has a victorious So-
cialist made a satisfactory office-holder. With more wisdom than Shelley,
Anatole France in his Revolt of the Angels shows the fallacy of victory, its
meaninglessness, and the much greater glory of unbending, heroic defeat. He
allows Satan to dream of a thunderous assault against the gates of Heaven,
of the rout of Michael and his angels, and his establishment ‘in the stagnating
clory of King of Paradise. Satan beholds this vision and disperses his vol-
unteers: better remain an unsuccessiul rebel.

So then, now that Shelley shows Prometheus winning his fight, we must
expect him to exhibit characteristics less grand but none the less consistent.
My contention is that he is the same personality. The god we see at the
opening of the poem is Promethean enough. I cannot believe that he who
suffered on Caucasus could not forgive his tormentors. Never had he
breathed a word of meditated revenge on Zeus. His soul was the kind t}_lat
would pardon a bitter enemy however much it loathed a weak apostate like
Oceanus. When his victory is complete, he wastes no time in wordy exulta-
tion but declares for the joys of an Islamic paradise and chooses sea-nymphs
{or his consorts in the freedom ahead of him. Nobler the nailing to the rock,
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lLut, after the battle, the cavalry horse must learn to draw the plow, and the
warrior must relapse into the unheroic pleasures of domesticity. “II me faut
une femme”, said a French Fmperor after a great victory, but it was the
same Napoleon who had won the battle; and, T think, the same Prometheus.
"It scems that the authorship of these plays should have been reversed.
The idea of Shelley the Revolutionist writing a pocm of victory is not natur-
al: he was never a victor. All his life he suffered elorious defeat and could
have written Prometheus Bound with all the fecling of one whom society
had chaired in the Caucasus. DBut, having taken the more difficult theme of
success, he has, to a remarkable degree, preserved the essential characteristics
of the suffering Titan, and, in his trivmph, has interpreted him consistently.
-—J. Harold Bessom, '23.

"Tis the Seeing Eye that Matters

A Grave Muistake
in
Two Scenes
“By the seven kinds of original sin,
By the beard of the god called Budd.

T'll carry the gem where 1t ought to have heen,
I it always had been where it should.”

PROLOGUE: Alas: This play tried to be a poem, and couldn’t.

- The Fire

Brightly gleam the flames,

Skyward fly the elusive, curling wisps of smoke
My eyes . . . the Dheast,

The enticing glow . . . the serpent,

As fitfully I dream.

Castles arise,

Filmy bubbles of fate,

FEndless Utopian scenes in their train;
Forbidden hopes ascend,

Envigoured anew . . .

Of joy consummate, of happiness secure.

The fetters of failure

Shattered, broken,

My soul from the Stygian depths of its dungeon
Leaps, immortalized, to vales Nicacan graced,
Cinctured with verdant garland of success.

The rich radiance fades perceptibly

Dying embers from myriad spires of light
Rend the veil of enchantment,

Dissolve the spell.

My soul returns to sterner visions oi reality.

—Paul Titus.

to be a short story, but wouldn't. Therefore, methinks, 'twill be as fol-
lows. The setting, as vou will see, is just right for a play; in fact, if
you were going to have a play, there isn't another place in the world
guite as suitable as under the spread canvas of the British ex-convict
ship “Bloodclot.” Don’t suppose that the canvas heing spread means
that the vessel is still underway, plying Eetween Liverpool and India m
the gay business of classic cruelty. Quite the contrary. The crew of
the Bloodclot has long ceased to sing its merry song, and the shouts
ol the gleeful convicts no longer shiver the timbers with loyal huzzahs
for England and the Queen, God Bless Her! She, the ship and not
the Queen, is now permanently mcored, by a complete biological ar-
rangement, to a decrepit dock in Boston harbor. On her listless sails, in
painted detters, is the sign’ “Marine Museum, Horrors and Agondes of
Ex-convict Trade, Fifty Cents.” Under this sort of strange disgrace,
the sundry parts of the Bloodclot have almost forgotten their former
gory purpose; but the American public has not forgotten. The Ameri-
can public can't forget. JAYUS MARN won't let it.

TAYTUS is the most recent phenomenon in the long and varied his-
torv of the Bloodclot. Ie is the Tayus Marn of “Ill tell the world”
fame, and the idea behind his employment on this floating prison is to
“whoop up” the interest in the vesseél which has been, half-dollar by
half-dollar, latelv dving a painful death. ’

It is only fair to state that Javus, despite an awkward physical
handicap, is a' Press Prodigy of the first family. Tlis genius amounts
almost to madness. At the opening of this play, for instance, he is en-
gaged in a scheme for free publicity that will make hoth him and ‘the
vessel famous.

“Free space on the front of the premiere page,
And headliners two inches high.

A tale that tells of a jewel as large

As the length and breadth of an eye.”

Scene First »
THE INTRIGUE DELIGHTFUL

{To the reader: Tt is in the ship’s wardroom. Seat Javus.at the table so
that his left eye only is toward the audience. One of the effects of this play
is always to have the other Marn optic trained on the cabin bulkhead aft.
There 1s something peculiar about his shy eye, something strangely remines-
cent of a placid lake in a noonday sun. Jayus is sensitive concerning this odd
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optical aspect, especially so at this moment, since Simlah ool the hali-
starved East Indian o1 this play, cannot take his gaze from the offending
orb.  Simlah Pooh has for so many vears groveled in o sject humility before
the triple gods, Brahma, Vishnu and Siva, that he is inclined to fznalicism,
As he stands therc in 4 threatening attitude hefore Javus, the Journalist,
his reason and his temper arc seen to be of the hair-trigger variety. At the
present moment, Pooh is staging a row hecause Javus savs he can't have the
Ruby when it is found.) ) )

“By the hinge of the holy Tophet gate,
by the dent in the head of the god!
The jewel helongs by a sacred fate,
To its hole in the land of the nod.”

JAYUS :—(In a loud voice) Say, vou must be crazv!  Stop vour raving,
and get down to business. This is a play, and you've got to start
acting. Show vour stuff. (More seriousiy. and pr ufe\:.mndllx ) What
did T hire you for? You translated the paper, didn’t yva® T mean the
paper, this paper, the paper you translated.  And vou told ‘he truth
about the vase, didn't ya? You know the vase T mean. And vou prom-
ised to stay until we unearthed the jewel. didn't vi.  Now what's the
game? . Come on, Pooaloo.

SI\IL AH —What | say, that I mean. Wken vou play with a sacred object
like this Ruby of Shalimudd, vou trifle with sudden «ecath.  Teter
Hawkins tried it. Ile stole the Ruby six hundred years aco . . . .
gouged it from the forehead of the Buddha at Shalimudd., He Thid it
on thls vessel, and wrote this paper disclosing its hiding place. Then
what happencd? 1lad his right eye taken Dut. ch?  Was sold into
siavery and death, eh? That’s what the curse savs. That's what hap-
pened.

JAY US ——(With admiration, in spite of a cerlain ammovance)  Simpooh,
the Gentleman of the Press ought to hear vou. Your eloquence is con-
vincing.  Your words are Sunday Supplement quality. (With sudden
decision) And they shall hear vou. The gentleman alerementioned shall
hear you. O, perfect addition to what alrcady is a4 work of the highest
art. Rave on, Poohbah, rave on.  You are worth money to me
Let me sec, what are vour arguments, briefly stated?

SIMNLAH —( Slowly, impressivelv, passionatelv) | want the. Ruby of Shali-
mudd. Two hundred million Ilindus want the Ruhj; ol Shalimudd. The
desecrated Buddha of Shalimudd want it and Brahma
wants it. By the hornless head of the sacred cow, Brahma 1s going to
vet it!

(The reader interrupts to interrogate:

“But how the, who the, why the, when?
1 seem to be out in the shade.
Concerning the dctails of such a gem,
Explanations ought to he made.”

{The author hastens to elucidate:
Three days ago, while some workmen were tearing out the inner sheath-
ing of the Bloodcot to make some repairs to the llull, 4 vase ok antique
(1(‘%101‘1 was discovered. [n the vase was found a vellow and fadsd parch-
ment, purportmg to have heen written by ane Peter 1lawkins, an under-
graduate in the school of English eriminal torture. The writing was in
strange Eastern characters, and it was necessary, therefore, to call in
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Simlah Pooh, Interpreter. 1t 1s said by the Members of the Press, who
.were present at ]JIdCthdH} every development of this strange discovery
(hy coincidental phenomena hest known to Jayus, the Prod!fr}) that
when Simlah Pooh first read through the faded paper, he feut into a
state of agitation closely resembling an attack of the ague. Afterwards it
was only with the utmost xeluctam,c that he revealed the sad story as
found in the manuscript:

“Ihe blow of the curse has fallen on me,
The Curse of the great god Dudd.
[ stole the Ruby from out oi the head
O1 his likeness at Shalimudd.
--And so nothing matters anvmore. My right eye gone from my head,
my spirit torn and broken by torture, and my career blasted by this grave
mistake.  Oh, wan's cruelty to man! Tomorrow [ go into slavery—and
death! Would Llcaven 1 could replace the Ruby in the forehead of the
image from which 1 took 1t.  Dut there is 1o time. Lok well 'to the
Fifth Beone Forward of the Rudder Post, Main Deck. | have imbedded
it there . . . . Itds about the length and breadth of an eye.
Peter Hawkins."”)
At this point, it is one o1 the effects of the play to bring down the cur-
tain on the first scene,
Scene Second
THE PAINFUL DENOUEMENT
(Stage directions to reader: It is a bit more difficule—ijust a bit more
technical, this scene, but not as unmanageable as it might be. The main deck
of the Bloodcot 18 the setting revealed by the rising of the curtain: not the
midship section, out under the unwashed sails, but the after portion, deep
under the shadow of the poop. The rudder post is the central object of in-
terest; and about it are twelve representatives of the press. The Beams are
overhead, running {rom right to left. Simlah Pooh glowers over the situa-
tion like a jaundiced statue of outraged virtue. Enter Jayus.)
JAYUS —(aside)
“Now Tor the fifth heam, now for the Ruby!
Begad, but these beggars are stupid.
A triumph for me, this gay sight to see,
The Press so easily duped.”
(to the Press)

Gentlemen, good afternoon. You have your notehooks, [ see, You
might add to what vou already have concerming this afternoon’s story,
that when the jewel is tfound, the management of the ship, at great
personal sacrifice, has decided to return it to its rightful owner, the
Buddah of Shalimudd. Pardon me. My picture? Why certainly. Shall
I hold this ancient script in my hand the agonizing fare-
well of Poter Tlawkins, you know? No not the right
profile, please. The flash hurts my eve. Oh, vou're wel-
come.

{aside)

“A triumph for me, this gav sight to see,

The Press so casily duped.”
(To the Press again.) Now, gentlemen, the smoke of battle having
cleared awav, shall we proceed to the investigation? First permit me
to present Simpooh I.ah, the native of llindustan whom the manage-
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ment of the vessel secured, al great expense, to interpret the momentous
last words of the unfortunate ex-convict. . (aside to Simlah) Pose for
- the Press, Simpooh. Remember that the jewel, if we find it, is yours.
SIMLAH i—(Angrily) (
' “U'm known by the syllables Simlah Dooh
Arranged in the order as stated.
I'm vastly annoyed by persons like you
Who constantly scem to misstate it.”
JAYUS —He is cager for the search, gentlemen, He is like a hound im-
patient for the hunt. As you know, it is expected that this afternoon we

shall uncover a large Ruby on board this vessel, said to be imbedded

in the {ifth beam forward of the rudder post. The Ruby of Shalimudd,

to be exact. Worth T should say, several hundred thousands of dollars.

‘What a discovery, gentlemen! What a chance for a front page feature!

I wish T were in the rank and file of the Press for this most stirring

occasion. An unusual chance for personal endeavor. By the way, is

Hearst’s man here? Oh yes. How de do? Magazine Section, arc vou

not, line drawings and such, well shaded? Yes. Well, we might proceed

to the task.

(They go to the rudder post, and with no difficulty whatever count for-
ward five heams, stopping at the fifth beam. Jayus Marn and Pooh examine
it carefully, assisted morally but not physically hy the Knights of the Knote-
book.,  Over on the starhoard side, and almost at the joint between the heam
and the rib, Jayus finds a black spot resemhbling a pitch stain. It is a fresh
stain, but neither Jayus nor Simflah comment upon this fact. The Press
crowds in, and Jayus begins to dig out the pitch preparatory to unearthing
the Ruby, when Simlah stops him, and indicates that it is his wish to prevent
infidel hands from touching the sacred gem.)

JAYUS :—(protestingly )
“But Simpah!
Llow can the Gentlemen of the Press,
Be sure of their story’s truthfulness,
1f vou ingist that they do not see,
The minute details o discovery "

(But Simlah has already dug out a great shining ruby, and is struggling
manfully between curiosity and reverence, DBut, heing a Hindu, he is a born
connoisseur of jeweles, and almost at once he recognizes that the thing which
he has in his hand never was, never could be, the Ruby of Shalimudd. At
-the realization of fraud, all the anger and hatred which has been gathering
in+his heart against Jayus breaks loose, and with a glant step, he crosses

'

over to him, stands directly in front of him, amd breaks into verse,

“By the crook in the tail of the holy ass,
By the beard of the god called Budd.

Do you mean to say this nieasure of glass,
Is the Ruby of Shalimudd?”’

And lefore the astonished P’ress could stop him, Simlah places both hands
cn the Jayus forehead and with a quick movement of his left thumb, rorces
our Marn's right eye! (ITorrors!) Almost at once, he refills the yawning
socket with the false Ruby of Shalimudd, which, although somewhat big,
fits well enough to stav put.

Then Simlah looks down in amazement at the strange thing that has
come out so ecasily into his hand. He tries to press it between his thumb
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and forefinger. He doesn’t seem able to comprehend—but when he does, it
is one of the effects ol this play to have him shake both fists over his head
and cry:

“The heart of this villian is so ‘base and grass,
That even his eve is made of glass!”

Then Simiah tosses the colored speroid out of a porthole into the sea,
strews the deck and all upon it with copious Indian oaths, and leaves the vessel.
There is a dreadful silence—rior a moment. Then a most horrible laugh.
The Gentlemen of the Press emit, as previously stated, a most horrible laueh,
It begins in that small group of select Knights, increases in volume as the
public of Boston realizes the situation, continues to increase in volume until
every throat in the United States contributes to the sound. Jayus {feels per-
sonally the full force of every single snicker. Te stands there helpless and
dejected, and soon, even his good eve becomes red and swollen with the
weight of his complete shame and disgrace.
“The blow of the curse has {allen on him,
The Curse of the great god Budd. :
[{¢ made sport of the gem from out of the head
Of his likeness at Shalimudd.”

(Curtain)

—A. Gordon Shirt,

The Kiss

In one black space of love and bitterness
Daspair and joy had birth;

Into the plumbless depths of hopelessness
Fell shattered murth.

At once the consummation of desire,
The end of every good—

The terror of a rampant April fire,
Across an April wood.

How could a mortal so affront the gods,
A wind-tossed bit of chaff,
That they should turn against him heaven’s odds,
Amd strike—and laugh?
—W. W. V.



The Curriculum from Below

in the last issue ol the Messenger there was an article by President Beli
which explained the theory and workings ol cur curriculum. It seems to me
that there mayv Le some valte in a consideration of the same matter from the
viewpoint of a student. An undergraduate, naturally, speaks from a much
weaker positton than an expertenced educator.  Nevertheless, he has certain
compengations in a hbetter opportunity to studv the actual effect of the system
on his fellews, and their rcactions to it. Before 1x cginning 1 wish to say that
I am not writing in a spirit of fault-finding with cither our curriculum as it
stands or President Bell’s exposition of the theories upon which it is huilt.
With much of the latter I am n hearty accord; but [ =hall have cause to com-
ment upon only those parts of it with which [ disagree. And the whole Stu-
dent Body. feels the greatest appreciation of the comstructive attitude the
Faculty has displayed toward the curriculum, and of the improventents it
has already made. .

In the first place, many of us fiud ourselves irclined to quarrel with the
dictum that all courses of study are divided into too! subjects, Lackgroundd
subjects, and mental-drill subjects, and that the proper course must halance
these. Why? Cannot a man acquire the necessary mental discipline through
learning so mcthmo which 1s in itsell of scme value?  We do not L()ml(lcr
Indiar: ¢l and che t-weight Bxercises rnecessary to the training of an athlete,
I tact, it has Leen found that the .ﬂ'crafzc foothall playved will wilt in a hali-
hour class of Y. M. C. A. calisthenics.  But 1s 2e much the loser?  Further-
more, and quite 1 line with the physiological aralogy cited alove, it seems to
Iie a wide-spread cuinion among modern psvchologists that the transfer value
of meental training is much slighter thar it bas Deen considered heretofore.
There is, of course, another aspect -that doing anvthing well improves a
man’s calibre, or undermines his disadvantagecus complexes, or something
of the sort: but from that standpoint 1t makes no difference in what field
he works.

There is still another way in which psvchology tends to Idlttlc the ef-
fects of purely disciplinary study. According to Dr. A, AL Brill, we instine-
tively forget anything which we find distastetul.  This, [ suppose, is a more
scientific and thenefore a more respectable wayv o1 phrasing the old saw that
you can lead a horge to water, but you cannot moke him drinde.  Tn practic:
this theory works out even more strongly than DBrill has stated it.  Generally,
if we don’t like a subject we never learn it at all,

For instance, we arc told that centuries of experience have shown that
the hest subjects for mental drill are Latin, Greek, and mathematics.  Alout
the last of these I have nothing to sav; hut as regards the Classics I feel that
I have a certain right to air my opindons.  As {ar as 1 have Been able to dis-

-cover, I have tead more Latin and Greek than any student of this college {or
many years past. Since | have a natural taste for Lmv‘uarfes, T have enjoyed
my w ork: but I have certainly found therein nothing of such value that [
should feel justified in adviging anyone to whom l,1e Classics did not come
casilv to spend much time wpon them. Perhaps in fortv vears, when [ have
hecome somewhat Detter satisfied with myself, T shall fecl more respect tor
the things that made me what T am. \]oru)\er I have discussed these suh-
jects with scores of men, and tried to study thiir d fects. The vesults of these
conversations and observations have led me ’LO the opindon that whatever the
disciplinary value of these subjects may have heen in bygone centuries when
thev were taught as the very backbone of ed: 1c1t10n, at present it is certainlv
almost nil. It is at least conceivable that it should e beneficial to a man
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to practice pure mental gvmnastics; but in the great majority of cases he
does not do even that. The man who is not mtcreﬁed in the Classics usually
makes a very, very feeble effort to learn them. 1t is much simpler to pass
them. This, while it mayv mesn a ereat deal of nervous strain, usually re-
guires a comparzatively small amount of real work., A reasonable degree ol
familiarity with a trot can be made to cover a (uite extcnsive ignorance ol
the language ; awdd then—evervene can't lunk.  Without discussing the amount
of Latin that the average uninterested man knows aiter from four to six
vears oi stwldving *t, [ hardly think that the mental discipline He acquires
therchyv, even it it should prove to have a high transfer value, can e o1 much
mse to him in other intellectual work.

Another question swhich 1 think will Lear discussion is that of unilormity
of requirements, 1t is undoubtedly true that the subjects needed most are
often those hated most.  But it s not always practicable for us to get what
we nieed, even if we are willing to work for it. While an entirely elective pro-
gram may give too much lamway to mere laziness, set requir¢ments often make
Loo little d]lm\ ance for differences in abilav.  And these differences, I think,
are much greater than is generally recognized.  Some men can acquire a
reading knowledge of a foreign language n a few weeks, or even days.
Others, o7 cqually high general intelligence, cannot do as well in many
months.  The “biind spot Tor mathematics™ i1s a common ailment.  Yet the
sufferers from it are not always the most 1llogical thinkers,

In art and music the extent of these differences is sealized. Why not

in other subjects?  Nobody advocates foreing everyone to learn the violin.
Is it not quite as unreasonzile to make men who have prm en their lack of
capacity learn languages? (O course, after a year or so L could probably
learnt 1o whine out “Bambalina”, or something reasonably near it.  But would
it e worth the trouble?  And low much return on his investment doies a
man get wio really works at French for four vears, and at the end of that
time has to rum for help whenever lie comes across a quotation in a history
hook? Tunes siick in his hypad and words in mine, and neither of us can
change it.

To sum up, my attitude toward the curriculum—and 1 believe it is fairly
191>1c~e'114tne oi the Student Bodv—-is this: Education mav e divided into
the acquisition of background. of tools, and of mental training.  To be truly
educated a man must have o certain degree of background—the more the bet-
ter, of course.  Tle must have o trained mind: but let him acquire the training
in suh]cctq which are in themselves of ':_laf ITe must have tools; but it is
worth his while to work only for those He is fitted to use. It is p(mr economy

to spoil a good carpenter to make an indifferent jack-of-all-trades.
—Louis M. Mvers.



Floating Theaters

New York’s civic knee was hent to a group of fascinating foreigners. A
contingent of dapper broughams drove nightly to Wallack’s Theatre, where
Madame Vestris sang the tune of the town, “Take Back the Virgin Page.”
Mlle, IFanny lilssler1 had created a sensation, when she danced “I.a ‘Larantule.”
[n the afternoon she entertained young men o New York in her suite at the
Brevoort Hotel.  There it was that she impressed therm with ber demurencss
: _;111(_1, her determined pose of umvorldiness,  Macready and Forrest were
kindling the sparks that later resulted in the Astor Place riot.  Respectable
men about town were composing lvrics to a certain Miss Fllen Tree. The
excessively discreet “New York Mirror,” committed itself by saying that
Miss Tree was a “lovely ¢irl”, and “should go far on the boards™. 1t also
inferred that this young lady was very much of a flowpr in the mud. The
periodicals were also commenting upon a new book called, “Nicholas Nickel-
hy”, by the rising voung Iinelish writer, “Boz™,

Far down the coast, in New Orleans, these famous people were not
community-influences ; with the exception perhaps o1 “Boz”. The romantic
Creoles had a social life of their own. In the evenings they packed the
small Theatre d’Orleans, to listen to French Ogpera companies sing, “l.es
TTuguenots”. Maudlin sounds of a charivari, were sometimes heard, coming
from the direction of the Rue Royale. From grilles, halconies, girls tossed
roscs and orange-flowers, upon masqueraders, who passed through the streets
at carnival-time.

Along the tevee, apart from this life, might be seen a few curious hoats,
docked in a sort of isolation. They. werc long, with play-hills pasted upon their
sides. Over the roof-deck they Tore signs anncuncing themselves as “Hoating
theatres”. Necw Orleans, apparently, was their “headquarters’”, hut the Mis-
sissipi River, was evidently their “Droadway’.

Usnally a “Papa” owned ezch boat, or else leased it. TFrequently it was
due to his prowess as a father, that he retained a nucleus of players “on
hoard”. Around these, his family, e drew a tew journey-men players, whom
he found in the coffec-houses along the wharves, Sometimes these players
were Fnglish, sometimes French: men and women who had crossed the At-
[antic from Europe, and had not returned. In most cases “Papa” had a
vounger daughter, who like Victoria Crummles, had captured the secret of
cternal Youth. She, the persistent “infant phenomena” could play Ophelia,
and “double’” in a dancing-turn.  “Mamma” played “QOueen Gertrude”, and
“Lady Macheth”, to “Papa’s” “Tlamlet”, and “Thanc ol Cawdor”. She
could also “double™ as the evil witch, who tries to snatch the “infant”, (whose
name was probably Mariette) from the “kindly knight”.

When the boat paddled slowly up the river, “Mamma”, would climb to
the roof-deck, to “pull-off” the traditional publicity stunt. On a clothesline
that extended from two corners of the deck, she would hang the brightest
costumes. There would Ve Machath’s red ‘tunic, and of course, Marictte's
Dallet outfit. Along with these, there hung a few pieces of the COMPANY’S
personal wardrobe, on the principle that laymen always like to know about
a few theatrical intimacics. As the theatre glided around the curves in the
river, the natives on the shore, and in the distant cane-fields, might catch
sicht of this display, and thus lie further tempted to attend the performance.

After that “Mamma” might come down, and sit on thte narrow deck in
the stern. There perhaps she inspired Maristte, (who was hecoming increas-
ingly dulcet with advancing age) with her stock-story of the evening she
played with the Hallam’s in Yorktown before the heroic George Washington.
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Mariette no doubt was thinking of the time, when she might “take New York
by storm’’, dethrone Ellsler, and have an extramely refined cut of herself,
printed among the virginal pages, of “Godev’s Ladies” Book.”

For some reason Mariette did not seem to get to New York, Whereas,
“Mamma” had long ago resigned herselt to the landing of the Mississippi.
So, when the hoat neared the whari, they carmied out their preliminary duties,
with habitual calmness.  “Mamma’ pushed the kitchen table off the stage,
and rolled “Papa’s”™ vallet out onto the deck.  “FPapa” was busy placing two
strips of florid cardhoard on heth sides of the stage, thus making possible a
representation either of castle, or woodland stream.  Mariette skipped le-
hind “‘the forest of Arden,” was was leaning against the wall, and slipped
into lher dancing pantaloons. By this time the “kindly knight” had hurried
to the front of the house. to assist in throwing out the gang-plank.

Mariette was the star of the jeriormance.  Her name was printed in
large. Dlack letters on the hills.  Adfter “Tlamlet” had seen his father’s ghost,
she made her first appearance, There on the battlements o1 LElsinore, she
would strum her banjo, while the “Jim Crow” gallery oi colored people
stamped out the time, noisily. T.ater when she as Ophielia, had drowned, she
detied death hy re-appearing as “la premicre ballerina’.

In those days the appearance ¢l the fioating theatre was as great an
event as the arrival of the cirens became in later vears. It still is, in certain
river towns of the south. In most places the lumbering boats are now pulled
Ly puffing tugdhoats. Occasionally there may vet be seen an “infant phe-
nomena”, “Papa” scems to have vanished, and is replaced by a little Jewish
manager.  Instead of scene-lifting and acting. he wriggles through the throng
telling it that there will Le “three ax, with songs and a clog put in hetween
them.” “The play’s title is not mentioned.  Probably it is a decrepit Broadway
suceess, aged but not antique, such as “Bought and Paid For”. Between the
acts, the heroine may sing “Splash Me and Tl Splash You”. The gaunt
comedian will perhaps “rock the house™ when he steps hafore the curtain, and
tells the audience that the “ladics™ will please remove their hats. Those,
whose hats cost less than {ifteen cents, nwmy keep them on.  So the {loating
theatres go, Learing no signs of a very recent Broadway influence, and enter-
taining a not over-fastidious countrv-people.
—Lewis Ilammond.




The Landlady

The last time [ was in Berlin the pressure of foreign visitors was so
great as to necessitate our taking rooms, tor a month, in the apartments of a
private person. The regulation of the housing authorities compelled every
houscholder to rent cut d]l rooms in exeess ot the allow ance, prescribed Dy
faw according to the size ol the family. The oeeupant of this apartment,
Jrau Dr. l\alh,. \\ﬂkis one of those women who have for so long accustomed
themselves to griel as to have made of it, first a laxury, later a vital necessity
to their existence. She was fat, healthy in appearance, and deeply read; yct
she had allowed the disillusionment of her arly married life to warp her
whole attitude towards evervthing, The strergth of her mind had concern-
trated itsell for twelve years upon Imbibing every kind of learning, to all
of which she had imparted a distincily mo rhid Dias.

The first time 1 met Frau Rath, to arrance alout accommodations, she
received us graciously, asked a great mrmv auestions about oursclves, Tinelaimd,
the outside world, and told us alout her lite. Her kushand, a degencrate,
who had worn his clothing umtil it was rec 11(((1 to such a condition Lhat the
laundress refused to touch it, had heen a solicitor and had died nearly five
vears betore, in this apartment. After the funcral, his widow had gone out
to take a walk, had slipped from the pavement and tallen dowr. “There is no
question that she did at the time sustain soine injury to her s]lmu m Cconse-
quence of the fall, hut it had shocked her to such an extent *hat she had never
again ventured outside the apartment.

As our conversation pr()O'rc‘%ul my mother necticed that the room had
become oppressively hot and directed me to open the window. L was about
to de so, hut was intercepted by I'rau Rat't, who, with a mystericus gesture,
laidd a warning finger on my arm and said,

“Don't do that! For four vears | nave avoided inicetion by staying
in the apartment with the windows closed.  Tf ver open the window, all the
microbes will fly in from outside, and then T shall Lecome ill7

Viery much astonished, I sat down. Ax the C()H\'Cl'S;,l.li()T‘. continued, mv
sister’s small dog, then two weeks old, \\'him had Teen mistaken for a kind
of muif, hegan to squirm around in the child's Jap.  Therevpon our hostess
jumped up in great agitation and asked us to put the dog outside.

“In fact,” Shc runarked, ‘you can't possibly have that dog here, Lecause
the danger of getting dog-worm is very great.  Don’t you know that the
Kaizerin ( Emipress) Tad such a dog, for which the Countess \'(m— —cared,
and from which she contracted d'w-\\'mm in the discharge of her dut!
Lt's a horrilde disease, | assure you. First, her nose was eaten zzwuy, then
oraduslly her whole Tace dlmppcure(l Tn fact, she finally dicd.”

Vv mother rose to the occasion to rcmalk that our dog was pedwwc'l
and had heen carefully examined by a veterinary vefore we bought it, which
was trae, and had heen pronounced to be free [rom any kind of mfiection. ran
Rath was slightly reassurcd.  The effect, howevier, upon my small sister was
such as to cause her to open all doors and touch Al balustrades with a fold
of her dress, and to he almost @iraid to shake hands ungloved with any
strapger, o great was her {ear o1 microbe infection.  As for the dog, it arly
e:\plrcd w1th heart-failure induced by the cumulatively weakening effect ot
constant hot haths,

At this point the hell rang, and Tohanra, the maid, ushered in Trav
Mever, our hostess” mother, a Ettle, old woman of seventy-three.  She had
iust returned from the Red Cross, where she worked from six o’clock every
morning until four in the Alternoon.  To de this she had to get up at five,

k]
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winter and summer.  Berlin is latitudinally considerably turther north than
New York: therefore, in winter, hve o’clock is not only pitch dark, but alzo
bitter cold for a woman seventy three vears old.  She did this co as to earn
encugh to Lo able to maintain johanna for her hypochendriac daughter.  Ar-
riveld at home in the afternoon, the old lady drank some coffee, and then went
out to shop and to do the marketing tor the household.  That finished, she
returned to belp the maid to prepare dinner.  Asiter dinner she Lalanced thtz
accounts pertaining to Mer Red Cross duties, helped Johanna with her dishes,
and at ckeven o’cleck went to Led. During all this time Frau Rath did not 2
stroke of work.,  She was entirely {1@1\011(1@*1t upon Johanna for cvervthing.

Joharra was of medium height, gaunt, hollow-cyved, consumptive, past
muddle age, and teok entire charge of tl"- vork  within the zeven-roo: 1”41
apartment, except it so far as she wes aclped hy Frau Mever.,

For Frau Rath the dav would ternunate at ten o ok, when she went
to hed s and to her bed-side Johanra would bring a tray. Upon it were placed
three small Lasing, one fer her teeth, ene for her face, and cne for her hands.
Madame du Barry had “nothing on her”. There were, besides, two small
napkins and a variety of Dottes, jars and 2lasses, contain’ng the sleeping-
draught, mternal- microbe-kilter, \c‘l""’t and nose-svringe, hesides a few instru-
inents, wherewith she might monicure her nails amd cml her hair. The elab-
orate ritual conneeted with this tray cocuplcd halfl an heur. The tray was
then remroved, and Johanna broucht her mistress a cup of chocolate.  Thi:
finishied, the lady went to sleep, and left her mother and the maid to clean
up. With the account of all this Jobanuz used to regale my mother, in the
mornings while making the TOOIS.

Lv wav of occupation Fran Rath received her friends whe came to sz
her, to drink coffee, in the aftenoon. ,\1\0 she read omnivorcusly.,  Such
che was when we fOrst met her. My moether tock rooms there and staved
about a raonth until she conld get hot tel ace ommodations.  In the course of
this time she had to isten to this woman’s lite historv. A mere dismal record
of petty selfishness fortifving its i against slimy vice [ have never encount-
ere:l. At other times we were enfersained by the ofd ladv, who used to de-
clare that she could do nothing with her daushter, that every time che tried
1o assert herseli, Toizaketh would go into hviteries, call the doctor, and be
il for a week.

Our period at a0 end, mv motker leit and went 10 2 botel.  No more
was hoard Trom either of these women until two months later, when, ove
evening, there appeared the veiled, gaunt ghastlivess of Jehanna, all in Tlack.
We asked her to come 1, Lut she Tehaved Like one demented.  Unon l\e ne
auestioned as to the cause of her behaviour and her visit, she disclosed that
thres davs ago I'rau Meyer, crossing one of Ih“ great avenues. had stumbled
and fallen, :md had Teen struck by a passing vehicle.  The injury, although
slight, had proven fetel to her ave: thus ghe had dled within » few hours,
fortunately in o coadition of painless stupor.  But, the reason for Jehanna's
excitement was that e mistress instead of even pretendize o that naturas
affection Tor her mother which world justiiyv you to expect some exhibition
of grief on her part, had eone nto raving hvsterics, foully cursing her fate,
her mother’s C11]1]1‘:]1'€\\ and carelessness fo be ron over in Berlin. where. she
contemnptucusly sdded. “oven o ehicken 'z safe” What weuld she do new that
<he could no longer afford to keen a maid?  Tlow could she venture outside
to e ‘o market. she, wlho had rot Ieen outside the apartment in more than
four vears?

The freral was to take place the next morning. and rau Rath had ab-
solutely refused to accompany the Body to the church. We rent a message
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of sympathy, bidding Johanna go to the proper authorities, and sent her
away. In Germany evervthing is regulated, even death. '

We left Berlin.

Three months later, upon our return, we inquired at the house where
Frau Rath had hived, and dizscovered her there, hut changed. Where hefore
there had lseen an ohstinacy, deeply huried under pink, fat flesh and showing
only the suave graciousness of her external demcanour to strangers, there was
now a certain thin, bleak anxiety, a hard tearlessness.  She said no word of
complaint ; she made no mention of her mother’s death; she told us nothing
of her present mode of life; but her entire being radiated a strong, fierce
antagonism to her misiortunes, to her privations. Yet, that aiternoon, a tre-
mendous improventent upon Jehanna brought us the coffee.  Johanna, it
secmed, had Taded, and finally had gomne ont like a candle. Txperience had
taught Frau Rath that a vounger and stronger person was needed tor such
work as that woman’s had leen, especially {or the daily bath, which required
the heating upon the kitchen stove, of large vessels of water, which had to he
carried to the bathroom. This work alone had left Johanna panting, in the
old days, and had undoubtedly contributed to the weakening that had caused
her death,

We made our adieus and lefr.

Tater, the doctor told us that the exigencies of the occasion following her
mother's death had driven Frau Rath to increase her income bv means hither-
to unsuspected. 1 hava said she was deeplv read, and should have added that
she spoke French and English fluently. This talent she now turned 1o ad-
vantage hy privaldly translating English and French hooks into German.
The last [ heard about her was that she had sent her miother's body out of
the house, in the company of the clergyman, the doctor and her friends, to
be buried ; but had, up to the end, resolutely refused to leave the apartment,

even to attend the funeral ) .
—DBedford Shope.

A Marvellous Film

The following is but an episode trom the most daring, and stupifying
scenario ever shown on any screen.  We take pleasure in presenting the testi-
monials of various well-known people, who were captivated by this great
film-drama, “Children Who Smoulder”.

Elinor Glvn: “—more poignantly beautiful than anything we have ever
written.”

Mrs. Nicholas Longworth: “—we felt it our duty to take Pauline.”

President Coolidge: * ‘ ‘

Brander Mathews: “Tt was swell.

Lionel Strongiort “We sat muscle-bound through the entire picture.”

3 . N

Sub-Title:
CHTI.DREN WIIO SMOULDER!

Comes the time when voung manhood must leave the old home-
stead, and all its endearing nooks and cranmes, to cross into the hroader
fields of TRUTH, where he must find SWEETNISS and LIGHT—
and LLOVE :

Picture:

A happy family scene, in the old farm-house of the Pinkerton’s.
(Quick flash of the great elm tree in the front yard, with two cooing
doves perched in the top-hranches.)

On the front porch stands Grandmother Pinkerton, shielding her eves
from the sun, with her hamds. She is watching for the approach of her
grandsons. At intervals she may be seen giving the old family yell, “Wah
hoo. Wah hoo.”

Within the lhumble Tt wholesome home, 1s little sister Emma, who may
e seen, from time to time, as she drags a puppy from Dbeneath the dining-
room table, and puts him outdoors. (Quick change to the mountain range.)

Chester and Victor are seen coming over the Rocky Mountains, Chester
reads a triconometry text-hook, as he trudges along. Victor is seen throw-
ing stones at little Tirds, and stepping on flowers.

Sub-Title :

Great was the love of this prairie-flower, for literature. Chester
Pinkerton like “Honest \be”, ne'er was seen without a well-thumbed
volume in his hands, which were, indeed, well-calloused irom honest tra-
vail in God’s sunshine.

(Close-up of callouses, and sunshine.)

Victor, on the other hand, was as unlike his brother, as a thistle is unlike
a rose.  Always plotting and planning to thwart Chester’s noble aspirations
toward finer things, he is as a fly in the ointment.

(Close-up of v, and of Chester sitting at a desk making plots and plans. }

Picture
A girlish figure is seen leaning on a picket fence, at the end of an
especially lighted, and shadowed road. She is Dlond, and beauttful. A
stray ray of sunshine concentrates its energy in her hair, gtving the
cffect of a halo. She espies Chester and waves her sun-bonnet at him,
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her hody see-sawing over the fence until he stands before her, and speaks
her name.
Sub-Title :
“Rose !’
“Chester I”
Picture:

Rose hangs her head and swings from left to right. Chester bites
his lip, and weeps quietly, He asks her to run away with him, to col-
lege. Rose tells him that she must not—her damned old aunt, and uncle
reed her home to feed the chickens twice a day.

{Close-up o1 farmyard, showing Rose throwing grain to the chickens.
Her front teeth are prominently exposed. She Lends over to caress a goose,
and weeps—one unchanging expression, and a lot of glycerine.)
Flashback:

Rose gives Chester a daisy, to keep for the daisy-chain the boys
have at college in the springtime.

Fade-Out :

Rose and Chester walk down the long, long, lane together-—so di-
rected that they fit neatly into the sun, from top to bottom, which is
smiling as the author intended, at the end of the road. '

—Lewis Iammond.
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CLOTHIER, HABERDASHER,
HATTERS

POUGHKEEPSIE, N. Y.

Society Brand Clothes, Stetson Hats.
Manhattan Shirts

Termmal Barber Shop

‘2 NEW MARKET STREET
Tel, 1844
POUGHKEEPSIE

CHAUERS

Telephone 759

ISAAC EISNER’S SONS

CLOTHIERS AND
FURNISHERS

295 Main Street, Cor. Garden
POUGHKEEPSIE, N. Y.

HUBERT G. KUHN PETER KUHN
Established 1864

Huhert Zimmer Co.

]EWELERS AND SILVERSMITHS

274 Main St, POUGHKEEPSIE, N. Y.

J. H. FITCHETT

STATIONER
271 Main Street

POUGHKEEPSIE, N, Y.

C. M. THOMAS SONt
~Printers-
KINGSTON, N. Y.

Official watch inspector for New Yor]

Central Lines

Zimmer Brothers
DIAMQNDS, WATCHES;V & JEWELR

Expert Repairing
329 Main St., {(North Side)

POUGHKEEPSIE, N. Y,

FIRE INSURANCE & REAL ESTAl

G. W. PLATT, Agent

RED HOOK. N. Y, R F. D.
Long Distance Phone 19-F4

%ﬁd’%ﬁg /7

J-MASERJIAN 7#o~.

POUGHKEEPSIE, N,
Phone 2426-M
PORTRAIT PHOTOGRAPHER

243 Main St.,

Paironize our Advertisers
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VASSAR TAILOR .
Plonting ond homis, Dyems, e Forsyth & Davis, Ine.

rates, |
DRESS SUITS TO HIRE $3.50 |
Orders called for and delivered.

9 S. HAMILTON ST. 'BOOKS STATIONERY
Phone 3472 POUGHKEEPSIE, N. Y.
— : | ENGRAVING
Stop at Veach’s

HAWKES CUT GLASS
"Near S. §. C.
CANDY AND CONFECTIONERY |
Gulf Gasoline, Oil and Grease '
GEO. W. VEACH
Phone 37-F12 ANNANDALE, N. Y.

GORHAM SILVER

Harry R. LeFever

OPTOMETRIST

}

| .

. 307 Wall Street
|

292 FAIR ST, KINGSTON, N. Y.,

— . Kingston, - N. Y.
Hours 10 A. M. to 5 P. M, |
By Appointment

- - HONOR - -

St. Stephen’s men are proud of their football team. They are proud
of the honors won ar Rochester. Treman King & Co, is honored that it
equippad this team. Many more items of athletic equipment and athletic
appare! will be required this year by St. Stephen's teams and St. Stephen's

men. We'll be honrored if we mayv furnish these requirements.

Treman, King & Co.
Ithaca, N. Y.

“EVERYTHING FOR ATHLETICS"

THLE MESSENGER

Horace Partridge Co.

“Everything for Sport”
Boston, Mass.
Athletic OQutfitters to
St. Stephen’s College

ELMER O. HAPEMAN

(eneral Insurance
Real Estate

Phones: 102-F2 102-F3
RED HOOXK, N. Y.

TYPING—copying and revising, neat-

Iy and promptly done.

TYPING SERVICE

140 Garden Street

POUGHEKEEPSIE, N. Y,

While in the National Capito!, make

your headquarters at

79 S Street, N. W,

Centrally located and easy of access.

Recommended by Doctor Strong

Patronize our Advertisers



