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Thr Hindu Mystic

OU of the Western World pass me by—
And sneer,
Ag T git all day under the golden sky,
A gecr.
You build smoke-cities; but know vou
For what?
I heed them not and make my choice
A thought.
T find the greatest wealth hid in
My heart
Where you have finished, there
I start.
Pearl of the infinite, ruby of silent love
Are mine—
Wrapped in an ecstacy—recach the
Divine.
Biinding my eyes I see more than a world
Can hold—
Touching no carthly thing, all heaven
Enfold.
—Contributed.

Virtuosos of the Subway

EVEN d’clock brings them out. The virtuosos of the subway are jour-
neying into the City, to give their “numbers”. Down from malodor-
ous apartmenis in the suburbs they come, all those who have not yet
arrived. Their pulblic is at dinner, so they arc borne to their halls,
in nearly vacant cars. Quite often the halls are empty too. The City
ignores them. They may be nameless. To themselves alone, are they
important.

IIarriet, the Concert-Singer.

Harriet will sing for them this evening. They will pay her ten dollars,
and she will give them all the encores they want. Her first number will
be something Frenck, which they won't understand. Then “Mighty Lak
A Rose” for an encore, after the dublous but dutiful applauge. When she
“has them”, to use her professional jargor, “Danny Boy” will be rent with
all the Irish hecart-throbs plain-faced Harriet can muster. Toward the
end of the program she will offer a slightly naughty little lyric about two
lovers. The surprise clement enlers into it, when Harriet will enunciate
with zealous clarity, intended to clear-away any personal suspicions the
audience may have in regard to her character, that one lover was just a
dear, old Jerscy cow. All this for a frayed, weary audience in some Meth-
odist Church bordering upon a neglected “end of the City”.

Harriet is not beautiful; much too angular. Her shoulder-blades
stand-out upon her evening gown, like crescents.

Furthermore she hates the gown ske wears. Rain has fallen on the
silk, and made it streaky. The festers of the tiny heads are commencing
to rip out, and are dangling on threads. Yet she has z cluster of cloth-
orchids pinred at ner bodice which ‘g an atlemnt to give a “dash” to an
otherwise lirrpid costuine. No one can cxpect Herrviet fo look like Maria
Jeritza. HHarriet works in an office auring the day. Maria, as Harriet
will tell vou, Hives in a swenk anartment, s married to a Baron, and may
spit or weep al her fellow-players, if she so wishes. Harriet pnlays an
adding machine, and has never found herself ix a position of sufficient
economic sceurity to enable her to spit frecly. In fact, there is a sign in
the office prohibiting it.

Yet Harriet has not rejected all her vouthful visions of success. Next
summer she will sing at a music-festival in Rhode Island. There is noth-
ing paltry there. She will receive good notices, The Rhode Island papers
think highly of her. She has sung there before. Tpon one occasion she
sang an anthem written esvecially for the occasion, by a mnative of the
State. It was called “Rhode Island, the Land of Stzlwart Men and True,
May She Never Die” The composer was so mpressed by Harriet's per-
formance that he sent her, and continues o gend, a can of maple syrup
every Chrigtmas. Oh, yes, Harriet ig orly starticg her career.

Aubrey, the Old Rascal,

Aubrey is waning. That is Aubrey’s art is waning. There is, no
longer, a demand for it. Some years ago Aubrcy was the brightest spot

‘in glittering eabarets. He told awfully funny stories. Ile was noted for

hig riotous anecdote about the poor Mr. Rich, and the rich Mr. Poor. He
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knew other little “knock-outs” about Chinese laundrymen, Irishmen, Dutch-
men, and other popular nationalities. Te was famous for his singing of
Frances Wilson’s success, particularly “The Dotlet Over the Eye.” Hig
facial contortions were surc to send any audience into a frenzy. He gave
imitations of deaf parsons making their sabbath-announcements. 'Then
too, he had been photographed once, at a “Professional Entertainers Ban-
quet”, in the act of offering Lillian Russell a bunch of celery. That was
long ago when Charles Dana Gibson was largely responsible for ‘the
haughty demecanor of mutton-sleeved young ladies.

Even today Aubrey retains the old “flash” about him, that endeared
him to the patrons of local eating-palaces. He wears a black fur-lined
coat, with a florescent collar of brown fur. A bowler hat is cocked slightly
over one ear. A diamond horse-shoe stick-pin sparkles upon a wide black
cravat.

The good old days are gone. No one wants Aubrey’s hilarious offer-
ings. Ocecasionally the “Chamber of Commerce,” or the “Business Men’s
Club” engage him to alleviate the dry spells between Mr. President’s last
speech, and Mr, President’s next. Neither the response, nor the remunera-
tion is large, but it suffices to keep Aubrey from the toils of some obscure
business drudgery.

Miss Preston—Educator and Lecturer.

A high collay reaching to the chin, the bone supports sticking into her
under-jaw, a lacy mesh running the full length of her bosom, a blue serge
suit wrinkling across her shoulders, a flowery-hat perched carelessly atop
her unkempt pompadour of yellow-grey hair, two sensible ground-gripper
shoes which button up the sides—far up—and Miss Preston is-accoutred to
deliver her lecture titled, “Was Ruskin a Greater Master of English Prose,
than Carlisle?’ Miss Preston won’t commit herself. She will close her
lecture with a coy “I wonder.”

The lecture will be given in a -dingy little room in a dingy hotel, once
famousg for rolls and refinement, and now sinking into the oblivion of a
traveling-man’s hostelry. The audience will have crept forth in their old
clothes, from their old houses. They are some of those, whom Burton
Holmes escorts “Around the world”, on Saturday afternoons.

Misg Preston is going to stimulate them. She has done it before.
Twenty vears ago her affect was so invigorating that this same audience
sent her a lock of the Master’s hair. The Master at the time was Brown-
ing. She prized it for she appreciated the difficulty -of it’s attainment.
According to her “Perry Pictures”, Browning was bald.

Agide from serving as a literary narcotic monthly, she attempts daily
{0 arouse a class of phlegmatic young ladies to the heights of lyric ecstasy.
She is not startlingly successful. In proof of this her Christmas gifts are
never hirsute relics. They are very modern handkerchiefs, and smelling
salts. The fault is with the girls. Miss Preston says that they are not
alert.

Apathy is a condition Miss Preston hates most. Probably this is be-
cause she has always been so active. She used to go riding with Harvard
professors, hefore the professors reached Harvard. She went canoeing,
fell over once, nearly drowned, but remained alive simply because she
willed it.

Tn Cresthaven, she lives, and always has lived. She remembers when
Cresthaven was an apple orchard.—“And now leok at it,” as she herself
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says. Qut there her literary ability is held in high csteem. She may be
relied upon for an intelligent criticism of all modern novels, and authors.
She finds most of the work of the moderns “a poignant study, interesting
in its way, poorly written, and very disagreeable—Stevenson you know
did the same thing in a manner far more skillful.”

She has never missed a day at her school, and still wonders why her
pupils do not respond to her vibrations.

—Lewis Hammond, 27.




Che @I Zuglish Metaphor

GW O particular qualities arc certain to be noticed by the reader of the
0ld English literature. The first of these is its force; the second, its
color. Although the Anglo-Saxon metaphor can be considered as an ele-
ment of force, yet it is morce particularly the one component more than
any other that lends color. 1In it lies, ineipient, the grandeur of the lines
of Marlowe and the finely turned figures of Shakespeare. In fact, the
beauty of the metaphors is one of the most outstanding characteristies
of the early English writings.

In the first place, the poetry of the Anglo-Saxons, as well as all of
their compositions, is close to nature. The poet of the period was con-
fined by the walls of no town; he could observe most intimately the cease-
less play of the natural forces working around him in England, at that
time one of the most geographically varied countries. The touch of the
setting sun over the barren mere, the silent swoop of the “wet-winged”
eagle over the rugged oaks, the tuncless drip of the misty drizzle from
the sodden-grey clouds—all these found their way into the very soul of
the singer. We have here the material that lends color to the literature
of the time. But therc is another side to life that finds expression in the
“Battle of Maldon”. The struggle for survival was more than keen. The
Roman power was trembling to its mighty fall, and the provinces waited,
tense, for the sight of the barbarian. Invasion after invasion swept over
the tiny English isle until we find a conglomeration of races. Life was
tense. A strong repression is imbedded in the first FEnglish verses, a re-
pression that indicates the intensity of feeling behind it. This gives a
ton to every syllable, and, for our purpose, to every metaphor.

We find, therefore, that a primary quality of the Old English meta-
phor is its vividness. In “Beowulf” we see one of the finest examples
of this quahty “Unless perchance the fire’s embrace should swallow it
in smoke”. Several pictures are conjured up. There is the imaginary
picture of a fire that is mighly enough to roll up those hug.,e volumes of
smoke that shut out the face of the day. “Should swallow it in smoke”—
we see the lurid glow of the flames smothered by the distended billowings
turning over and over on themsclves, and forming a ghastly maw that
engulfs even the foundations of the building, the stony Heorot. From
“embrace’ we feel how the roaring fire demon crushes the edifice until it
crumbles and falls. Although the figure is brief, there is in it a peculiar
aptness of expression that brings the picture into startling relief.

Take another metaphor from the same epic. “Thence the surge riseth
wan to the clouds, when the winds stir up foul weather till the air thicken
and the heavens weep”. This well illustrates the second characteristic
of the figures of the Anglo-Saxons—simplicity. The poet does not say
“the wind stirs up”, but ‘“the winds stir up”. This is a simple change,
nevertheless there is a great difference of vividness gained by it. “Winds”,
being plural, suggests the shifting cross-currents of air that, before the
breaking of a storm, confound their own motion., “Wind”, on the other
hand, would have been more ordinary, and might or might not have the
connotation of the complex atmospheric movement that ean “stir up foul
weather”. Again, look at the phrasing “till the air thicken”. Before the
storm has crashed down in ils fury we have all felt that breathless mo-

~I

THE MESSENGER

ment when animate nature seems to pause and to wait in reverence. The
very burden of the atmosphere oppresses all motion and stills it into ex-
pectant quiet. “The heavens weep” is a clause that well portrays the
desclation of the drear English landscape, drenched by rain, so sodden
that it is sad. These expressions are not elaborate; most are taken from
everyday life; but they are vivid.

Another predominant quality of the Old English metaphors is
strength. One of the “Riddles” contains the line “and the waves that
covered me beat harmony”. Something delicate in this phrasing cannot
cover the real repression and strength. The mere word “beat” suggests
the rhythm of the natural order and the measured swell of mighty seas,
There is a careful handling of the language so that, by the habitual Anglo-
Saxon parsimony of expression, the bard says more in one word than
he could in a whole verse. For another illugtration of this same quality
of strength, turn to the powerful nine-line hymn of Caedmon. “He hung
the bright heaven’”. Although this word hung has been translated
“framed”, yet the connotation is approximately the same in both cases.
It describes not only the action of the “Master of Heaven” but his nature
as well: a being sufficiently stupendous to drape, as it were, the infinity
of his dwelling with the twinkling of galaxies. The poet’s mind is not
devoid of delicate image, therefore he says “bright” heavens. Making
no further attempt to portray the wonder and beauty of the sidereal
canopy, Caedmon rests content with the simple word that bears so much
weight of suggestion. The very brevity of this deseription lends to it a
great degree of power. Its rugged strength is not “glozed o’er” with any
superfluities.

The metaphors of the Anglo-Saxon singers well reveal the mysticism
of their makers. Cynewulf must have felt in his impressionable mind the
space of unseen distances, the mysteries of the gilence of the universe.
When he wrote the “Doomsday” passage in his “Christ”, he used the
following description of the sound of the “crashing” trumpets of the
angels: “Glorious and steadfast they shall sound together over against
the course of the stars, chanting in harmony, and making melody from
north to south”. 1t iz probable that Cynewulf employed this literally.
“Over against the course of the stars” echoes the poet’s awe at the empty
spaces out beyond the earth, where the soul of man wanders lost in the
vagtness of the God-created night. For a 1ikc expression of mysticism,
there is in one of the “Riddles” the verse, “searching out the caverng
of the deep”. The comparisen of the solid, tranquil weight of ocean depths
to caverns showcs that the writer was famcmatpd by the unexplored spaces
heneath the tossing of the waves. For the cavern, from the birth of the
race, has been the harbouring-place of mystery and witchery. Thus did
the poet imagine those things of which he knew nothing, He had the
feeling of his own smallness in the world of created things, and he bowed,
and worshipped, and sang.

Neither is the metaphor of the Old English without realism. We find
in “Beowulf” the line “wolf-cliffs wild and windy headlands, ledges of
mist”. Here the poem fastens on the wierd qpnﬂit of the natural sur-
roundings. The poet, because of his own austerity of spirit, is more likely
to sense those influences that are drear and barren. But he has turned
their barrenness into poetry.

It may easily be argued that the metaphors cited above are not,
the strict sensge, literal translations from the Anglo-Saxomn. Nevoﬁhc-
less, as it has bCLI’l intimaetd, we must look for the poetic meaning of each
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figure rather than the verbal expression, especially in the case of trans-
lations. It is the idea behind the word that lends to the Old English meta-
phor its vividness, simplicity, strength, mysticsm, or realistic elements.
Then too, the qualities that are found in the metaphor will be found in
the literature as a whole. It is the metaphor, however, that epitomizes
the spirit of the Anglo-Saxon singer, and casts no uncertain ray backward
to the obscure birth of the English bard.
—F. Wylie Sypher, "2T7.

Pensee

La. pluie tombe, et les feuilles
Poussees par le vent qui souffle,
Mouillees par les gouttes de pluie,
Se jettent sur mes croisces.

Elles viennent comme des passagers
Qui cherchent P'asile dans 1'orage;
Elles frappent imperieusement,

Puis passent dehors de ma vie,

Et moi? Je pense amercment
Aux hommes qui viennent comme les feuilles,
Portes par la force de la vie,
Et passent; qui sait par ou ils s’en vont?
—Le Grenat.

As It Should Habe Been Written

LTIIOUGH he was & medieval knight, Geoffrey had a sense of hu-
mor. Therefore when he told Alice St. Juste he would perform any
feat of daring if she would marry him, and she had promptly told him fo
slay the dragon of Screaming Mere, he had to admit that the joke was on
bimgelt. 1t ocewrred to nim that he had reccived a tacit rejectiomn.

“Godglife? he reflected, “Why did the woman have to take me so
seriously ? If she didn’t want me perhaps somebody else might.” 'The
whole incider®, to his mind, showed just ithe least bit of callousness on
the part of Lady Alice. Oh, he'd go thru with the geste alright—he’d
given his word and besides he wasn’t going to let his beloved or anyone
else but himself know he was afraid.

The dragon of Screaming Mere was a beast that had appeared peri-
odically for the last filtecn years in the neighboring duchy of Marovel
After having gorged or toth men and cattle, it vanished again into the
lecherous fen it inhabited. When it first made his appearance it was
quite the thing to endeavor ic kill if, but since not one of all who had
essayed ever returned, enthusiasm for the project had waned. The last
time it came forth, only onc knight from Cheveraul set out on the quest;
he had undertaken it while under the influence of ligquor and had con-
1inued to imbibe freely up to the very hour he had met the brute.

The evening after his interview with Alice, the knight had gone to
an inn with the ‘dea of starting from there in the morning. If he let
people know the exploit he had in view, his friends would come around to
say good bye, the priests would ahsolve him, and everybody would start
to speak of him in ithe past fense. They meant well, of course, but it
was depressing.

Having finished an extremely eariy oreaxfast, he mounted his charg-
er the while he continued to ruminate or the events of the last few hours.
He was not in a chearful frame of mind as he rode toward the low lying
dashes of greyish-blue “hat marked the Cheveraut mountains. He may
have been a bit touchy, but it seemed to him that every raven along the
way eyved him with a morbid air of possession. But when the sun rose and
he ceased shivering, his attitude toward the world became more sorrowful
than angry. It suddenly came io him that he was doing a noble thing,
and he felt so virtuous and superior whenever he met other men hurrying
aboul their own pelty business, that he waxed more cheerful.

Now the ustal thing when approaching Marovel was to pass around
the mountzins, but when, at the end of the second day, Geoffrey arrived
at the foothills, he delermined to cross the range and get thoe matter over
with as soon as possible. This thing of kaving a duel with a dragon on
one’s hands was rather hard on the nerves.

Accerdingly he was directed to a road of serts that led up past the
tall, sombre hard-woods, broken here and there by the darker green and
softer footing of a streak of cvergreens, thru some deep-notched, nameless
pass, and so until at sunset of the thira day ne arrived at an outlook
whence he could see on the cliff-flanked arm of one of the mountains, a
fortress which he took to be the stronghold of the d’Arabesques, lords
of Marovel. Below this he noticed fragmentarily thru the trees, stretches
of untimbered land.

A
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On the next day Geoffrey rode down into the valley until he came
to a fairly well-used road which he thought would take him to the castle.
As he followed this he observed fields on cither hand and occasionally he
passed a house, but of those who inhabited these houses and worked these
ficlds, he saw no sign. When he had traveled thus for perhaps three miles,
he heard the swish of water in a hurry and topping a little rise he saw
where his road dipped into a very convincing river. Ordinarily, he judged,
here would have been quite a reasonable ford, hut the strecam had risen
so much by virtue of recent rains, that he hesitated several minutes be-
fore he decided to try it. Taking a tight grip on the lead-rope of the
horse that bore his accoutrements, he walked his mount slowly into the
river. Ag he proceeded, the water erawled slowly up until he was wet to
the knees and it took all his charger’s strength to maintain a footing
against the swift current, Ile was so intent on keeping his horse from
stumbling that he did not see a muass of wreckage which the flood was
driving toward him with a fatal velocity. When he finally did perceive
it, he made a desperate attempt to avoid it and in so doing caused his
horse to lose its balance. It rolled over sidcways, and Geocrey, losing his
seat, sprawled into the water.

By heart-breaking efforts he managed to swim gradually nearer the
shore until, about a half mile below at another ford, he managed to check
his progress and scramble ashore. His convulsive breathing stilled, he
rose to his knees and thence sprang quickly to his feet, suddenly conscious
of another’s presence.

The stranger was & young lady in full armor except for the helmet,
who stood at her horse’s bridle and regarded him dispassionately. The
knight met her gaze and was all at once immensely aware of g pair of
eyes that seemed to question his righi to clutter up the world, set in a
lean. tanned face. They were fine eyes, with dark circles under them,
and in them there was a humorous hitterncss.

“What are you doing herc?” she asked. Iler voice was Jlow and pleas-
ant but there was a certain definiteness about it that Geoffrey had not
expected but of which he was quite sure he approved.

As he started {o respond he thought of his bedraggled condition and
his innocence of weapons and the irony of the situation caused him o
laugh aloud in genuine mirth.

“T’'ve—I“ve come to kill the dragon of Screaming Mere,”” he answered.

Immediately the satire went out of her eyes and they were lit instead
with a friendly interest as she smiled in sympathy.

“I’'m glad you came,” she said.

And for the first time the knight was glad too.

There were a couple of minutes of gilence while Geoffrey removed
his boots and ran the water out of them; then she spoke again. “If you
will come to the castle with me, T imagine you can find satisfactory arms
and armor,” and then a little grimly, “there will be none to dispute their
possession with you.”

He puzzled on this for a moment, and then gave it up.

“What was the force of that last remark?” he questioned.

“The knights of Marovel have all either left the country or met the
dragon,” the girl answered, as she mounted her horse and commenced
to walk it down the road. Geoffrey made no comment; he was too intensely
thoughtful.

They procceded for about an hour in silence, then the knight: “Tlow

‘??!

did you happen to be there to greet me?
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“1’d just led outl a party, to scout the beast’s movements. It doesn™t
do us much good, but we have a horrid curiosity about the thmg Let’s go
up and see if we can find it from here,” she continued, turning her 101 go
inte a iane that ran up a fairly noticeable hill,

Wiaen they were almest at the top a page dressed in what Geoffrey
recognized as the livery of the ¢’Arabesques, caught up with them. “We
found ne signs o him by th my lady,” he said. The knight widened
his eyes in surprise for he reali a4t his capable companion was the Lady
Jocelyn AL ?LliC, ginee hor brothe death, ruler of Marovel. To his satis-
faction and the pcmos evident displeasure, the lady made the boy dis-
mount snd surrender his horse to her guest; then they continued ioward
the summit. While on 1h<. dhum tle';' had 721t no breath of air, but s
they topped the hill, a brisk, coo struck them, and born on it was

i aovly coarse about it that
1gt. They wheeled their stoceds
of brusk, and looked down. The dragon of
cea o confess, was everything for which it
g iy chncr to vhe view that the case had been
understated, ! e anim al wig C'*i"tim; on its haunches methodical-
Iy bashing in the a substantial looking stone house. An occa-
sional spear ‘mt ottt 2 1t showad thdt here a portion of the scouting
party had tn’l«“e:: 1'@1"‘1:1;3'0.
i reve g dry sob, glanced at him, and then looked away.
Geof” 1cy ( vm\ a o o breath—this wag hig cue to move. Ile tried to speak
but failed, then he got a ul], on himself and tried it again, This time
he suceeeded. “li ’f( 11’11 <_>,1ve nle vour sword, lady, I'll see what I can do
about it,” he said, ! After that neither said a word.

She drew her s kim the hiis; then pasgsed him the
shield whizh hur,i teox them and galloped down the
hill, i :

"}

Geoffrey wrinkled
around an obiruci
Sercaming Mere,
was credited.

He weas s4iil ¢
hig rens
for the herse
for dainty measu:
dropped free.

In the meanwhiie the beast had spied 1 wag making more
haste than Geoffrey thought warranted in h' : e licked his
lips and examined kis swora; it was too light and slender. Oh well, it
] ¢, the result '““oulc' dotbtless have been the
med he t_»‘.om;ht wenl hack to the
'pul" vhas iv this nredicament. By St.
1._n_‘, c:f knew oune damsel he'd

crouched, waiting.
breath, huge teeth
looking into *
ck nig arm, not with-
. : Then ag the animal
@) ad anwerd arnd Torward noa desperate full
arm lunge, a tni y im: \OSall‘I(' inoarmer and with nis own heavy broad-
sward, straight into the swimming puun until his forearm was all goose-
flesh from contact with its clammy walls, and he felt his blade sinlz to the
hilt in the soft tissue behind. A mighty claw swept him away, torn and

agon, heving finished
2 ”‘}u was too much
3 - nd holfed. It was no time
L sevcred L-, chcn"gcr"s spinal cord and

SR
I

Lacy Alice: |
Simon, if he ¢
avoid,

out rece
spewed out tig shiclc,
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bruised, and threw him some thirty feet. When he had finished rolling,
he made no further movements.
e % sk w0 ks ok ok ko s

The dragon’s eyes which Geoffrey had beheld for the last ten days
were suddenly metamorphosed into those of a round faced little doctor
bending anxiously over him, and the knight, who had set himself to deal
the death blow for the thousandth time, relaxed and looked around him.
He was in some habitat’on or other, and judging from the way he was
bandaged, in a considerable state of disrepair. Judging too from the
fact that he was there at zll, he must have killed the dragon. He idly
wondered it they had extracted the sword from the thing’s cye.

The doctor, as soon as he perceived the sane light in his patient’s
eyes, had turned with a delighted smile and said something {o a waiting
page.

In a few minutes the princess burst into the room, with the boy at
her heels, and hastened to his bedside. In answer 1o his questioning look
she nodded smilingly. “Yes. you killed il,” she said.

He gave a sigh of satisfaction and then turned to the youth. “Will
you do something for me?” he asked in & weak voice.

The voungster eagerlv assented. Geoffrey continued: “See that the
dragon’s head is delivered to the T.ady Alice St. Juste, who lives near
the capital of Cheveraut.” Here the princess looked somewhat taken
back. “And iell ber.” the knight went on, “that if she ever sees me
again, she hag my knightly word thatl T'll eat it for breakfast!”

—John M. Myers, '28.

R

The Fault, the Star, and the Underlings

ENTIOXN Shakespeare’s name and you may be fairly certain that you

will have a deadening affect upon your listener. Your listener undoubt-
edly has studied Shakespeare in school. It is nol unreasonable then, that
he should be bored. He hag met “Will” through the dry channels of
academic routine.

The academic channel is limited. Mot cvery subject is suited to its
narrow path. The subjects most inclined to it are those which are highly
technical ; mathematics, and various sciences. The chief factor for the
understanding of them is “study”. The facts are plain, and unyielding.
There may not enler into the gtudent’s study of them a personal element.
Whatever appeal they may have is distinctly intellectual. Their emo-
tional content is nil. Howcever, the mair feature is that these lines of
work arc not intended for popular enjoyment. Primarily they serve as a
means to some end. LKssentizlly they are as practical as the table of
weights and measures. Often they are of as great importance. To this
form of learning the academic system is not only satisfactory, it is per-
hapg the most practicable.

In opposition to this technical branch of the educational shrub there
is another branch composed of what is blighlingly called, “the cultural
studies”. (The phrase is contradictory to the accepted significance of the
word “culture”, when used in this regard. In spite of the scholars, culture
never meant study i. e. learning. The two words are often confused yet
they suggest widely different conditions.}) The true “cultural studies”
are forms of some creative expression intended to give enjoyment in the
sense of an emotional satisfaction not necessarily entailing the surface-
emotion, pleasure. Conscquently when they fall under the rigid academic
regime their purpose is destroyed almost entirely. They are not enjoyed.
They are studied.

After this long digression, one may consider the case of the unfortun-
ate Shakespeare, the victim of the erudite dilettanti, Shakespeare perhaps
more than any other, has suffered most from the academicians. His
plays arc subjected to the unrelenting interpretation of an “authority”.
Each minute detail which appears obscure, is dealt with in much the same
manner in which guadratic equations are solved. Included among all the
Shakespearcan texts designed for school use, are vast notes, and many
cssays intended to clarify for the pupil, the author’s characters. Shakes-
peare’s own line, “sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought” is particu-
larly true in this instance. One may quote from as representative an
edition as that of I’rof. Rolfe’s to observe the wealth of dryed aspho-
dels thrown upon a genius’ head through the medium of his char-
acters. Rolfe has taken the opinions of various aulhorities. Here are
a few from his edition of ITamlet:

“Who ever knew a Ilamlet in real life? Yet who, ideal as the char-
acter ig, feels not its reality? This is the wonder. We love him not, we
think of him not, because he was witty, because he was melancholy, be-
cause he was filial; but we love him beecause he existed, and was himself.
Thig is the sum total of the impression.”

“Ophelia—poor Ophelia. Oh, far too soft, too good, too fair to he
cast among the briers of this working-day world, and fall and bleed upon
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THE SEA LEECH :—Yes, indeed. I can alrcady gloat at its complete suc-
cess! It has always been my ambilion (o sail a ship around the world
at everyone’s, or anyone’s expense but my own. You’ve done road
bumming—you know what it is. My idea is somewhat the same,
excepting that it is practiced on the high seas rather than upon the
state roads. To repeat, I have always wanted to steam my ship into
and out of the harbors of the world on the fuel and water of other
vessels.

THE MATE:—And how easily it was donc! We came up from astern,
as you ordered, and slowly adjusted the decks of the Elsinore until
they were even and true with the corresponding decks of the Ameri-
can Legion. Then we made them fast. Hauling up the sides and
putting them in place was only the work of a moment. We put out
our bows, rigged up the stack, and here we were.

THE LEECH :—And here we gtill are. What is the novel situation? Our
ship, the Elsinore, is superimposed deck for deck, line for line, upon
another vessel, and made to occupy its identical area, much as one
geometrical cube is merged into another and similar cube. Unknown
to anyone on the American Legion, then, we are driving on toward
our destination with her speed, her gear, and with her night watches.
My men de no work, my mate docs no navigating. Even my passenger
lives in one of their cabins. A perfect arrangement! If oniy I could
superimpose in like manner upon their payroll! And the principle
by which all this is done is so simple that it is laughable.

THE MATE:—Check! When you once see it!

THE LEECII:—Precisely. ILverybody knows now how to stand an egg
on its head, after Columbug discovered the principle. See those two
magts? (pointing to the fore and main masts of the American Legion)
See the cable stretched taut between them? Did it ever oceur to you
that the rest of this ship is kept from sinking by being hung from
that cable, much like the pants of a man are kept off the ground by
hig suspenders?

THE MATE:—Why no. I always thought the water held up—

THE LEECH:—Of course you did. That's the obvious, but not the cor-
reet conclusion. Yet even if such a thought had occurred to you,
would it have suggested what was instantly sugeested to me?

THE MATE:—About the ?

THE LEECH:—About the possibility of hanging a second ship to the
same cable, thug—cr—well, thus doing what we are doing?

(No reply)

Of course, the scheme has its drawbacks. Here I must pretend to
shine brass on the American Legion and you must pretend to swab
decks, and these duties we must not neglect. In any circumstance,
let neither of us bhetray by mouth or eye that you are the mate and
I am the captain of a second ship which we have cleverly attached
to this one by mecans of our bewildering but nevertheless workable
scheme.

THE MATE:—Right!" Check! 0. K,

£ b3 b B3 Ed

SCENE 2: The promenade deck of both vessels. It is night. The
SEA LEECH polishing the after coathangers. The decks of his own
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ship, the Elsinore, are not quite flush with those of the American Legion,

and thig discrepancy worries the Leech. He looks about anxiously for

his Chief Mate, and while thus engaged, overhears seven A. B.'s of the

American Legion plotting a mutiny against Caplain Rose of that ship.

Becoming aware of this interesting development, a leok of chagrin and

disappointment covers his face. He puts his fingers to his mouth and

oives vent to a piereing whistle, A few moments later, the CHIEF MATE
of the Elsinore appears. The lLeech looks at nim with plain dissatisfac-
tion.

THE LEECH:—The decks arven’t Aush,

THI MATE —{ Asgide)

Do my ears deccive?
Or must T believe
That my skivper censures me?
Has the day, alas,
Now comea to pass
When his anger falls on me?
Poor me?
Little me?
Hig Mate?
Ok Fate,
Why are vou so fickle?
(To the Leeck, vaguely) The decks not flush?

THE LEECH :—(Pcevishly) No, and what’s more, I didn’t think when
I employed yvou that 1 would have serious cause for complaint. |
scarcely believed you would fall short of being a perfect mate—

THE MATIS:—Me? Not a perfect mate? Haven't I kept the ship in
good condition?

THL. LEECH:—Yes, of course.

THE MATE :(—Haven't T alweys neld vou ir the highest esteem, given you
tho respect duc to your pogition?

THE T.ERECIH:—Yes, and that’s just the troubie. You have bheen too
loyal, too faithful. You tend to hore.

THE MATE:—You dor’s mean that you want me to be—well, for examnle
to be otherwise?

THE LEKCH:—You might try to be, for 2 change. For instance, be-
come argumentative, for a starter. Then work up to a disagreement,
and after thaet vou might—well, yvou might show a little spirit and
start a mutiny.

THE MATE:—(Aghast) What!

TIIE LEECH:—A mutiny. Captain Rose Iz going o have orne. Why
can’t 17

THE MATE:—But is it proper? Is il the thing?

THE LEECI:—Not usual enough to be trite, hur siill—

THFE MATE:—Quite right. Now that you mention it—

THE LENKCH:—Of course. Well, let’'s have it. Put some life into the
affaiv. Make it a good cne—something to which T can refer with
pride.

THE MATE :—But the crew, gir! They trust you. How can I incite them
to mutiny ?

THE LEECH :—Te¢l! them anything 10 anger them. Say [ have refused to
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grant their request for silverware and silk sheets. TLie about me. Do
anything!

THE MATE:—Ah me! Was ever a mate more beset by the whims and
desires of his skipper? But even in this perversity I'll be faithful, if
only I can play my discontent actively before the ¢rew. But by the
way, Captain, what day to today?

THE LELECH:—Tuesday.

THE MATE:—And the date?

THE LEECH:—The 13th of September. Why?

TIHE MATE :—I dread the coming of the 15th,

THE LEECH :—The fifteenth? Why dread the coming of the fiftcenth?

THE MATE:—My hay fever day. I've had my initial attack of hay fever
on S'eptember 15th annually for the past twenty years. It’s a tradi-
tion! '

THE LEECH:—(astonished) Hay fever at sea? Nonsense! What mead-
ow grass grows on the ocean to bring you, or any other man, hay
fever?

THE MATE:—(despondently) Sea weed. Doctors say I'm the only man
in the world to be so affected. The aitack comes so suddenly and
so violently that unless I get instant relief by an application of gold-
en rod pollen, working the land weed against the sea weed, I sneeze
myself into violent aberrations.

THE LEECII:—And this application of which you speak?

THE 1\11)ATE:—It is in the Elsinore’s medicine chest, on the wall of your
cabin.

THE LEECH:—Then luckily you are provided.

THE MATE:—Right! Check! 0. K.

ACT TWO

SCENE I. On the after hateh. The MATE, surrounded by the SAIL-
ORS of the Elsinore.

THE MATE:—And so we are to break away, silently, and leave him here.
Every man to his station, then, to wait for the word. T’ll give it dur-
ing the confusion of the revoll against Captain Rose. Cast free the
lanyards, and as the Elsinore beging to draw away, part by part,
from the American Legion, cling to whatever you can.

(Shouts and cries of “Mutiny! Mutiny” from without)
There it begins. Our time is full. Head ILight, you go in the crows-
“mnest, while you, King Post, take the wheel. Onee upon the seas, and
vunder our own power, with myself on the bridge as Caplain, your de-
mands will be fairly met. Quickly now, and without a sound.
(The sailors, all but Jack Staff, disperse rapidly.)
Has ever this been done before,
On other ship than the Elsinore?
Where a mate has been able
By the slack of a cable
To steal the ship from his master?
In the simplest of ways
To loosen the stays,
And drop down the decks from his master?
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Ard, upon second thougnt, without precipitating said master into
the water? T think not; but if T musi lead a mutiny, then it shall at
least be significant by its sheer originality.

(Goes out).

JACK STAFF:—I'm an old sailor, says I, and can find my way to the near-
est pub in any port, Basl or West, It there’s mutiny abroad, I'm to
have g hand in it, says I, more a dishonest hand than an honest one,
if T knows the ropes,

No, 1o, says I, not done before,
Ard rot yet done to the Elsinore.
(Goes out.)

SCENE TWOQ: The saloon deck. The Leech moodily shining brass
hose nozzles.

THE LEECH:— (disconsolately). Perhaps it was asking more than the
honest mariner could bear, after all. Perhaps 1 had no right to de-
mand a mutiry before my men had been trained in the art. But they
might have tried. The Mate might have led them in some sort of
a rebellion, however slight it may have been. At ils worst, it could
not have been as wrelehed as the muliny brought against Captain
Tose. That failed entirely. A little noise, a rush, a few blows, and
it wag all over-——The men were beaten back, the mate thrown into
chaing, the Captain checred as the vietor, and so proud of his crew
that T can scarcely remain on his ghip for shame., Of course, it failed,
but it was at least a try. If my men had only—

(Enter the PASSENGER)

PASSENGER :(— (Excitedly). Have you seen my cabin?

THE LEECH:— (Stepping back to admire his artistry on & hose nozzle)
Why no. Have you logt it?

PASSENGER :—It is not on board. I've looked cverywhere.

TITE LEECII:—(Still preoccupied; daubirng more polish on a dull spot).

# Tt couldn’t go far. Cabing, as a rule, dor’t— (pauscs, opens his mouth
in astonishment, stares incredulously at the passenger). Did you say
your cabin was gone? (His fingers relax, the can of polish drops to
the deck). By Tridon!

PASSENGER:—Not only has my cabin disappeared, but also a whole row
of port-holes with it. What are these sudden changes made? You are a
geafaring max. Tell me.

THE LEECH:—Your cabin and the poriholes gone! (groans) Parts
of the American Legion, parts of the Americar Legion. If they are
gene, the entire ship—By Marc St. Hilaire the Navigator! Can it be
possible that my Mate has—? (Runs fo side of the vessel and looks
up ai *he bridge name plate. e mutters the name “Hisinore”. He
rushes aff to the coat hangers, American Legion property. They are
not to be found.) By Tridon, son of Neptune, that Mate of mine hag
done it! He's pul across a mutiny that will live in fame forever! But
the blundering idiot—the inexcusable blundering lumatic has made
off with the wrong ship!




20 TIHE MESSENGLER

ACT THREE

SCENE 1: The navigating bridge of the stolen vessel. King Post
al the wheel, the engine room telegraph at “Full Ahead,” the compass at
N. W., the Mate al the chart table, and Jack Staff at his elbow.

JACK STAFF:—I1 knows my way to lhe nearest port, and to the nearest
pub in it, and so I repeats, make for it and we'll divy up on the plun-
der and let ithe Sea Leech go hang.

THE MATE :—But the Sea Leech is my Captain.

JACK STAFF:—But I says the Sea Leech ain’t the loser. What does the
cook say when 1 goes down to him for a snatch to eat after my first
watch?  Him that should have stayed on the ship as we lefl, but
that got away by mistake? ‘Get the hell out of ’erc!” he roars. ‘“The
crew gets ils nosebag filled up for’ard!” ‘The crew,” repeats I, know-
ing his mistake, ‘The crew, yes. Bul,” adds I, ‘I'm the mate of this
ship.” ‘If you're the mate of this ship,” he comes back, ‘then I'll spealk
in parables,” and he says, ‘Yowre on the American Legion, hozo!
‘And who's denying it?” asks 1. And I tells him about the mutiny,
and about the wrong ship dropping away, accident-like, you under-
stands, and he cries ‘You’ve mutinied against iwo Captains with «
single stroke,” he says, ‘the one deprived of his crew, and the other
of hig ship, not to mention me, hig cook, who must have had hold of
a pot when it was separating itself and so came with it. And what
are you going to do? he demands. ‘Go back,” says I. ‘We've made a
mistake, and my skipper don’t feel right’ ‘Youw're crazy,” he says.
‘One ship’s as good as another when it comes to divying.” And ihat’s
what I say, being an old scaman and all!

THE MATE:—It must be true that power begets power, or else why this
degire and lust for possession which has been surging within me
since I walked the bridge of this vessel as Captain. If only I had the
courage not to return.

JACK STAFF:—Why not, sir? With you as captain, says I, and I as
mate, we could be as free as any of “em.

THE MATIE :—I could be captain—if I didn’t go back.

JACK STAFF:—And then too, with the cook on board as he is, you can’t
go back. ‘What!” says he, ‘Go back? If you give up this ship after
once taking hold of it as you have,” he says, ‘Tll report you to both
skippers for both crimes, and between what you’ll get in the way of
sock from onc and the other, you'll be in chaing for the rest of the
voyage.” ‘That’s what I says,” says I. Come, change her course and
head for the nearest pub—I mean, port.

THE MATE:—Check, right, O. K. Hard aport, heimsman. (Hard aport,
sir!) If I must be a pirate, then I'll at Jeast have my piracy signifi-
cant by its sheer audacity!

(Head Light runs up the ladderway.)

HEAD LIGHT:—(reporting). Great masses of scaweed ahead, sir!

THE MATE :—Seawced?

HEAD LIGHT:—Brown gulf seaweed, sir.

THE MATE :— (helplessly). Ye gods!
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SCENE 2. Or the Elsinore, the fifteenth day of September.

THE LEECH:—

Was ¢’er a master more bereft

Of vessel, mate or crew?

And by his own most grieveus fault

Involved in such a stew

As T am now?
What master has ever sailed the seas who has not claimed the right
fo command his own ship? Yet am I master here, and owner too, but
I dare not say so. What am 1 to do? Say nothing, do nothing, #n |
o by my own inaction aillow my scheme of ocean bumming to be
ruthlessly discovered? Fer discovered it will be, when explanations
are due to Cantain Rese for the base theft of his vessel. Or shall
I this minute mount the ladder to the bridge, announce my lawful
right, and let the consegnences take care of themselves "—If only
the mate would return! Two days now, ard no sign nor sound of
nim.
(Enter the Pagsenger).

PASSENGER :(—It is said that Captain Rose, since the mutiny, has gon~
mad, thinking himself in another werld entirely. He has asked
five times for the way to hig cabin, and has three timas beaten his
steward for alleged removal of valued articles.

TIHE LEECH:—1Ie is mad in being sane. But his indisposition serves me
well, iff because of it he overlooks the true cause of his d scomfort.
If it is only for anrother day, until T can formulate some plan, it will

indeed help.

THE PASSENGER :—The entire ship’s company is mad. You yourself.
while not exhibiting the malady to the same degree as the others, fail
to perform your duties in tle same cheerful and thorough way oz
before. :

THE LEECH:—To what cdo you refer?

PASSENGER :—To the brass.

THE LEECH :—What about it?

PASSENGER :—Tt is not shined.

THE 1LLEECH:—Where, for instance?

PASSENGER:—The after coathangers, for exammle.

THE LEECII:—The coat hangers?

PASSENGER :(—O07 course.

THE LEECH:— (ertreatingly). Whaen were they unot shined? When?
Two days ago?

PASSENGER:—No. Two days age they were polished to nerfection. I
mean now. I was just back there to get my hat—

THE ILEECH:—By the strans of my own sea boots, T know by this that
the American Legion is near at hard. Run cuickly, io your cabin
ana—No. no. Here, take these marlinspikes instead, go to the affer
deck, and spike all the lashirgs you sec. Insert the spikes in roundly
go that by no chance can the iine be cass away. (Passenger gou
out). Never was a finc mutiny but there was a finer subjection.

£y
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SCENE 3. In the Leech’s cabin on the Hlsinore. At night. The cabin
is dark excepting for a faint glow of moonlight which enters by way of
the single porthole, and by the illumination of which a figure is discovered
rummaging in a medicine chesl which is fastened to the rcar hulkhead
of the cabin. Noise from without, the door opens, and the Sea l.eech en-
ters and switches on the light. The figure starts, and turns quickly . 1t
ig the Mate. He has a tin box in his hand.

THE LEECH:—Ah ha!

THE MATE:—(Mocking). Ah hal

THE LEECH:—Back?

THE MATE :—Back.

THE LEECH:—Squelched?

THE MATE:—(with sirange new courage for him). No, not squelched;
and what i3 more, I don’l intend to be. Now that I have this (display-
ing the tin box) I intend to break away again, this time never to re-
turn!

THE LEECH:—Great! I wish you would.

THE MATE spiciously). Why?

THE LEECH:—You will give me a chance to make good as a Captain
against whom a mutiny has been directed. As a mutinous mate, you
will of course, force your way cut of this cabin?

THE MATE:—(advancing). Tl knock the man down who hinders me!

THE LEACH:—(stepping aside). You won’t knoek anvone down. Il
begin right here to circumvent your cvery move——You intend, of
course, to drop away as before?

THE MATE :—At once.

TIIE LEECIH :—Mark my words, you will never do it—And once away, of

course, you will not return?

THE MATE:—Never! Never! (He storms ouf, waving the lin box).

THE LEECH:—Youll be back shortly, mark my words.—If only the pas-
senger has done what I told him to do. T mysell have spiked the
forward lines, and if the ropes on the after deck have been served in
the same way, there is no Mate in the service who can scparate the
two vessels. Let him try. I'll stay here and await developments.
(Cries of “Man Overboard! Man overboard!” from the deck. The
T.eech listens, while a commotion of hurried footsteps pass over the
roof of his cabin. Ile grabs up his cap and hurries out. A few mo-
ments later, he returns with Jack Staff, supporting the wet body of
the Mate between them. )

JACK STAFF:—And when he sees which way the land lays, he up and
makes for {he rail. ‘Avast there! crieg I, but too 1th9 Over he
goes. So I marks the spot on the rail, me being an old sailor that
knows the straight way to the nearest pub, and raises a shout. We
turns about, and when we comes to the mark in the rail again, 1
looks over, and picks him up.

THE MATE:— (energetically, in bpitc of his misadventure; mimicing)
‘An I says, Jack Staff, that you're an old sailor and an old fool, and
I wish you’d find your way to the nearest pub and drink yourself 1o
death!

JACK STATFT:—Now that’s gratitude, I say!

THE MATE:—It’s been your fault, all along.
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JACK STAFF:—Blame it on me, go ahead. 1id T say to come back? No,
I says, once away let’s stay away. Bul it’s the fifteenth, says you.
and the meadow dust is in the chest on the Klsy. Just to get the
dust, begs you. And so I agrees, and that’s why we're here,

THE LEECH:—Spcaking of meadow dust—

{(The Muatle, at the mention of meadow dust, sneezes, and looks dis-
tressed. He sneezes again and again, and if possible, looks more dis-
tressed. The Sca Leech goes to a settec, lifts up the leather cushion,
and brings to light a tin box, similar 1o the one taken from the chest
by the Mate., He hands it Lo the Mate, who lakes it from him in
agtonishment.)

TIIE LEECH:—Golden rod.

THE MATE:—More?

THE LEECH:—The same.

THE MATE:—But I threw that overboard before I jumped.

THE LEECH:—No, 10, not this. You see, this was to be the final in-
stance of my cleverness and ingenuity, calculated 1o bring you back
even & third time should you successfully get away the second time.
The box you threw away, Mate, was pmposelv baited for you, and
wag filled with—

THE MATE:

THE LEECH:—Worse. Snuil.

JACK STAFI':—Now I approves of a skipper like that! Herc’s g man 1
can be proud of—here’s my hand, Caplain, the hand that’s formed
many a splice, both in rope and in wire, me being an old scaman—
(But the Leech and the Mate have already grasped each other’s hanis,
and looks of mutual confidence and admiration are alrcady paaam”‘
between them.)

THE I.LEECH:—Ah ha!

THE MATE:—Ah ha!

THE LEECIH :—Back?

TIE MATE:—Back.

THE LEECH :—Sqguelched ?

THE MATE :—Why, er—er—of course. Check. Right. 0. K.

—THE END—




TIIE MESSEXNGER

THE MESSENGER

Editor
RICIHHARD O. GRUVIER, 2¢

Managing Editor
HMURLBUT A. GRISWOLD, 27

Advertising Manager
PORTER DOGGETT, "2

Business Manager
OTTO FAERBER, 27

Circulation Manager
PAUL WIITCOMBE, 27
Associate Editors
LEWIS HAMMOND, 27
JOTIN M. MYLERS. 28
A GORDON SHIRT, '28

The Editors wish it understood that the
presence of an article in THE MESSEN-
GER does not imply that they agree with
the ideas therein.. Contributions are ac-
cepted because, in the opinion of the staff,
they are worth reading, either on account
of literary value, or because of the ideas
they present.

The Messenger appears four times an-
nually, in November, January, April and
June.

The Lvre Tree is published weekly dur-
ing the football season and semi-monthly
during the remainder of the college year.

Subscriptions and business communica-
tions pertaining to other than advertis-
ing should be addressed to the Business
Manager. All advertising matter should
be addressed to the Advertising Manager.

All over-due subscriptions will be dis-
continued.

Price of subscription: The Messenger,
$1.00; the Lyre Tree, $1.00.

“Entered as second-class matter Octo-
ber 26, 1922. at the Post Office at Aunan-
dale-on-Hudson, New York, under the Act
of March 3, 1897.”

THE MESSENGER 25
4 ¢
i L
i B
%i x-
i ;
i  ST. STEPHENS COLLEGE |
i
!i !
A CHURCH COLLEGE OF ARTS AND LETTERS \!
E' With four vear’s work leading io the degree of B. A. ‘Ff
I It meets the highest siandards of scholarship set by the ‘q|
Middle States College Association, and features inexpen- t
\ siveness of living, intimate personal companionship of pro- Li
i fessors and studenis, and sincerity. ‘
' a\
The fees are: For tuition, $250 a year; for a room, |
furnished and heated $125 a vear; for board in hall $225 a i
|‘ vear; a total of $600. F‘
.l,' The college is equipped for {eaching men who after I%I
| graduation, are going into business or into post graduate |i
‘ schools of medicine, law, theology, journalism, or into l
‘ classical, social or literary research. J:I
IE Address, "
E . - . - ;|
| BERNARD IDDINGS BELL. i
i President |
Annandale-on-Hudson, N. Y. %’
g (Railway Station: Barrvtown) ‘Lr
: él
&:gﬁlminmu:uw_m A I T D L o "__‘_‘,%i\%:_i;

#——




26 THIE MESSENGIER

IRVING J. STALEY

RHINEBECK, N. Y.
THE BUILDER WITH THE MOTTO

““Build Right the First Time”’

Now Working With the Rest for Greater

St. Stephen’s

.
(g?%_éﬁ:ﬁim_un w53 oo 00 TTET T e BBTES 190 1T ofu 1 EN OO 01 1 3 (P R1 1) PR o AR 1118 T RO SR TTs Bt T A T P e g 3
A

TITE MESSENGIER 27

fooves

Py Tooww1 1 Dot FHRCFRton oy Fo{ g 1 e aeous 5ogg vy W b0 '»r‘rr—v-m:;x::ummﬁ?'if-nfjt_grnm—n—mrﬂr-"—w'—:::':':'u‘_'_l.jlgyﬁr:if;muﬁmfnﬁnﬁn:_]zc‘s‘%f7

™

755‘

J. A. CURTIS ;

|
TEL. 69 RED HOOK, N. Y. §|

TG 1T LI I

Contractor for Plumbing and Heating in new

buildings at St. Stephen’s College

[LLEFLLpeivuoe TV FbAD? P Tixs vunso S TTTTT Y kome 111 (AP SF127 111 e PP Cerrecees o] Evafaased TR L coun

Agent for Red Cross Ranges and Empire Pipeless E

Heaters, also a full line of Hardware

GIVE US A CALL

e T LT T [ S T T o e

[RSe i e ros T TN [ ivwn] [ Towta T 190w | ST ERRT 991 1113 e ST T [iuaiea roee Bod (Be 104 1 seevaa 119043 m:i“eiéi




THE MESSENGER

KARPE
Guaranteed .
 Construction

QUALITY ASSURANCE

FURNITURE /

" XCAGH
ICHIGAN CITY- NEW YORK,

You can see only the exquisite line, carving,
fabric and finish of a completed piece of Karpen
Furniture. Yet you can be as sure of its hidden
quality as though you had waiched every step in
its making. Find the Karpen nameplate—before
you buy. It is your assurance of quality.

Call on the Karpen merchant
S. KARPEN & BROS.

CHICAGO NEW YORK
801-811 S. Wabash Ave. 37th & Broadway
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Prices are subject (o change without notice and are made

for prompi acceptance

Harry G. Miller
- Electrical Contractor

WIRINC

Forx

LIGEHT, HEAT AND POWER

Elecirie Bells and Private Teiephone Systems Installed
Electrical Supplies and 2 full line of Material

RHINEBECK, N, Y.
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] New York Export House, Inc.
; i- 820 Eighth Avenue
F New York City
:
We manufacture Picture ﬁ
Frames of every destription,

We sell the best in Pictures,

We furnished all Carpets and Rugs for the
Edward F. Albee Dormitory

Mirrors, Elc.
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Discount to Colleges and

Students
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S. MARKENDORFF
159 West 23rd Street
New York City
Tel. Chelsea 2483
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Sole selling agents of
“Soft Step” Hair Felt Carpet Lining
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