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PEACE TO THY RESTING PLACE
(Oration delivered at the Tenth Anniversary of The Victorian
Lit., Nov. 8, I907.J
A. B. MILLER.

the Goths swooped down from the
banks of the Danube upon Rome and sacked
the Eternal City, ere the Angles and Saxons
had laid the foundations of the greatest kingdom on earth, when the Teutonic tribes on
the Rhine and Baltic yet offered human sacrifices to appease the wrath of the Immortal Gods, while the
religion of Jesus Christ was yet in its infancy, the sun, setting
upon the homes on the banks of the Tiber, Seine or Thames,
yet shone full upon the wigwams along the banks of the
Mohawk, Mattapony and Chatahoochie, lighting the forest
paths of a sturdy, robust, uncivilized people called the American Indian. When the Roman Patrician sent his son across
the Adriatic that he might sit at the feet of the Greek sage
and move among the learned and cultured men of Athens,
these wild inhabitants of the primeyal forest, in an unheard-of
land across the trackless seas, were building rude huts upon
the banks of the Delaware, Potomac, and Santee, hewing
houses out of solid rock among the cliffs of the Colorado and
the Pecos, constructing roads across the tablelands of Mexico,
and manufacturing ware from the metals mined in the Andean
Mountains of Peru and Ecuador.
~~~~~~EFORE
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Columbus, stepping upon this great Western Continent,
called it India. Americus Vespucius, writing of his ·royage
across the Atlantic, declared it a new world. . But to the
dark skin native, who roamed over its hills and valleys, it
was simply home. Here in its bosom lay the remains of his
ancestoq of generations unnumbered, and under its skies he
breathed the pure, sweet air of liberty. Since he traveled
over land by foot, and across the waters in his canoe, the
boundaries of the native land were unknown to him, as an
individual, yet go where you would some tribe was there.
Down the cataracts of the St. Lawrence, by the Palisades of
the lordly Hudson, over the still smooth waters of Champlain
and Oneida he paddl~d his birch canoe. The lowlands of
Virginia, the Carolinas, and Georgia were his, undisputed.
His war parties knew well the oft-trodden paths between the
Alleghaneys and the "Great Father of Waters." Over the
prairies of the middle west he had chased the buffalo, and
had driven the fierce grizzly from the secret haunts of the
Rockies. He pitched his tents where the Columbia rolls to
the sea, and where the Rio and Brazos glide through the
grassy plains of the "Lone Star State." Seated by his campfires on the cliffs above, he viewed with silent admiration the
bounding, foaming waters of Niagara and Yosemite, and
heard with reverent awe their roaring dash and fall.
Standing at sunset on the shore near the Golden Gate,
he looked with rapturous wonder at the broad Pacific, as it ,
beat upon the Seal Rocks of California. Place your foot
upon the marsh along the Gulf. He was there a thousand
years ago ! From North to South, from East to West, he
held full sway. Therefore, by discovery, whether by chance
or forethought, by conquest, if such there was, by centuries
of possession, he rightly called the land his home.
But where is his home to-day? Where does the faithful squaw wait around the camp-fire for the return of her
lord from the chase? On what place to-day do the pale rays
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of the moon fall .and throw a weird shadow round the warriors as they shout and leap in the war-dance? Ah! can you
tell me? Go to the states this side the Rockies and here and
there in a corner, staked by the surveyor with chain and
compass, called a reservation, he lives, yet rules not, being
subject to the authority of the United States government.
The Missouri no longer bears his canoe from the lands of
Montana and the Dakotas. The young warriors no more
play among the canebrakes of Louisiana and Mississippi, nor
fish along the shores of Erie and Huron. The needles of
Georgia pine and Carolina cedar, and the rustling grass in
the Florida Everglades will never again whisper tales of love
and songs of joy to the Indian lad and his sweetheart, as
they hunt the wild flowers upon the banks of river, brook or
lake. To the East he is lost forever. The land upon which
he once so proudly moved has been wrested from his grasp.
And under the restraint of pursuit, forced upon him by the
people who have conquered him, he has gradually disappeared
until to-day he presents but a mere handful of a once powerful people.
But he has not come to this without a struggle. He stood
upon the capes at Charles, or Fear, or Nantucket, and saw
the ships like winged birds unload their cargoes of men arid
women. From hill or mountainside he watched the settler
clear away the forest and build his cabin by the spring where
he used to camp, rousing the startled deer and catamount
from copse and thicket. The hunting-ground was broken up.
The cry of beast and twitter of bird were supplanted by the
woodman'·s axe and crack of the flint..,.rock. Inch by inch,
step by step, from valley to valley, he was pushed acr~ss the
continent, and the Red Man in all his rugged forest manhood resisted these encroachments of the White Man:. Do
you blame him? Men have always fought for firesides and
we give honor to those who defend the sacred shrines '. o f
home. Was he not contending for that great principle for
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which so many men have laid their lives upon the altar of
devotion-the principle called, " Defense of Home and Country?"
Even nations in the dawn of this twentieth century
exclude from their borders those who would, in any way,
jeopardize the rights of the home-land. Let immigrants from
any nation under the snn sail into an American harbor, set
foot on American soil, plant an alien colony and attempt to
set up an alien · government, and in righteous indignation
seventy million people will rise up and hurl that colony back
upon the land which gives it. Yet aliens from England, Spain,
and France landed upon American soil, planted an alien colony
and established an alien government upon the overturned
power and the broken down homes of the American Indian
who had longer claimed the country as his home than the
American can claim it to-day. Again, I ask, was he not, according to the dictates of that conscience which God had
placed in his bosom, doing his duty in contending for his
home-land? A noted Englishman, speaking of the revolt of
the American colonies against the mother country, said : '(If
I were an American as I am an Englishman, while a foreign
troop was landed in my country, I never would lay down
my arms-never, never, never." Had you been then a Mohawk, a Powhatan, or a Choctaw, as you are now an American, when you looked upon the encroachments of the ambitious
people from unknown lands beyond the seas, would you not
have resisted them with even a more desperate determination
than did the American Indian?
Bravely he fought, patiently he suffered, calmly he died.
Let not that American be ashamed through whose veins flows
the blood of a Pocahontas, a Logan, or a Philip. The Red
Man has been scoffed at long enough. England and France,
once at war, later united in erecting a monument on the spot
where fell their heroic dead at Quebec. The states north of
Mason and Dixon's line eulogize him who once hurled terror
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into the hearts of their people, rejoicing that America could
bring forth a Lee, but who speaks in praise of the Indian
who furnished to the world the example of a character, brave
though rude, who fought and died, yet losing, to preserve
his home and country? Where do monuments mark his
heroic deeds, or songs tell the story of hard-fought battles?
Yet, though unjustly the Indian may have been driven
from home and hunting-ground, as we look at this glorious
nation founded on his soil, we cannot help saying, " Surely
God never intended this land should be held by the savage
tribes that roamed through its forests." , But let us not judge
too harshly the old patriarchs and chiefs once here, although
inferior by far to the conquerors. Shall we look back upon
their past achievements, though co~trary to our ideas of
heroism, with contempt? Never, but let the nation which
has, by superior power, come to enjoy even greater liberties
than he once enjoyed, see that, so long as there remains one
tribe, one family; one warrior of the American Indian upon
her soil, he shall receive justice at her hands. And let the
sons and daughters of the few who yet remain be gathered at
Carlisle and like universities and trained as honored guests
of the American Nation. And as we look upon the mounds
that hold the remains of his ancestors for generations, whether
in West Virginia, Ohio, or Illinois, let us with due . respect
to the memory of an all but vanished people, say, "Peace to
thy resting place."
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GUSTROW
(Translated from the German.)

A

F.

J.

WRIGHT.

STRONG, hardy peasant boy was once strolling
through a swampy woods, and as he approached a pond,
was a witness of a remarkable performance: a fox had
leaped into the shallow water and seized with his sharp teeth
a large pike which was struggling bravely. Making up his
mind promptly the boy sprang into the water, separated the
contestants with a severe jerk, took master Reynard under
one arm and the pike under the other, and went on his way.
But the young fellow did not know at all where to go with
his strange booty.
At the time this happened-more than two hundred and
seventy years ago-Wallenstein rejoiced, though for only a
short while, in the possession of the dignity of a Duke of
Mecklenburg, and lived in Giistrow.
" Oh," thought the peasant, " I will take a double present
to the duke. He loves pec~liar things, and this is truly
peculiar enough." As he decided so he did. He directed his
quick steps to the ducal castle, but was stopped at the garden
gate by a soldier on watch; this one extended a halberd toward him and cried: " Halt! "
" Let me thru, good friend ! "
" Whither? "
"To the duke."
" That won't do. Dirty, as you are? and with these
creatures?"
"I am just bringing them as a present for the duke.
Let me thru ! Do you not see that the pike is yet gasping?
and it must get to water as quickly as possible."
The soldier considered and finally said: " Well, you
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may pass if you promise to give me half of the reward which
you will receive from the duke."
"Yon shall have the half, just let me go." He hastened
thru the garden and came to the castle gate, where a second
soldier stood on guard. This soldier was as greedy as the
first, and would not let the young peasant pass until he had
promised him the second half of the return gift.
Now he came before the duke, who received these presents
with great delight. What both the soldiers had conjectured
happened; for Wallenstein said to the peasant : " You shall
not go from me with empty hands, and for your courage and
friendship you deserve a good reward. Now just ask for
something.''
" Your Highness," replied the young peasant, " I am
truly in need of nothing. But if you really mean to reward
me, I will ask for fifty blows with a stick on the bare back."
The duke started back, because he thought he had a
mad man before him.
" In truth, Your Honor," continued the peasant, " I am
thoroughly in earnest," and then he told what promises he
had to give to the soldiers.
Enraged, Wallenstein cried out : " 0 , these rascals! "
Then he hastened out and commanded that to each of these
soldiers should be dealt out his stipulated half in the form
of twenty-five blows. When he returned he examined, smilingly, the young man : his spattered face, his muddy hands
and said : " You must not leave this castle thus." He then
rang and gave to the approaching servant a command. Soon
after the servant had disappeared, there came in a buxom,
blonde waiting maid, carrying in her hands a pail with water
and soap and upon her shoulder a large, shining-white towel.
After the boy had washed and cleansed himself to some
degree, he spoke very timidly and in a changed . tone to Wallenstein : "Your Highness, I yet have one entreaty."
" Speak it."

8
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"I would like to have a souvenir of this hour to fake
with me."
"And what do you wish? Tell me!"
"I should like to have the nail upon which this towel
was hanging."
"The nail? Oh, you are such a cttrious fellow."
"Your Honor, you do not understand me, but I will
show you what I mean," replied the young man, and quickly
disappeared thru the door. After a short while he returned,
leading behind him the waiting maid, who was modestly defending herself.
" See, Your Highness, that is the nail upon which the
towel hung, and the one whom I should like to have and
keep."
"You are a merry rogue," cried Wallenstein, laughing;
" but first of all we must know whether the nail is willing
for that," and, turning to the lady's maid, he then asked:
"Now, Emma, would you like to have my yot.mg friend her~
as a husband?"
She blushed, looked up into the good-natured, beseeching face of the boy, and consented to become his wife.
Wallenstein did not long remain Duke of Mecklenburg,
but to his death he remained a friend and patron of the
young couple.

TRIO LET
I remember the time
When the woods were in leaf,
I intended a rhyme;
I remember the time,
But the words would not chimeThe attempt was a grief! remember ·the time
When the woods were in leaf.

R.

c. s.

A SLIGHT MISUNDERSTANDING

L

NELL SIPE.

OIS HOLMAN was . very angry on· this particular
mmning, and had she not ample reason to be so? She
had been waiting sometime for a few words with Jack,
and when he finally appeared he greeted her with a " Good
morning, Lois," and hurried on. A grim determination sud-:
denly ·seized her and she ·walked down the hotel porch with
burning face. She passed into the conservatory and stopped
close to the door of a small private parlor. Lois Holman
knew she was doing wrong by eavesdropping, but it was too
great a. temptation for her to resist. It was as she had expected. Jack Hargroves was in an earnest conversation with his
cousin, Katherine Ellington. Both faces wore an anxious
look, and Jack was bending over her saying :
"Don't worry, Kitty dear, I think I can manage it with
little difficulty. "
Lois waited no longer, but fled to her room. It was all
plain to her now. Jack wa~ in love with his fair cousin
Katherine. Lois had always known Jack to be fond of her
as a cousin, but recently he had been unusually attentive to
her. This was not the first time she had seen them in a
private tete-a-tete; and the words, " I can manage it with ·
little difficulty," kept ringing in her ears. He was undoubtedly
speaking of her. Well she would see who would be first to
break the engagement. Seating herself before her desk she
hastily wrote :
"Dear Mr. Hargroves :-I have always wondered if our
engagement was not a mistake-and I now reali~e thaf it is .
unwise for it to continue longer. Enclosed you will fin~
your ring. Lois Kenton Holman."
She immediately sent the note to Mr. Hargroves ·and
felt all was ended. Was she sorry or was she glad? She
confessed to herself that she felt miserable.

IO
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It was two years ago this very June, the queen of
months, since Lois Holman had first met Jack Hargraves.
Lois' home was in California, and _she possessed all the piquancy and dash of a typical western girl, blended with sweet
and winsome ways. This girl, tall and graceful as a reed,
with clear brown eyes and waving hair of the same hue, and
complexion tinged by a healthy out-door flush, was a favorite
wherever she went. Her two older sisters were married,
and Tom, her only brother, was a rising young attorney, so
naturally she was the pet at home.
Her brother had been educated at Harvard, and, at the
close of his senior year, had brought home with him his
friend and schoolmate, Jack Hargraves. Tall, handsome
Jack soon stole into the heart of each member of the family.
He spent some weeks, in this western home and departed with
the promise of Miss Holman's hand. Lois was only twenty
and her parents, although heartily endorsing her choice.,
begged her to remain with them for several years. Lois co~::.
sented to her parents' desire. She saw Jack on different
occasions, and was supremely happy until this fateful June.
The Holmans spent their summers in southern California.
This summer Jack, his aunt, Mrs. Ellington, and her daughter,
Katherine, were guests at the same place. The month of
June had passed rapidly. Lois had a number of ardent admirers, but Jack received her most bewitching smile. Jack
had been the most constant in attendance upon her, but recently his cousin seemed to monopolize a great deal of his
time. They seemed to be always discussing some important
matter, about which they became silent when anyone approached. Lois, for the first time in her life, became madly
jealous, and in this condition we find her at the opening of
this story.
Jack had just returned to his room when the note was
handed him. He recognized the well-known handwriting,
but he stared at the ring; and, as he perused the few lines, his
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astonishment was beyond comprehension. His own sincere,
frank Lois was merely a heartless flirt after all! There was
surely no reason on his part. Had he not lavished all his
time upon her? He sank down into the depths of a chair,
completely dazed for awhile. His life, up to this time so
bright, was now a hopeless blank, he thought. Finally his
manly nature asserted itself, and he arose anci threw back his
shoulders as if a load were being cast off. He would play
his role to perfection. Lois Holman would never know he
cared.
The next morning Lois was sitting at the same place
as the previous morning when Jack passed. To his dignified
" 'Good morning, Miss Holman," she responded a cold "Good
morning," with a still colder toss of the pretty head.
Society talked for awhile about the estrangement of the
pair and then it was forgotten.
Lois now smiled upon "Tom, Dick, and Harry," and,
apparently to all observers, never thought of Jack. 01;1 the
other hand, Jack was continually boating, driving or automobiling with one of the fair guests of the hotel. At the end
of July Jack and Katherine left for the east without bidding
Lois farewell. Mrs. Ellington remained some weeks longer.
Lois and her mother returned to their town residence
the first of September. During the following winter among
her most ardent admirers was Mr. Guy Warrenton, a rather
prominent young author. Belonging to a wealthy, aristocratic family, Mr. Warrenton was sought after far and near.
Dame Rumor soon began' to gossip about the engagement of
the beautiful Miss Holman to the young author. And $0 it
happened that one beautiful April morning Guy Warrenton
asked her to become his wife. Lois, in her frank way, replied : " Guy, give me until tomorrow night, then I will send
an answer."
Before Lois retired that night she had decided. Her
answer would be " Yes." \T\f as he not considered one of the

·12

THE PHILOMATHEAN MONTHLY

most brilliant men of the state? She would be envied far
and wide. Yet she knew she did not love him. She respected
and honored him, but nothing more. And, moreover, she
felt he did not love her. Though always polite and gracious
toward her, not one word of endearment had he ever uttered.
He admired her as a beautifuf, well-bred, accomplished woman. Her mind wandered back to Jack-dear, impulsive
Jack, so tender, so sympathetic, so thoughtful of all her needs.
Yes, Jack had been in love with her. She wondered if he
and Katherine were married.
The next morning she penned a dainty note to Mr. Warr en ton, accepting his proposal. She would send it to him that
evening . . Lois then went out to call on a friend. While waiting in the drawing room she picked up an eastern paper.
Among the first lines that caught her eye was this:
" The engagement of Miss Katherine Ellington to Dr. Edward Glen, a well known physician, was announced last night."
For a few moments her head was in a whirl. Why did
Katherine not marry Jack? Had she misjudged him? Perhaps, after all, he had never been in love with his cousin.
Lois made her call very short and hastened home. The
note she had written in the morning she cast into the grate
and now wrote another thus :
"Dear Mr. Warrenton :-After careful consideration I
have decided that I cannot become your wife. Nevertheless
I will always respect and honor you, and beg to r_emain,
" Your sincere and trusted friend,
" Lois Kenton Holman."
Lois, tired of her society life, became interested in trained
nursing. Her parents pleaded against her taking up the
work, nevertheless she entered X- Hospital in San Francisco.
At the age of twenty-five she was graduated with honors. Lois
threw her whole soul into her work and rapidly rose to the
head of her profession. Always calm, cool and self-possessed
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she was called upon to superintend the most difficult cases.
Her sweet mobile countenance cheered many a ·poor dying
soul.
One evening she met one of the physicians in the hall.
" Miss Holman, your services are needed in Ward B. A
young easterner was in· an automobile smashup- hit on the
head and we fear concussion of the brain."
Lois proceeded to Ward B. A card found on his person
gave the name James I. Ellington. She knew that he must
be Katherine's brother, for the resemblance was striking.
Although showing signs of dissipation, the face was a handsome one.
From the beginning the case was most difficult. For one
week he was in a raging fever and it seemed he could not
live. The names he most often mentioned during his delirium were, " Mother," " Kitty," and "Jack." But in spite
of all, t4e skillful physicians and nurses brought him safely
through.
·
One day during his convalescence he said: "Miss Holman, will you grant me a favor? "
"If I possibly can, Mr. Ellington." ·
"Tell me your first name. "
Lois answered very calmly, " Mary." She felt she did
not want him to know who she was.
" Are you any relation to a Miss Lois Holman?"
" Never heard of her," Lois promptly answered.
One day he asked Lois to read to him from a magazine, but she noticed he was uninterested and seemed restless.
"If I am tiring you, Mr. Ellington, I will stop."
"I was only thinking of my mother."
Something caused Lois to say, " Tell me . about her."
" Miss Holman, you doubtless are not interested in my
family affairs, but I must talk to someone. I h~ve the best
mother and sister in the world-while I am a despicable
wretch. Some years ago while my mother, sister and cousin,

14
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Jack Hargroves, were spending the summer here in California, I fell in with a reckless set of young men and took
to gambling. I tried to keep it from them but some way or
other news of my wild life reached my sister's ears. She,
knowing it would almost ki11 my mother, confided her troubles
in Jack. Finally, in a drunken brawl one night, I seriously
injured a man and was arrested. I became desperate and
telegraphed to my sister for aid. She and Jack immediately
came east, leaving my mother here. They stood by me and
I was finally cleared. I went West and promised to reform.
I did alright for a few years, but finally took to drinking
again. But thank God! this illness has been a lesson to me.
I will never touch the fatal cup again. I feel assured that
my mother and sist'e r have not heard of this accident." He
saw his story had greatly affected his nurse. She arose and,
giving him her hand, said: "You have my earnest prayers in
your noble resolution."
Mr. Ellington rapidly recovered and soon left the hospital. This little story of his had opened Miss Holman's
eyes. She now understood the meaning of those discussions
between Jack and Katherine. How could she have been so
unjust? Why had she permitted ·her faith in him to be so
easily shaken?
Some weeks later Lois was enjoying a much needed rest
at a quiet resort. One day she came face to face with James
Ellington. She cordially extended her hand, but started
when he called her "Miss Lois." His bright, animated face
told her he was living up to his resolution.
"But tell me," Lois said, "how you came to know who
I am?"
"Miss Holman, I knew you the moment I first saw you.
My cousin had a full length photograph which I saw every
day for a month. Do you wonder that I know you?"
He accompanied her back to her hotel and left after obtaining the promise that she would go automobiling that
afternoon.
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Lois was standing on the porch when the machine drew
up. Mr. Ellington came to meet her, and before she was
scarcely seated the automobile was whirled away. and, astonished, she saw Mr. Ellington left behind. She turned to the
chauffeur. " Stop this machine instantly or I will call for
help."
The muffled figure, with the hat drawn far down over
the face, turned. " Lois," was all he said.
Lois sank back amid the cushions. It was Jack. When
he turned to her again, she was sobbing, "0, Jack can you
ever forgive me?"
And the big red car sped on.

LOVE
Oh, love is sweet!
When morn's pale rays
Athwart the darkness gleam;
And love is sweet
When Venus smiles
As Hesper's radiant queen !
Oh, love is true,
For heart _of God
She holds within her own;
And love will live
A deathless life,
Strong center' d in His throne.

B. E., '87.

A BABYLONIAN PSALM

I

I. S. LONG.

T is said t_!iat amidst the great mass of rubbish found in
the Hindu religious books there are real nuggets of gold.
Certainly as much may be said even of the religion of
the fierce Babylon.ians.
The hymns of many early peoples are often beautiful not
merely for metre and rhyme, but also because of the sentiment expressed. The writers of the nobler hymns were doubtless good men who were earnest seekers after God-seekers
of the Lord " if haply they might feel after Him and find
Him " who is not far from any of us. And shall we not
grant that the truth, the light, the revelation they possessed,
quite imperfect though it be, was the shining of the Great and
Good Spirit into their hearts?
In what we call "heathen " countries there are "gods
many and lords many," even as there are in India today ;
yet in perhaps every country it is usually conceded that
there is one great and superior god, one to whom all other
gods are subject. The Babylonians following this rule were
ever in abject fear of the many lesser gods ; at the same time
on successfully accomplishing any task they gave the gods
praise and glory. Prayer, supplication, and self-debasement
before the gods seem also to have been the delight of the
devotee.
" The time for the worship of the gods was my heart's delight,
The time of the offering to Istar was profit and riches."
Moreover, there are penitential psalms and hymns existing to testify to the piety of the Babylonians. And this piety
was practical, calling forth self-denial and sacrifice, even as
it was the rule for peasant and king to pay the tithe of all
his income to priest and temple. Also as will be noticed in
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the following, at least a few of the hymns were filled with
lofty ideas and expressions of high religious feeling.
"'My god, who art displeased, receive my prayer,
My goddess, who art wroth, accept my supplicationAccept my supplication and let my mind be at rest.
My lord, gracious and merciful (let my mind be at rest)
Make easy, 0 my goddess, the day that is directed for death,
My god, grant that I be free.
My goddess, have regard for me, and receive my supplication.
Let my sins be separated and let my misdeeds be forgottenLet the ban be loosened, let the fetter fall.
Let the seven winds carry away my sighing.
Let me tear asunder my evil, and let a bird carry it aloft to
the sky.
Let a fish carry off my trouble, and let the stream bear it
away.
Let the beasts of the field take it away from me.
Let the flowing water of the stream cleanse me.
Make me bright as a chain of goldLet me be precious in thine eyes as a diamond ring!
Blot out my evil, preserve my life.
Let me guard thy co_u rt, and stand in thy sanctuary!
Send to me and let me see a propitious dreamLet the dream that I shall see be propitious, let the dream
that I shall see be true.
Turn the dream that I shall see to a favor.
Let Masara, the god of dreams, rest by my head,
Make me to enter into Esagila, the temple of gods, the
house of life.
Deliver me, for his favor, into the gracious hands of the
merciful Merodach.
Let me be subject to thy greatness, let me glorify thy
divinity;
Let the people of my city praise thy might! "

18

THE PHILOMATHEAN MONTHLY

From this fragment the reverence and beliefs of the Babylonians may in part be learned. Here the devotee seems to
be a ware that both his patron god and goddess are displeased
with him. See how he prays and humbles himself before
them and begs forgiveness! He imagines that the seven
winds, or a little bird, or a fish, or a beast of the field, or the
waters of a stream may carry his sins away; and that the
flowing waters of the stream may so cleanse him from his
sins that he may become in the eyes of his god as a chain of
gold, and as precious to him as a diamond ring. He wishes
to get out of his evil estate and to be saved, dwelling in the
sanctuary of his god; and in proof that he is in favor with
his god he asks for a propitious dream that shall come true.·
Moreover, he would be delivered by his god into the gracious
hands of the merciful Merodach that he and all his city may
praise his great divinity.
'
Although this is but a fragment it is no mean composition, either from the literary or religious standpoint. It is
noteworthy that the suppliant almost reechoes the words of
the Psalmist in !hose passages where he speaks of desiring
to guard the court of the temple of his god and of wishing
to dwell in his sanctuary (in Esagila, the renowned temple at
Babylon) wherein Merodach, the merciful, was worshiped.
The prayer that his sins might be carried away by various
means brings to mind also that other picture of the scapegoat, fleeing, laden . with the sins of the pious Israelite, into
the desert of Azazel.
It will be noticed that the devotee desires to be delivered
by his god into the hands of Merodach. This seems to show
that the Babylonians regarded the minor deities as mediators
between them and the chief of the Pantheon, for, for a time
Merodach in his turn, was the foremost divinity. As manifestations of him, the lesser gods formed a part of his being,
and through them the suppliant found a channel to reconciliation and forgiveness of his sins-an echo of the truth as
it is in Jesus.

IMAGES OF KEATS

I

S. V. STRICKLER.

T is with a sense of regret that we think of Keats as a
physical man. He never enjoyed good health and his
life was short. And yet having died at the age of twentyfive, he has left us some of the most beautiful poetry in the
English language. All of his poetry was written within four
or five years. He wrote more than any other poet would
have left at his age, and I may add that it was of a finer
quality. He has made himself famous because of the beauty
of his writings.
He had a great conception of the beautiful in life, and
this accounts for the beauty of his lines. He once said in
prose : "If I should die, I have left no immortal work behind me-nothing to make my friends proud of my memory ;
but I have loved the principle of beauty in all things, and if
I had had time I would have made myself remembered." It
is this principle which we must feel in his poetry. His images
are as beautiful as nature itself. He also said, "What the
Imagination seizes as Beauty must be Truth." And in
immortal verse he has said the same thing :
" Beauty is truth, truth, beauty,-that is all
Ye know on earth and all ye need to know. "
What constitutes a higher aim than the Beautiful and .
the True in all things? What can bring more joy? He has
so beautifully linked these great powers together in the famous ·
first line of his Endymion :
"A thing of beauty is a joy forever. "
Then, if our aspirations and ideals are always directed
toward those things which contain beauty and truth, joy is
our reward.
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Keats did not pretend to be a teacher, so we. find no
great teachings in his works. He is placed with Spenser and
Shelley as being one of the most poetical of all the English
poets. He has endowed English literature with some of the
most beautiful images that ever came from a poet's pen.
We will first take a glance at a speech of Bacchus' from
his Endymion. It reads as follows :
" And as I sat, over the light blue hills
There came a noise of revellers : the rills
Into the wide stream came of purple hue'Twas Bacchus and his crew!
. The earnest trumpet spake, and silver thrills
From kissing cymbals made a merry din'Twas Bacchus and his kin!
Like to a moving vintage down they came,
Crown'd with green leaves, and faces all on flame;
All madly dancing through the pleasant valley,
To scare the Melancholy!"
We see the color of the hills and the streams. We see
the revellers face to face. They are crowned with green leaves,
and their faces are all on flame. More than that, we can even
hear the noise of the revellers, and the trumpet speaks. What
could be more vivid except nature itself?
In "Cynthia's Bridal Evening" we have these lines:
"The evening weather was so bright and clear,
That men of health were of unusual cheer;
Stepping like Homer at the trumpet's call,
Or young Apollo on the pedestal :
And lovely women were as fair and warm,
As Venus looking sideways in alarm."
These beautifully describe the evening and the people
who were gathered to the festal hall. What makes these
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images so beautiful is the fact that the poet portrays life as
well as nature, and makes one feel that he is mingling with
the people and enjoying their surroundings.
In his poem on "Fancy" we find the following description, which is fanciful as the title indicates and yet it
·is true to nature. We see the flowers and large trees all beautiful as nature can make them. \/Ve feel that we can almost
see the innocent bird on her nest and the malicious snake
in the grass. Read :
" Thou shalt, at one glance, behold
The daisy and the marigold ;
White plum' d lilies, and the first
Hedge-grown primrose that hath burst :
Shaded hyacinth, alway
Sapphire queen of the mid-May;
And every leaf, and every flower
Pearled with the self-same shower.
Thou shalt see the field-mouse peep
Meagre from its celled sleep;
And the snake all winter-thin
Cast on sunny bank its skin;
Freckled nest-eggs thou shalt see
Hatching in the hawthorn-tree,
When the henbird' s wing, doth rest
Quiet on her mossy nest;
Then the hurry and alarm
When the bee-hive casts its swarm ;
Acorns ripe down-pattering,
While the autumn breezes sing."
The above quotation from " Fancy " is an instance in
which he gives us a light and sunny picture, and he could
also picture the dark and gloomy as well. A good example
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is found in "Isabella," as she saw a vision while weeping for
her dead Lorenzo :

" It was a

vision.~ In the drowsy gloom,
The dull of midnight, at her couch's foot
Lorenzo stood and wept : the forest tomb
Had marr' d his glossy hair which once could shoot
Luster into the sun, and put cold doom
Upon his lips, and taken the soft lute
From his lorn voice, and past his loamed ears
Had made a miry channel for his tears."

In the " Ode to a Nightingale," he pictures a beautiful

pastoral scene in the spring-time.

It is this :

" I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
But, in embalmed darkness guess each sweet
Where with the seasonable month endows
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;
Fast fading violets cover' d up in leaves;
And mid-May's eldest child,
The coming muskrose, full of dewy wine,
The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves."

..

The reader can almost imagine that he smells the fragrance of the flowers. Very true to nature at this season,
some flowers are fading, some out in full array, and still
others budding.
In some of his beautiful images it would seem that his
whole soul was wrapt up in nature. But in the opening lines
of his "Hyperion" he gives us a scene in which, " Sat grayhaired Saturn, quiet as a stone," and he goes on to describe
the clouds, the atmosphere, and the forest. One can only

THE PHILOMATHEAN MONTHLY

23

appreciate the mystic scene by reading it, so I quote the first
two stanzas of "Hyperion":
" Deep in the shady sadness of a vale
Far sunken from the healthy breath of morn,
Far from the fiery noon, and eve's one star,
Sat gray-haired Saturn, quiet as a stone,
Still as the silence round about his lair;
Forest on forest round about his head
Like cloud in ,cloud. No stir of air was there,
Not so much life as on a summer's day
Robs not one light seed from the feather' d grass,
But where the dead leaf fell, there did it rest.
A stream ~ent voiceless by, still deadened more
By reason of his fallen divinity
Spreading a shade: the Naiad 'mid her reeds
Press' d her cold fingers closer to her lips.
" Along the margin sand large footprints went,
No further than to where his feet had strayed,
And slept there since. Upon the sodden ground
His old right hand lay nerveless, listless, dead,
U nsceptred; and his realmless eyes were closed ;
While his bowed head seem' d list'ning to the Earth,
His ancient mother, for some comfort yet."
To stop here we would not .do justice to the poet we
love to read so much, but must in a few words try to show
that he was a man of the highest ideals and that if he had
lived to ripe old age there is no doubt that Keats would be
one of the greatest of the long list of England's immortal
poets. Indications are that he would have become a great
teacher. He was not puffed up with his knowledge and with
the works he had produced, but rather felt his weakness and
set his mind to become somebody. In prose ·he states : " I
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know nothing, I have read nothing; and I mean to follow
Solomon's directions: 'Get learning, get understanding.'
There is but one way for me. The road lies through application, study, and thought. I will pursue it." He did pursue
it with all the strength and time that was allotted to him.
With the energy he had and with this high ideal before him,
aided by health, he might have accomplished things yet unseen. In his poetry Keats felt that the "pleasures of song"
was not all that had a place in verse, but he realized, too,
that he was not ready " to philosophise " :
" But my flag is not unfurl' d
On the admiral-staff, and to philosophise
I dare not yet."

IN AFTER YEARS
In after years, dear heart, when we are old
When Time has streaked my heavy locks with gray,
Will your dear face be grave an1 stern and cold,
Or will you love me as you do today
In after years ?
In after years when eye, and lip, and cheek
Have lost their luster and their brilliant hue,
When hands now soft and strong are rough and weak,
I ask you, will you still to me be true
In after years ?
The slender form whose gracefulness you praise,
With age will then be bent and lose its grace,
My step will lose the spring of early days,
But will your love with growing age keep pace
In after years ?
Ah, yes, I know y0ur loving heart too well
To think that it could change as faces do,
I trust you, dear, that for your faithful Nell
Your tender love will live and keep you true
In after years.
SYLVIA BURNS.
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EDITORIALS
We are glad to say that Mr. H. B. Myers has resumed
his work at the College and will likely enter upon his duties
as editor-in-chief next month.
--o--

Much to our regret Mr. I. N. Zigler found it necessary
to discontinue his work in college on account of the death
of his father. Miss Rebecca Skeggs will continue the work
of Mr. Zigler as editor. In her we feel that we have an able
successor.

--o--

Misses Flora Hoover, Crissie Heddings, and Prof. J. H.
Morris have been appointed by the editor-in-chief at the request of the Local Editor to contribute to the Campus- Classroom-College during the year.
--o--

The Acme Society has decided to give three prizes to
the students writing the three best essays during the
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winter term: $s.oo to the one writing the best; $3.00 to the
one writing the second best, and $2.00 to the one writing
the third best. Although the primary object in having this
contest is to create a greater interest in essay writing, it is
hoped that it will be an incentive to urge the Acmes to do
better work. We think other prizes will be offered this year :
the usual prizes for the best poem, essay, and story, and a
debater's prize of twenty or twenty-five dollars. Further
mention will be made of these later.

CAMPUS-CLASS-ROOM-COLLEGE
Examinations are nearly here. The students are beginning to realize the fact, and are using their time to advantage.
On October 7th, Hon. W . M. Chandler, of New York
City, delivered here his famous lecture, " The Trial of Jesus
from a Lawyer's Standpoint." It was a scholarly lecture and
he held his audience almost spell-b_o und for one hour and forty
minutes. We are quite anxious to hear the other numbers
of the lecture course. Our committee has procured some fine
talent for this season. Hal Merton, the magician, will be here
November 19th.
Hallowe'en, which was looked forward to for so long,
has come and gone. A social was given the students, which
was enjoyed by all. Witches were plentiful. Many had their
future unfolded, but Jew wanted to know anything of the
past. A part of Macbeth was given by the students during
the evenmg.
All students are glad to see the work·6n the gymnasium
pushed so rapidly. It is ~xpected to be finished by the last of
January.
On November 4th a party of about twenty students went
to Harrisonburg to a musical concert given by the Commonwealth Ladies' Orchestra of Boston. The music was grand,
but the ladies were dissappointed because the players had to
perform in traveling costumes, owing to delay of their baggage.
The other Saturday a crowd drove some thirty miles to
the mountains for chestnuts. When they returned it was
reported they got two chestnuts apiece; but one of the number said that they were not hunting chestnuts particularly.
Mr. E . A. Leatherman, a former student, made his o1d
friends glad a few days ago by his unexpected arrival at the
College.
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Professor : " What is a periodic sentence? "
Student : " A periodic sentence is a short sentence to the
point."
P. H. B.: "Mr. Chairman, since the secretary has resigned and is going to take her departure, it might be recorded on the minutes of this society that I, the president,
took my departure with her."
Prof. M. (in Chemistry) : " What kind of acid can you
make from Bromine? "
W. T. S. : " From Bromine we get Bromic Acid."
Professor : " What kind from Florine? "
W. T. S.: "Florie Acid."
Professor : " What kind from Iodine? "
W. T. S.: " Idiotic Acid."
Professor (in Geology) : " What is a volcano? "
Frank Senior: "A volcano is a bursted mountain."
A number of girls were talking one day of their likes
and dislikes of German, when Miss Ella said that she liked
Der Knabe better than anything else she had yet found.

j

.:

EXCHANGES
We do not purpose to criticize articles in our exchanges
this month from a literary point of view, but will discuss the
general appearance, arrangement of matter and selection of
articles. Only about ·half of our exchanges have reached us
at this writing, and nearly all of these were late in coming.
This tardiness will be avoided, we are sure, when the editors
get down to business.
Judging the standard of college magazines for this session
from the outward appearance of the first numbers, we may
safely predict one of dignity. The color is decidedly a dignified one. Univers£ty of Mississippi Magazine, The Emory
and Henry Era, and The Lesbian Herald lead the march of
this august body. We are glad to see the magazines clothed
in dignity. However, we must admire the cover of The
Western M arylan.d Callege Monthly. It is catchy, yet not
gaudy:
Noting the arrangement of matter, we find that threefourths of our exchanges place the table of contents on the
inside, and not on the front cover. The sooner the rest
fall in line, the better. The placing of the staff after the
literary articles is a move in the right direction. Before
speaking of the selection of articles let us mention another
good plan in the general arrangement, one that has been
adopted by the first three magazines already mentioned and
The Buff and Blue and The Erskinian. They have no ·advertisements in the front part. We have, therefore, no trouble
to find the first article.
Now to the arrangement and selection of articles. Only
a few start with a poem. Why is this? There is, as a rule,
no better way to begin than with a poem, because the reader
generally wants something short first. Then, too, poetry
is more interesting, universally speaking. We would give
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first place to Da.vidson Callege Magazine in choice of articles.
Nearly everything,-stories, oration and essays,-is " Jamestown "-a good idea. The University of Mississippi Magazine and The Lesbian Herald follow as close seconds. The
Erskinian has but one poem and no story at all, while Buff
and Blue has only one essay. The Mercury is all essay except
one poem. ·There ought to be greater variety.

ATHLETICS
.
On Saturday, October 12, our fast five met Shenandoah
c;:ollegiate Institute's representatives on the latter's field for
ti1e first game of the season. The team work of the B. C.
boys was excellent. Miller's goal throwing was a feature of
the game. The record of the game is as follows :
B. C.
S. C. I.
Ettinger
Stone (Capt.)
Forwards
Dickson
Miller
Forwards
Centers
Merritt
Wampler fV\
Maiden
Zigler
Backs
Roller, 1st half{
Richard
Backs
Henry, 2d half J
Referee, F. J. Wampler; umpire, H. H. Keiter; scorer,
D . V . Garber; assistant scorer, C. E. Hall; timekeeper, W. S.
Rhodes; assistant timekeeper~ C. H. Rieley.
Goals thrown from field-Stone, 2; Miller, 18; Wampler,
3; Zigler, 2; Dickson, 2; Richard, I; Merritt, I. Goals
thrown from foul line-Stone, 2 ; Merritt, 4.
Game awarded to B. C. Score-B. C., 52; S. C. I., 12.
B. C. defeated S. C. I. in another fast basket-ball game
on the home court, October 26th. The vistors played good
ball, but were easily defeated. Line-up:
B. C.
S. C. I.
Stone (Capt.)
Forwards
Showalter
Wampler, L. D.
Forwards
Merritt
Miller
Centers
Maiden
Zigler
Backs
Dickson
Wampler, E. M.
Backs
Ettinger
.R eferee, H. H. Keiter; umpire, L. V. Price; scorer, C. E.
Hall; assistant, Carl Smith; timekeeper, H. B. Myers; assistant, Miley.
Goals thrown from field-Stone, 9; Wampler, L. D., 2;
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Miller, 8 ; Zigler, 3 ; Merritt, 3 ; Maiden, 2 ; Ettinger, r.
Goals thrown from the foul line-Stone, 7; Merritt, 3.
Points awarded-S. C. I., 2 .
Score stood 5 r to ~ 7 in favor of B. C.
The tennis tournament, which has been going on for
several weeks, has created a great deal of interest in that
kind of recreation. The first round, consisting of 27 competitors, has been played and the second round is now in
progress.
The gymnasium is now under construction. We hope to
have it under roof before severe winter weather.

The Most Popular College Songs
A welcome gift in any home.
The Most Popular College Songs
- $· .50
.fiO
50 New College Songs
Songs of ALL the Colleges
l.nO
Songs of the WESTERN Colleges
1.25
Songs of the EASTERN Colleges
l.:25
SCHOOL Songs with COLLEGE Flavor .50
Songs of the flag and Nation
.50
100 .New Kindergarten Songs
1.00
New Songs fur College Glee Clubs
.50
New Songs for Male Quartets
.50
Songs of the Li niversity of Pennsylvania
1.50
Songs ofthe University of Michigan • 1.25
Songs of Washington and Jefferson College - 1.25
Songs of Haverford College • 1.:;5
New Songs and Anthems for Church Quartets,
(Eleven Numbers)
each .10 to .30

HINDS, NOBLE & ELDREDGE, Publishers
3 J-33 · 35 W 1?st 15th St.

Ni?w York City

THE PHILOMATHEAN OUGHT TO BE
A WELCOME VISITOR IN THE HOME
OF EVERY VISITOR.-J. A. GARBER.

Seventy-Five Cents makes
the Business Manager
Smile
Please
THE

PHILOMATHEAN

BRIDGEWATER,

MONTHLY
VIRGINIA

BLOOM'S
Leading Dry Goods and Millinery Establishment
Phone No. 104.

HARRISONBURG, VA.

]. P. -HOUCK
Furniture, Carpets,
Mattings, Shades,
Trunks, Suit Cases,
and Umbrellas

Walkover Shoes Queen Quality Shoes
FOR MEN

FOR WOMEN

75 S. Main Street, Harrisonburg, Va.
0

An Th~;sE~~ a~

Lineweaver Brothers

Dealers in
GROCERIES, FRESH & CURED MEATS, FEED OF ALL KINDS
Distributors of Gold Medal Flour.
Fruits and Vegetables.
6S EAST MARKET ST., HARRISONBURG, VA.
Phones 122 and 19S.

B. C. HARTMAN
JEWELER

DIAMONDS, WATCHES, JEWELRY, ETC. .
All Work Guaranteed. 108 S. AUGUSTA ST., STAUNTON, VA.
We Are Headquarters for
SHOES, FURNITURE, CARPETS, TRUNKS, SUIT-CASES,
HARNESS, SADDLES, BUGGY ROBES,
HORSE BLANKETS, ETC., ETC.
We do not misrepresent our goods, and quote you only bne price.
Phone SS.
Respectfully,
Sign of the Alligator.

HERMAN WISE & SONS
HARRISONBURG, VA.

DR. J. D. BUCHER,

0. B. ROLLER & MARTZ,

Dentist.

Attorneys-at-Law.

Bridgewater, Va.
Vitalized Air.

Harrisonburg, Va.

Phone No. 26.

P. O. Box 48.

Ed. S. Conrad.
Geo. N. Conrad.
CONRAD & CONRAD,
Attorneys-at-Law.
Harrisonburg, Va.

PRACTICE-Rockingham and adjoining
counties, Supreme Court of Virginia, Federal Court at Harrisonburg.

DR. M. D. SWITZER,
Dentist.
Office: Rockingham National Bank
Building.
Phone No. 125.
Harrison1.Jurg, Va.

J. D. MILLER, M. D.
Phone 38.

Hours: 9-10,. 2-3.

Bridgewater, Va.
CHAS. GRIFFIN HERRING,
Lawyer.
Practice in State and Federal
Courts, and Supreme Court of Virginia. Wills and Settlement of Estates a Specialty.
Harrisonburg, Va.

Phone No. 52.
ED. C. MARTZ, Notary Public.
G. F. HOLLER, M:. D.
Physician and Surgeon.
Bridgewater, Va. ·
SIPE & HARRIS,
Lawyers.
Harrisonburg, Va.
Geo. E. Sipe.

John T. Harris.

DR. FRANK L. HARRIS,
Dentist.
Harrisonburg, Va.
Phone 197.
E. R. MILLER, M. D.,
Harrisonburg, Va.

Presbyterian Eye, Ear and Throat Hospital; Eye and Ear Department, University
of Maryland Hospital, Baltimore, Md. New
York Eye and Ear Infirmary; St. Bartholo
mew's Nose and Throat Clinic, New York
City, Hours, 10-5.

Phone 255.

J. W. VAN LEAR,

DR. R. S. SWITZER,

Jeweler and Optician.

Dentist.

Harrisonburg, Va.

Harrisonburg, Va.

E. GRAYSON FURRY,

PHOTOGRAPHER
Bridgewater, Va.

DR. H. S. WILLEY,
Optical Specialist.
Eyes examined free.
Glasses
made to order. Harrisonburg, Va.
Visit Elkton first Wednesday
each month. Visit Broadway second Wednesday each month.

THE PLANTERS' BANK
OF BRIDGEWATER

Accounts Respectfully Solicited
MANAGEMENT

DEAN 'S

CONSERVATIVE

IF YOU WANT THE BEST GO TO

HARRISONBURG, VA.
PHONE

49

KODAKS AND SUPPLIES

W. N. GARBER
LIVERY) FEED AND EXCHANGE STABLES
Main Street, BRIDGEWATER) VA.

Good Turnouts at Reasonable Prices

Meets all Trains

Horses for Sale at all Times

D. CLINT DEVIER

Reliable Jeweler and Optician
General Repair Work Done
HARRISONBURG) VA.

]. H. WIN,E
Slate and Metal Roofer and General Tinner
BRIDGEWAT~ VA.

FRAVEL SASH & ·n ooR co.
INCORPORATED

Mill Work and Lumber
MAIN OFFICE

BRANCH OFFICE

HARRISONBURG, VA.

BROADWAY, VA.

••.

~

If

The University (Qllege of Medicine,
RICHMOND. VIRGINIA.

'is one of
in Group
The
for license

One, Class One.

Pull reg~lar courses in Medicine, Dentistry and Pharmacy.

STUART McGUIRE, I'd. D., Preside I) I.

WILLIA.1'( R. MILLER, Proctor.

OTIS W. WINE
(SUCCESSOR TO WRIGHT & WINE)

Dealer in Confectioneriest Staple and Fancy Groceries,
F ruitst Tobaccos and Cigars
Oysters and Fish in

Se~on

Phone 37.
BRIDGEWATER, VA.
Manufacturer of Pure Ice Cream, Bread, Cakes, etc.
Ice-cream and Soda-water Parlors connected

]. A. RIDDEL
DEALER IN

Fertilizers, Bark, Seeds, Hay, ·
Lumber, Etc.
Al.so Drugs and Druggists' Sundries
BILL STUFF and CAR STOCK A SPECIALTY

I am always in the market to buy Bark, Lumber, and Timber
Lands, etc. If you have anything of this kind for sale, it will be· to
your interest to see me before selling.
I keep on hahd, in season, at my warehouses, Bridgewater, Mt.
Solon and Stokesville, a full supply of Fertilizers and Seeds. I solicit
a share of your patronage.
· A registered Pharmacist in charge Drug Store.

Main Office at Drug Store

••
••

BRID6EWATER, VA.

THE AMOUNT OF WORK WE DO IN
OUR LINE IS PROOF THAT OUR PRICES
ARE RIGHT.
A full line to select from. Your Plumbing and
Heating will be done right if placed in our hands.
Specifications and estimates furnished for
Water Supplies and Drainage. · Water Works
.. built.
THOMAS & CO.,
102 E. Market St.
Harrisonburg, Va.

AVIS DRUG STORE
.

HARRISONBURG, VA.

Reliable Medicines, Pure Paints, Strong Spices and Fine
Brushes and Perfumery BEST SODA WATER IN THE VALLEY

BOWMAN'S MEAT

MARKE~

Fresh and Cured Meats, Staple and Fancy Groceries
Highest Cash Prices Paid for Hides and Tallow
BRIDGEWATER, VA.

THE W. H. SIPE CO., Ltd.
BRIDGEWATER, VA.

We carry a Full Line of Stationery and School Supplies. County Free
School Books.
.
New and Attractive Styles in Men's Furnishings, including Shirts,
Collars, Cuffs, N eckwear, Underwear, Handkerchiefs, Gloves and
Umbrellas. We sell ·the weli-known Hamilton Brown Shoes for
Ladies and Men. Also a full line of Crossett Shoes for Men. Our
stock covers a wide range of styles and values. The price and wear
are always satisfactory to the purchaser.

RUBBERS, OVERSHOES, TRUNKS, TELESCO~ES, SATCHELS,
STOVES, CARPETS, MATTINGS, FURNITURE. AN
UNSURPASSED STOCK OF NEW DRESS
GOODS AND TRIMMINGS.

