2.

3.

4,

To teach

the

children to apply
their knowledge.

Recreation'

(a) Drill

lesson.

o

(b) Practical

application.

Seat Wark:

To clinch

son facts.

les-

9. Now vou may write some sentences on the
board. I want your sentences each to contain at

least four of those words you have just learned.

3.  Count off 11}’ lwos.

(Have two children as leaders).

Now when I count two I want you to do just as
your leaders do—put both arms around your part-
ner’s neck and kiss each other.

That will do. Now, [ want to read you a little
memory gem which contains some beautiful thoughts:

My darling little angel, you are so very sweet,

[ feel that I must kiss you, yes, cvery time we
meet:

So I'll put my arms around you, my precious
dearest honey,

For sure I love you more than a barrel full of

money.

4. Now go to your seats and build me three
| g . 5
sentences from your word boxes. 'omorrow we

will learn some more about crushes.



Sldney Lanier at Rocl(mgham Sprmgs.
vz HEN the Lanier Literary Society tock its name in the
fall of 1909, the fact was of course recalled that Sidney
Lanier had spent part of a summeronly a few miles away:
but it has been only within recent months that the full
significance and interest of this local coincidence have
come to be appreciated.  Rockingham Springs lie just
at the eastern foot of Peaked Mountain; and Peaked Mountain is the

mosl {'um-:lmimumr-; feature of the lumlr-ar:-q}&* as one looks out of the east-

side windows of Science Hall.

Lanier’s connection with Rockingham Springs and the adjacent locali-
ties is best deseribed in the following letter written by Mr. Edwin B,
Hopkins, a well-known gentleman of East Rockingham, who was mana-
ger of the Springs in the summer of 1879 —the time of Lanier’s sojourn

there.

————rr P ———

“The figure of Sidney Lanier at the time of his visit to the Springs
would have attracted even the casual observer. He was above the average
height, wore a full beard, and, had he not been so emaciated, would have
been a man of very commanding appearance.

“As soon as he settled in the cottage (Baltimore House) at the
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Springs, he inquired of me about a writting desk.  Finding that we had
nothing suitable, I had constructed for him a top of a desk which fitted
on a four-legged table. He gave the necessary directions to the carpen-
ter himself as to the slant, ete., that he desired; and when completed and
placed upon the table it had very much the appearance of the old-
fashioned school leacher’s desk found in our schools some forty or fifty
years ago. It was upon this rude structure that his famous **Science ot
English Verse™ was composed in six weeks. This desk, after his depart-
ure, I found pretty well bespattered with a blue ink which he constantly
used.

“Lanier was very systematic in his work, breakfasting about 8:30 a,
m., shortly thereafter returning to his apartment to work, appearing for
dinner, and then resuming his occupation until 4 p. m., when he would
appear in riding costume —a pair of white corduory trousers I remember
as a conspicuous component.

“His rides were upon the back of a famous black Canadian pony that
we owned, which carried him for wmiles in every direction radiating from
the Springs.  Upon his return from riding he would relate to his friend
the artist, John R. Tate, a description of the many beautiful scenes in
the landscape that he had observed.

“The Fischer piano now at the Springs was selected by Mr. Lanier in
Baltimore, and many were the evenings that he would regale the assem-
bled company with his Brohm flute, while his wife accompanied him upon
the ptano. These treats were willingly granted when he was waited upon
by a delegation of ladies or gentlemen: but the most inspiring of all his
music was heard after 11 o’clock at night. when everything was quiet
and all the guests were supposed to be asleep. It was then that he would
come out upon the upper porch of his cottage with his Hute, and remain
there an hour or more improvising. I ean compare such an hour only
to the description written of Rubenstein’s piano playing. This flute
playing was done by Lanier for the benefit of his lungs, as he had the
utmost faith in its virtues.

“There was an attractive little girl at the Springs by the name of Bessie
Long.  We all remember Bessie and her autograph album, and how she
solicited everyone for a line and his name., She approached Mr. Lanier,
and he, without a moment’s hesitation, wrote: ‘Man wants but little

here below, but wants that little Long.

“Mr Lanier engaged the entire Baltimore Cottage for himself and
family in the spring of 1881: but his failing health made it necessary for

-
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hi m to go to New York to consull a specialist in lung trouble, who ad-
vised him to try tent life in the piney woods of North Carolina.  His wife
wrote me. about sending him the Black Pony, but his waning strength
forebade the use of such exercise, and a few months later closed that use-
ful life; but not before he could have well exclaimed in the language of
Horace, Exege monumentum aere perennius.”

It was the writer’s rare privilege a few weeks ago to visit Rocking-
ham Springs, and to go over the place with Mr. Hopkins himself and
his venerable father, Mr. G. T. Hopkins, who were in charge of the Springs
in the summer of 1879, and who cherish many recollections of the poet’s
sojourn there.  As we were driving in from the railway station, where
Mr. Hopkins met me. we mounted a high hill from which one has a wide
unobstructed view., “Here,” said Mr. Hopkins, **Lanier used to come on
the Black Pony.”

I got out of the buggy and took a good look around.  T'wo miles to
the west the jagged side of the Massanutten Mountain rose. and out from
the foothills at its base the road came winding from the Springs. Ten
miles to the east the long irregular line of the Blue Ridge was thrust up
into the fairer blue of the morning sky. Far up on the rugged side of
the mountain the practiced eye could discern the white spray of Cedar
Bluff Falls. Between the hill where we stood and the distant mountain
stretched the broad plains of the Shenandoah River—*The Euphrates,”
Spotswood and his knights called it, when they looked upon it at this
selfsame place two centuries ago.  In the midst of the plain the white
houses and glittering roofs of Elkton cast back the rays of the sun, and
on all the surrounding hills the dark green cones of pine and cedar trees
thrust themselves up as if trying to shield the bare branches of the oaks,
chestnuts, and hickories.

We followed the road on in to the Springs: and as I looked back,
down through the long vista of the divided hills, I could still see a section
of the distant mountain, with the eastern sky above it.  “*What a scene,”
[ thought, “*for the eye of a poet like Lanier.™

We paused before the veranda of one of the first cottages, s this
the Baltimore Cottage?™ I hastened to inquire; for my thoughts were
upon Lanier, and I was eager to trace his footprints.  **No,” replied Mr.

Hn]:kinﬁ, “but we had a tournament while Lamer was here, and when he



delivered the charge to the knights they were drawn up here on the lawn,
sealted upon their horses. and he stood on the veranda as he addressed

them.™

Lanier and the knights! A kindred company. How fondly must
his spirit have returned to the ancient days, and how much like a soldier-
singer he must have looked, bearing from the half-forgotten past his mes-
sage of chivalrous romance into the commonplace and matter-of-fact pre-
sent.  How many of those young fellows that day imagined that they
were listening to a man whose voice would echo throughout the English-
speaking world?

Just a little further on we came to Lanier’s cottage, nestling under
the shadow of the jagged Massanutten. In the rear is an open field,
stretching toward the mountain’s foot: on two sides are the cottages and
the hotels; while, enfolding all, the wooded foothills came close. as if to
shelter the little nook from summer heat as well as from winter cold.

[ went into the room. on the first loor of the cottage, where Lanier
wrote his famous lectures on poetry. 1 urged Mr. Hopkins to take an-
other hunt for the ink-spattered desk top. Our Professor Heatwole. to
whom Mr. Hopkins sent the letter quoted above, had said to me, *“See if

vou can find that desk top.” I needed no urging in the matter. Neither
did Mr. Hopkins; but he did not find it. Then I went up stairs and out
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on the upper porch where Lanier would sil as he played his flute at mid-
night.  Out just a few yards I looked into the cool green branches of a
big white-pine. The odor from the fragrant branches must have been a
delight to the health-seeking genius: and I could imagine a sort of soft,
sweel accompaniment stealing out from those wind-swept needles, answer-
ing to the witching music of the Hute.

v

Before leaving the Springs 1 climbed to the summit of one of the
nearest mountain spurs, and tried to get a picture of the place as a whole.
How well I succeeded, the reader may assist in judging.  But no photo-
araph can do justice to the impression of Titanie grandeur produced by
the actual presence of these towering heights and deep descending hol-
lows.,  One is not surprised that Lanier was hoping to return to such a

I}l-'l{'l‘.

—John W. Wayland.
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“[ have come that ye mighi' have life and that ve mighlt have

it more abundantly.”

* Not by might, nor by power, but by my Spirit,” saith the

l.ord of hosts,
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Paradiqm

OF THE

Sorority Situation

PRESENT

We have none

Pasr

We had none

FuTruRre

We shall have none

PresentT PERFECT

We have had none

Pastr PErrecT

We had had none

Furure PeErrECT

We shall have had none

il
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Lanier Song

Though Lanier is sleeping gently
Where doth sigh the Southern pine,

Still he lives—his hallowed memory
Makes each heart a sacred shrine.

Scholar, soldier, knight, musician,——
Best of all we love him still

For the magic of his singing

That can sway our souls at will.

CHORUS

Bring, then, the honors
‘T'hat to him belong,
Tl the world shall catch the music

Of our Southland’s clear, sweet, song.

How we long to guard the memory
Of this man whose name we bear!
How we long to swell his praises
Till the world shall see and care,
T'ill his ever-widening power
With the centuries shall roll,
Ringing over ocean’s border,

Echoing back from pole to pole!

Song to him was only living,
All his work a mighty psalm
Oftered up in purest worship,

Pain and rapture, storm and calm,

May the spirit that upheld him
Guide our ﬁlltering‘ fn:‘.-nt:ate]':ps too,
And the words that he has spoken

Kt‘t‘[] our aims and purpose true!




A Walk Thrc}ugh the Acrc}pﬂlis

Near the close of a lovely summer day, under soft southern skies, |
was wending my way toward the Acropolis to view the ruins of the pride
of Greece, and fulfill one of the dreams I had cherished ever since taking
a course in ancient history at the Harrisonburg State Normal School. My
mind had traveled far back to the time when Athens reigned supreme, and
this mass of shattered columns had been monuments to her greatness—
when, as I stood musing thus, lo, on all sides, temples, theatres, porticoes
began to rise, until gradually the Acropolis, in full splendor, stood com-
plete before me.

Suddenly on my bewildered senses dawned the realization that I was
standing where once the host of Xerxes had thought to storm the citadel,
and I sprang hastily aside, lest the scene be enacted again and I be swal-
lowed up in the rush of the mighty army. But no, everything seemed
quiet; the broad marble steps were thronged with citizens whose curious
and inquiring eyes, fixed on my modern garb, rendered me strangely un-
comfortable. One young fellow, exceedingly handsome and evidently
more bold than his companions, ventured to speak to me, and offered to
be my guide through the Acropolis.  **How fortunate,” thought I, ““that 1
have studied Greek!™

As we stood at the top of the stairs, before us rose the mighty statue
of Athena, holdiug aloft her massive spear that cast its glittering reflec-
tion far out to sea. My guide led me toward the right, where high on a
bastion stood a miniature perfect piece of architecture, the Temple of the
Wingless Victory; and as I stood in the shade of its portico I saw stretch-
ing far before me the broad Athenian plain, the bay of Salamis, and the

tuwt-l'ing mountains bevond.

As we turned to go to a larger temple on the north, I stepped aside
to where a group of young men were listening attentively to a middle-
aged man with a broad face and pug nose, who was attempting to con-
vince them that they knew nothing whatever of the subject of conversa-
tion.  As I listened I became interested-—even fascinated; and I could
understand how his pupils were able to look bevond his huge ugliness and
see the master image of the soul within. ““That man,” said my guide,
“is the greatest teacher in Athens. Time passes unnoticed as I listen to
him. Ah!” he concluded with a sigh, “if only he were handsome! How

the Athenians would idolize him!™
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Crossing over to the north, we stood beforepthe Erechtheum, that
most sacred of all Athenian temples, and I felt the spirit of the early wor-
ship and long-lost traditions close around me. Here flowed Poseidon’s
salt spring, and here Athena’s olive tree reared its green branches over the
ancient wooden statue of its mistress. Before this sacred shrine, my
guide looked full into the face of his deity and prayed. A little to one
side a calm, dignified figure watched us with cold scornful eyes. My
guide, observing him, told me that it was Thucydides. 1 wished to
thank him for having written such a beautiful history, but my guide hur-
ried me on, whispering, *“Not yet, not yet.” We heard some one giving
orders and suggestions to the artists at work on the interior, and it needed
no one to tell me that the tall form, whose dress proved him to be of
high rank, and whose right hand stroked almost tenderly one of the mar-
ble maidens who held aloft the temple portico, was no other than Phidias.
the master-artist himself.

On the southeastern slope lay the Grand Theatre of Dionysius, whose
rising seats, cut in a semicircle, looked forth beyond the stage to the hills
of southern Attica, and over the blue waters of the Aegean. Close by
stood the concert hall, and yonder the temple of Theseus bathed its mas-
sive columns in the glow of the setting sun.

My guide had purposely left until last the crowning glory of the
Acropolis, the Parthenon. Here in her Maiden’s Chamber. Athens had
lavished all her artistic resources when her art was at its height. So per-
fect, so simple, so grand were the massive columns that they compelled us
to reverential silence as we stood amid their shadows. But the dazzling
beauty within was enough to bewilder the eye: surely nowhere has the
world had such another spectacle to offer! Here in marble once more
Poseidon struggles with Athena for the city, and yonder as if to express
her triumph stands the master-piece of Phidias, the colossal statue of
Athena wrought in gold and ivory, proclaiming to all the glory of her
child, her Athens, while high overhead in the fretwork of the frieze the
gods sit spectators to the grand Panathenaic feast held in her honor,

It needed but one thing to make the whole complete and, true to my
expectation, that appeared. Slowly down among the marble multitude.
with grave dignity, sauntered the train of Pericles. Intuitively, I recog-
nized many old friends, bound to me by the closest ties of reference read-
ing and written quizzes. There stood Euripides, here Phormio and Soph-

ocles, while over all towered the helmeted head of Pericles, and e¢lose
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at his right hovered the aging form of Anaxagoras. Hoping to gain a
glance from those cool, dark eyes under the visor of the helmet, I waited.
But in vain: the train passed by unobserving: and my guide and I re-
traced our steps, out through the Propylaea, past the Areopagus on our
left, and then adown the sacred way toward Eleusis. As we reached the
Dipylon Gate, we paused.

“I must leave you here,” said my guide, bowing respectfully, “but
with your permission I wish first to sketch in my note-book the profile of
your nose and the slant of your eyebrow. I am to present an original
paper on these subjects at the next meeting of my club.” I blushed, of
course, but murmured some sort of permission. Then, I too grew hold
and said, **I should like to know your name.”

He handed me a delicate, highly-polished shell tablet. Raising it to
my eyes, | read engraved upon it in Greek capitals, the name ““ Alcibiades.”
With a sort of thrill I turned hastily to look at him again, but he was
gone. Just then I was startled by a loud, hllrring, whirring, ulunging,
rattling, ringing sound above me. It was the rising bell! Then I re-
called the fact that Ancient History came at 8.30.
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