
Georgetown College Journal. 
VOL. XXVI. WASHINGTON, D. C., JANUARY, 1898. No. 4. 

A CHRISTMAS BALLAD. rROM far off Eastern lands there came 
Those Magi kings of long ago, 

Led only by the pallid flame 
That, glimmering o’er a world of snow, 
The toilsome way did faintly show; 

Though mountain heights their path did bar, 
They journeyed on for weal or woe 

Beneath the light of Bethlehem’s Star. 

No royal herald’s loud acclaim 
Announced them to the vales below; 

No blatant trumpet told their fame 
To waiting friend or watching foe. 
With humble mien and footsteps slow, 

And simple faith no doubt could mar, 
They sought the stable, rude and low, 

Beneath the light of Bethlehem’s Star. 

Before the Babe, whose mighty name 
Hell’s darkest power would overthrow, 

They knelt in awe no words could frame; 
And then, with burning hearts aglow, 
Rich tributes, such as monarchs owe, 

Gold, myrrh, and incense from afar 
Did they upon the child bestow, 

Beneath the light of Bethlehem’s Star. 

L’ENVOI. 

And still, as on the ages flow, 
The gates of Heaven swing ajar, 

And something of its bliss we know 
Beneath the light of Bethlehem’s Star. 

“ GEHA,” ’98. 
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INCIDENTS OF A PHYSICO-HYGIENIC TRIP TO ROME. 

I HAD been the subject of adventures incident to both keel and saddle during 
much travel and varied sights on four continents. Numerous voyages on both 

the Atlantic and the Pacific, not to mention two Arctic expeditions and the circum- 
navigation of the coast of my own country, had never impressed the force of the old 
adage that “ all roads lead to Rome,” nor was this fully realized until my holiday 
in the summer and autumn of 1893—the year of the Chicago Exposition and the 
cholera scare—when 1 found myself commissioned by Government to act as sani- 
tary agent with a view to prevent the introduction of the much dreaded plague 
from infected ports. So, armed with a special passport from the Department of 
State and sundry letters of introduction, I proceeded on this unique mission by 
easy stages, spending some weeks in Quebec watching the arriving emigrants, 
when a telegram from Washington ordered me to proceed without delay to Mar- 
seilles, France. Quitting this most historic of American cities with many pleasant 
recollections of its kind hospitality, the shrine of St. Anne de Beaupre, and the 
sound of its convent bells still impressed upon the auditory centre, I soon found 
myself at the French Liverpool where cholera was prevailing. This unfortunate 
city, with its profusion of beautiful trees and shrubbery, not excelled even by that of 
Washington, has an unenvied record as to plagues and epidemics. It is grati- 
fying to know, however, that the French people are grateful and recognize as heroes 
the men who expose themselves on occasions of the kind, showing that glory may 
be achieved in other walks than those of war or politics, and 1 wish our people could 
take a lesson from them in this respect. One of the finest streets of Marseilles, the 
Cours Belzunce, is named from Bishop Belzunce, who during the frightful epidemic 
of 1720, which carried off 40,000 persons, alone maintained his post and faithfully 
performed the solemn duties of his calling. A fine statue of the good bishop also 
adorns a pedestal on the terrace in front of the new cathedral. In the United States 
we erect statues to persons of questionable career, so far as advancing the good of 
mankind is concerned ; but if a man from disinterested motives volunteers his ser- 
vices and goes South, for instance, during an epidemic and meets with death or mis- 
fortune, people say, as I have known to be the case, “ Fool; served him right; had 
no business to go.” In connection with this subject it is not digressing too far to 
mention a good priest, Father Kelly, of Savannah, who volunteered to assist me dur- 
ing the terrible cholera epidemic at Tybee Island in 1866. For weeks this heroic man 
won admiration and respect by doing his duty to the sick and dying when war veter- 
ans flunked with panic. His praises have been unsung, yet I feel sure that a higher 
award will come to a benefactor whose image deserves to be placed on an altar. 

Cholera having abated in Marseilles, I was sitting in the consul’s office one morn- 
ing in Genoa, after returning from Monte Carlo, where several cases of cholera had 
been reported, when news from Leghorn showed that the United States consul there 
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was much exercised by the prevalence of cholera. Losing no time I shook the dust 
of the Campo Santo from my feet, and quitting the superb city of Columbus, 
arrived in panic-stricken Leghorn—which, by the way, is a sort of Italian Newport— 
and was met in the deserted railway station by the consul, who told me that over 
40,000 people had left the town in three days. Business was prostrated, all schools, 
including the Naval Academy, the hotels, and other public places were closed, and 
never before did 1 have such a realizing sense of the dread fact that the Angel of 
Death was hovering about. A room at one of the principal hotels, the sole occu- 
pants of which were a watchman and a housemaid, afforded shelter for two weeks, 
during which time I was on short commons, as the fear of the country people to 
come into town made marketing very scarce. 

The physicians and officials of Leghorn were most courteous and obliging, and, in 
fact, afforded me facilities that were denied to others, as 1 was allowed, upon special 
permission from Rome, to visit the Lazzaretto and examine sick cholera patients. 
It was, indeed, a grewsome visit, which the principal newspaper in the place reported 
in more than a column article, and in such a complimentary way that modesty alone 
prevents further mention. 

Hearing of a case of cholera at Pisa, the neighboring city, I hastened over one 
morning to assist at the post-mortem. This finished, I had a hearty breakfast at the 
Nettuno, climbed the Leaning Tower, visited the Baptistery, saw Galileo’s lamp, etc. 
On asking my companion, a gentleman from Leghorn, whether the inclination of 
the tower was the result of accident or design, he laughingly said that he knew of 
at least six persons in the insane asylum at Siena whose mental unsoundness resulted 
from trying to solve this problem. 

Putting my hand on Galileo’s lamp, while in the Cathedral, and giving it a swing, 
I asked the attendant who was showing us about, why the lamp was not sent to the 
Chicago Exposition, at which he gave a vague look and said he had never heard of 
that place. This almost equals the French story of a man who died, and, knocking 
at the gates of Paradise, was asked: “ Who are you and whence do you come ? ” 
To which he answered, “ 1 am John Smith, from Chicago.” The guardian of the 
entrance assuring him he had never heard of that place, the suppliant in an aston- 
ished tone said : “ What, Saint Peter, you do not know Chicago ? It is a large and 
powerful city, with more than a million inhabitants.” “ Really,” said the guardian 
saint, “ you are the first person that ever arrived here from there.” 

Foreign geographical notions of America are often very mixed. A Frenchman, 
from Lyons, telling me he had been to the Chicago Fair, upon my asking whether 
many of his countrymen were in attendance, said : “ No ; to tell you the truth, they 
don’t mind the trip across the Atlantic, but they do dread the journey of 1,000 miles 
from New York to Chicago for fear of being tomahawked and scalped on the way 
by the Indians.” 

1 have actually read from a Parisian newspaper, edited by a learned Frenchman 
who makes a specialty of things American, that “Alaska is a little country; ” * that 

*Ten times the area of England. 
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“Canada is, indeed, a great country and it may well be proud of having been the 
birth place of the patriot, Washington; ” that “Abraham Lincoln was a tailor,” and 
that “the people of the United States are in a great number but half civilized. Only 
a small proportion of them know how to read and write, and it is merely the great 
sordid power of making money,” etc. 

Of course, we do not look for great accuracy in newspapers, but what shall we 
say of Larousse’s Dictionary (Paris, 1884), which, in the geographic part, places 
New York in the State of Pennsylvania, on the Atlantic Ocean, at the mouth of the 
Hudson ? 

This insulate want of knowledge does not seem to obtain, however, among the 
better class of Italians, many of whom, by the way, speak our language remarkably 
well. In fact 1 have never visited a foreign country where more English is spoken 
than in Italy. At my first dinner in Rome the cameriere in attendance had learned 
English in London, besides having been two years in the Hoffman House in New 
York ; all the servants in the hotel where 1 put up spoke English, and 1 noticed the 
same among many employees at railway stations, banks, and other places of business. 

Despite many incidents of the kind that take away the strangeness of travel, 
“to visit Rome is to be born again.” How the mind teems with recollections! 
What subliminal memories of boyhood days of classic study spring into conscious- 
ness as the railway train thunders by the Appian Way and the ruined aqueducts, 
and what new sensations and strange incongruities are awakened by the shriek of 
the steam whistle bringing the old and new together amid such surroundings. 

Heart and imagination had, however,to yield to the more restricted task as physician, 
my visit being purely medical and hygienic. Presenting my credentials at the Embassy, 
where I was an object of some curiosity because of just coming from a cholera hos- 
pital, I lost no time in studying the medical topography as well as the chorography 
of the ancient city of Romulus. 

The books written on the climate of Rome and the Campagna would alone make 
a library of 1,000 volumes; hence, further mention of a subject almost as extensive 
as the decayed grandeurs of the classic city itself will be to correct prevailing notions 
of those who systematically and deliberately condemn on the principle of giving a 
dog a bad name, just as we have certain Washington streets reputed malarious when 
the fact no longer exists. 

Omne ignotum pro terribili seems to be traditional when speaking of Roman 
fever, whose antiquity of existence as a prevailing disease cannot be denied. Under 
Tiberius Dea Febris had three temples which, it is said, were not intended as a pro- 
pitiation to the gods, but rather to represent the memory of past miseries. 

Most school boys know of the lethifer Autumnus of Horace and of the plumbeus 
auster; all the guide books furnish quotations from Cicero, Livy, Pliny, and others 
as to “ the pestilential region,” the “ heavy and pestilential air,” while many novel- 
ists have dwelt upon Mai’aria and the aria cattiva of Rome. Galen and Celsus 
also mention the prevalence of fever, and less than twenty years ago the mortality 
of the Agro Romano was 1 in 10. At that time, however, people drank water from 
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the river Tiber, with a fall of only eight inches to the mile and, until a few years 
ago, the general receptacle for the city sewage. 

But now all that is changed. Without confounding the past with the present and 
accepting facts as they are, we must acknowledge that recently the most important 
changes in public hygiene that Europe has ever witnessed have been effected in Rome. 
Englishmen and Americans, who constitute two-thirds of the foreigners in Rome, 
now reside there for years without an attack of malaria, in spite of what the Italians 
consider their eccentric and imprudent habits. 

As a matter of fact, a European or native of New England runs greater risk of 
contracting malarial fever in Washington, where it is more prevalent, than in Rome. 
Besides, malaria is doomed in the winter months, and the effects are easily controlled 
by the alkaloid of the “ Jesuit’s bark ’’—this great boon to humanity. Indeed, if 
the Jesuits had done nothing else than introduce “quinia” and “ cantaloupes ” to 
modern civilization they would deserve our lasting gratitude. The pioneer work of 
the Trappists also deserves mention in connection with the sanitation of Rome. In 
1866, with the self-denial peculiar to the order, they gave a valuable impulse to 
science in establishing the “Tre Fontane.” 

One cannot study the sanitary condition of Rome without taking into account the 
ancient sewers or cloaca;, regarding which so little appears to be written. The 
masonry of these sewers, aereperennius, is among the few things that barbaric incur- 
sions have left intact; for after the lapse of twenty-five centuries it seems almost 
marvelous to find several of them still fulfilling the purpose for which they were 
constructed. 

How the old Romans disposed of their sewage is still a matter of conjecture. 
Whether they used the wet or the dry system or a combination of the two, history 
does not tell. There is no doubt, however, that the care of the sewers was an im- 
portant branch of city administration with the ancients, as witnessed by recent dis- 
coveries in Babylon and Ninevah, in the ancient cities of Egypt, and in ancient 
Jerusalem. The Romans, with whom originated “saluspopuli suprema est lex,” were 
too intelligent not to have some very efficient way of removing the dejecta of two 
and one-half millions of people, which authorities say was the population under Tar- 
quin.* As an evidence of this they invoked the Goddess Cloacina, who presided over 
the preservation and salubrityof sewers; there v as a tax calledCloacarum, and an officer 
about A. D. 101, who bore the classical title of Statio alvei Tiberis et Cloacarum, a 
title exchanged about 330 for that of consularis. Cato, the Censor, about the year 
200 cleaned the Roman sewers, which had been in use a long time, and his doing so 
seems to have arisen from his antipathy towards physicians, who, at that time, were 
mostly Greeks, and, in his opinion, unfit to be trusted with Roman lives. Pliny 
relates that the work done on the sewers by the aedile, Agrippa, gave him great 
popularity; that he himself went through the Cloaca Maxima in a boat, and that 
Agrippa was rowed into its mouth, which it is not now possible to enter in this 
way. 

* Population of Ancient Rome: Gibbon, 1,200,000; Lipsius, 4,000,000; Vossius, 14,000,000. 
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As regards construction and dimension the sewers of Vallis Marcia and the Maxima 
do not stand alone, for in 1880 an extensive sewer under the plain of Circus Flam- 
inins and running- straight to the Tiber was explored. 

It is doubtful, though, from what we have been able to learn of them, whether these 
sewers would meet the requirements of modern sanitary science; as they do not 
appear to have been connected with the latrines or houses or to have been ventilated 
but rather to have answered the purpose of carrying away superfluous water, with 
which the city has been always well supplied. . 

The present supply of 300 gallons per capita is mostly from the Trevi Muedl'ct’ 
which is practically that of Agrippa, and comes from eight miles out on the Via 

^Whatever We may think of these ancient aqueducts and sewers, it is impossible to 
view them from a sanitary view-point alone. Sentiment will crop out One cannot 
fail to fall into a contemplative mood in pausing before a work that has withstood 
the flood of centuries. Standing at the mouth of the Cloaca Maxima is not so 
inspiring as to be on the Pincian Hill and watch the sun set behind the dome of St. 
Peter’s but the mind goes back into dim remoteness, imagination conjures up the 

wars triumphs, and invasions, the rise and fall of dynasties, that have occurred since 
its construction, and one is left in the mood of Macaulay’s New Zealander, who is 
supposed to be standing on London Bridge musing over the ruins of St. Paul s. 

As the sewers are the complement of the aqueducts, so do the Columbaria and 
Senulchral galleries suggest themselves vividly in studying subterranean Rome. 
They differ^ tom the sewers in having been the subject of much careful research, 
profound learning and discrimination. Besides, the tradition is that the remains 
of St. Peter and St. Paul were kept in these secret depots one year^ and seven 
months before removal elsewhere, and that the early Christians used the series o 
galleries which aggregate several hundred miles in length, both for worship and as 
f place J refuge from persecution. For this reason, then, in visiting those in the 

district lying close to the Appian Way, 1 could not resist the meditative, dreamy 
mood that comes in descending into this sombre Christian necropole of which Saint 
Bridget says, the “ earth is colored with the blood of martyrs and the walls are 0 
bones.” Reiigious thoughts surge into one’s mind in presence of this nverhs m 
pulverem; an occasional gleam of sunlight is the only sign of life m lustrating this 
empire of the dead, and one seems transported into another world 

Sensibility aside, I shall essay no description of the crypts and churches of the 
hypogea, of curious opisthographs which, like palimpsests doing double duty, have 
onPone side a pagan on the other a Christian inscription; and of the cubicula or 
sepulchral chapels of the families Domitiani, Gaudenti, etc., just as one reads in 
modern Roman basilicas Chapel Borghesi, Corsim, Torloma, Chigi, etc. The fac 
of these ancient burial places being more studied than those of Syracuse and Nap es 
makes them better known ; but, as a matter of fact, the Parthenopian galleries, con- 
taining the bodies of the martyrs, St. Januarius, Agrippina, Athanasius, and others, 
are considered by many to be objects of greater interest. 
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That the early Christians used galleries and crypts both for worship and inter- 
ment and as a place of refuge is no doubt true; but the great number said by tra- 
dition to have occupied the catacombs could not have existed except in contraven- 
tion of physical and hygienic laws. While history is not clear upon this point, 
there is sufficient evidence to doubt the credibility of so many people occupying a 
subterranean abode. From the Abbe Gaume (Les Trois Rome, t. iv, p. 117) we should 
also infer as much, and many Italian physicians are of opinion that these places 
were not habitable, owing to the materials of denutrition, the products of pulmonary 
combustion and of lamps and the mephitic emanation of numerous cadavers. 

My first visit to the catacombs was marked by a pleasant interview with the official 
in charge of the little bureau at the entrance. 1 do not recall the order of which 
he was a member. Embarrassing attempts at conversation, from his ignorance of 
English and my limited knowledge of la bella lingua, were soon set aside on resort- 
ing to French, when 1 told him of my connection with the medical department and 
asked him if he had ever heard of Georgetown University. Replying to this in the 
affirmative, he said that one of his order, who spoke English, had been to George- 
town and was in a monastery nearby,where he would send for him. My visit fin- 
ished, I found a little delegation had arrived with the member, who, speaking very 
good English with a slight German accent, said that he had been to the United 
States and while there had visited Georgetown. I was asked a great many questions 
about Georgetown, the Catholic University, Bishop Keane, etc., to all of which I 
was able to give satisfactory replies. 

The mortuary statistics of Rome form an important item in the study of the sani- 
tary condition. From official sources we learn that in 1886 the death rate of London, 
the healthiest city in the world, was 19.8 per thousand; Rome, 20; Paris, 24.6; 
Berlin, 25.8; Vienna, 26.2; Petersburg, 30.6; Buda-Pesth, 39.4. 

Between l890-’93 the death rate among the resident population of Rome was only 
19.4 per thousand, while in London it rose to 20.37; in Vienna, to 21.53 ; in Berlin, 
23.9; in Paris, 23.8O. 

Among prevailing diseases fever claims most attention, owing in a measure to 
the tradition of applying to every ailment from a cold to enteric fever the generic 
term Roman fever, a vague disease that has no place on the nosological table. 
Typhoid, the disease most dreaded, is far from prevalent, statistical showing placing 
Rome below Munich, Petersburg, Berlin, Vienna, Brussels, much below Paris, and 
many of our American towns, Washington, for instance, where the typhoid death 
rate shows uniform increase for the past fifteen years, the latest figures placing it at 
49.8 in the 10,000.* Professor Baccelli’s “ subcontinuous typhoid,” like the so-called 
typho-malarial fever of our country, is a misnomer that medical scrutiny has dis- 
carded. Scarlet fever, measles, and diphtheria prevail, but malarial fever is seldom 
seen except among the poorer classes. What is more deadly than malaria is the 
tramontana, the cold wind of Italian winter, and strange to say the mortality from 
consumption and lung diseases is high. That from affections of the liver and kidneys, 

♦Mortality in seven hospitals in autumn of 1895 being 17.56 per cent. 
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diabetes and alcoholism is strikingly less. Suicides and homicides are frequent. 
Infant mortality is high, that of the Brefotrophio Foundling Hospital being most 
startling. 

With the advance of sanitary science in case of a pestilence such as visited Rome 
in 1598, after the great flood, when the Tiber rose over sixty feet, we should not 
place our sole trust in the efficacy of processions chanting the septiform litany, but 
would supplement these means by more vigorous and efficient arrangements of 
modern hygiene. Those of Rome at present are most admirable, and Italian physi- 
cians of to-day are among the best in Europe. In certain specialties, as medical 
jurisprudence, neurology, psychiatry, and criminal anthropology, they occupy the 
foremost rank. Indeed, many of our American cities might take a lesson from 
Roman sanitation, for instance, in the matter of disinfection for tubercle. This is 
done thoroughly in Rome, while in Boston, with more deaths from tuberculosis 
than any city in the world, no attention is paid to the matter. 

It, however, causes no little surprise on seeing for the first time on the caps of the 
sanitary employees and on a swill cart the letters S. P. Q. R., which I fancy are 
associated in the minds of most of us with the pictures of banners borne in battle 
by victorious Roman cohorts. It may look like a base use to which they are per- 
verted, but it is better infinitely that they should signify authority for saving rather 
than taking life. 

With the exception of London, Rome is no doubt the best watered, the best 
drained and healthiest capital in Europe, not to hint at its attractiveness in other 
particulars, the mere mention of which would take us outside the scope of the pres- 
ent article. In this profane age of industry we do not shine by the exercise of our 
sentimental and emotional powers, but we defy anyone to consider the city of the 
Csesars with cold reason alone. The materialist here feels the revival of his dead 
imagination and the money grubber finds that he still has a heart. The medical 
man, who is not at the height of his mission unless he has a depth of feeling, whose 
studies have so many collateral relations with other sciences, and even with the 
arts of imagination, escapes less than any other these fascinations and impulses. 

IRVING C. ROSSE, M. D. 

“THE WALKS" IN SEPIA. 

AN IMPRESSION. 

IT is a December Sunday morning, a semi-Southern December morning, and the 
softness of a spring atmosphere is wedded to exterior bleakness and decay, as 

the vigorless tissue of age is sometimes transfused and irradiated with venerable 
gentleness and warmth of heart. The sun has reached a moderate ascendency. Its 
light is adequately veiled in deference to the quasi-holiness of the hour. A flimsy 
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screen of silver clouds distributes the light in an even and shadowless manner, and 
there is contributed a touch of gloom from a bank of slate-colored snow clouds 
fringing the northern horizon. As an accessory scheme, a mottled or mosaic 
canopy in Blue and Gray. Aye! Blue and Gray, with a preponderance, to be sure, 
of the Gray ; and how effectively it embellishes the noble outlines of yonder towers, 
projected against the eastern sky, where the brightness of the background is slightly 
enhanced into a delicate glow ! Like the jealous, sheltering curtain of a temple, this 
canopy hangs lower and closer than is wont over the hill summits and the tops of 
the giant oaks, elms, and maples that reach upward out of the valley, strivingly, 
beseechingly, in seeming suppliance, and clothed in pathetic nakedness. 

Then the chief color tone is set forth in brown. The floor of the devious, hillside 
path, purely washed by the recent shower, presents a familiar, warm, brownish tint. 
The leaf-bestrewn valley displays a carpet of brown varied by patches of dun-green. 
The oaks and maples, more reluctant to cast away their vestiges of finery, and hence 
less nobly majestic than the ash and the elm and the beech in their despoiled sim- 
plicity, are still mantled with threadbare, falling garments of brown. The cuts in 
the hill and the banks of the brook are boldly pranked in their native brownness. 
By way of garnishment and chastening how marvelous is the introduction of the 
modest green of the casual fir standing on the slopes about the valley, of the ivy 
vine embracing here and there an isolated, patriarchal oak or elm, and of the well- 
known colonnade of drooping willows. 

But whence this particular charm, the new chief delight that hallows every vista ? 
Ah ! ’Tis a Sabbath retreat has been invaded, and well may the spirit of awe over- 
whelm. See! Nature is at her worship this morning. Do not the trees stretch 
forth their arms in mute, yearning invocation ? Does not this supernatural, thrilling( 

soothing calm betoken rare communion ? The rocks are clothed with a mysterious 
repose; the rill has a deeper meaning in its suppressed murmur. Here is a silence 
surely sacred, a light that is reverently subdued, a trace of weeping in the beads that 
cling to the boughs and damp that covers the fallen leaves and grasses, refreshening 
the earth. It is a time of prayer and a time of penitence. Nature is denuding 
herself of lavish ornament and has cast aside her quondam luxuriance. The elrq>yV,ji'' 
the ash, the maple, and the oak are relinquishing their glorious panoplies, ancj^n - 

this morning they stand purged, ready to brave with resignation the expiatory&asL ^ 
Yet the atmosphere that pervades the park is one of gladness, of superio^e,y>^hd^Sx 

the prevailing lights and colors are not those of sadness and “ degenerS^djeta.^ 

CHARLES J. MARq^tL.^aw. 
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VILLANELLE. 

TO C. J. B , S. J. 

(On His Twentieth Birthday.) 

Another year has winged its flight 
At hwart the morning primrose bar, 

And dewy graces greet the light. 

Let the past be past—dark night— 
What is past is very far. 

Another year has winged its flight. 

May its course be cloudless, bright: 
Naught its influence to mar 

When dewy graces greet the light. 

Day is followed by the night— 
The sun is down—and shines a star, 

Another year has winged its flight. 

Twelve months from dawn, till the last sight 
Of things that now so brilliant are 

When dewy graces greet the light. 

One thing alone, with thee, may blight 
The space still on the calendar— 

Another year has winged its flight. 

I say not sin, whose cankered bite 
Ne’er left upon thy soul a scar— 

When dewy graces greet the light. 

Upon thy heart—a harmless mite— 
Neglected prayer for me—may jar 

When this year has winged its flight 
And dewy graces greet the light. 

THOS. M. CONNELL, S. J. 
January 27, 1887. 

NOTE—Mr. Carroll J. Boone, to whom these verses are inscribed, died here November 11,1896. 
No Professor and Master at Georgetown was more sincerely loved nor more deeply mourned than 
he; and our students will doubtless be much pleased to see this affectionate token by one of his 
fellow-religious published in the JOURNAL. 
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AN INTERRUPTED CORRESPONDENCE. 

UP one, two, three flights of stairs Tom Putnam plodded until at last he reached 
a door on which the name of Grant Cullen was painted in big black letters. 

Tom turned the knob and unceremoniously entered the small hall room, which was 
filled with tobacco smoke. By the window sat a man leaning over a desk, which 
was strewn with papers. He looked up impatiently when he heard the door open, 
but smiled as he recognized the intruder and held out a big, brawny hand— 

“Oh ! It’s you, is it ? ” 
“ No other,” said Tom, throwing himself upon a velvet lounge and complacently 

lighting a cigarette. “ No other man would have the courage to come see you this 
time of day when your time is worth so mnch money and the editors are squeez- 
i ng your brain dry. You can’t stand it. Come out with me, my boy. It isn’t 
natural for a man to shut himself up in this way. Literature and painting pictures 
may be all very well, but you will never make a howling success as a painter, and 
as for the stuff you write, it would be better if you would swear off for a while and 
go out and see the world. Your ideas will get mummified if you keep on living this 
sort of a life; you could get more out of one woman than you could out of half a 
dozen books. Your relatives ought to descend upon you and stir you up a bit.” 

Grant looked devoutly up to the ceiling. “ Thank the Lord 1 haven’t any rela- 
tives,” he said. 

“ There’s your uncle.” 
“ Oh, yes, Uncle Dan, but he doesn’t count, he lives so far away. He leaves me 

to my own devices.” 
“And you never go anywhere,” continued Tom, knocking the ashes off his cigar- 

ette, “ except to the club, where you meet a crowd of geniuses riding their own 
particular hobby-horses, 1 tell you I’m the only normal man among them. You 
need a woman’s influence. Where are your cousins and your aunts ? ” 

Grant smiled at his friend’s vehemence. “ I believe I have some distant cousins 
down South whose names 1 don’t know, and don’t want to know.” 

“ Don’t know their names ? ” 
“ No, and don’t want to know them.” 
“ Jove! ” cried Tom, “ 1 would love them all to distraction. I tell you a woman 

hater—and you are rapidly developing into one—loses half his life. Come, go with 
me to a ball to-night and I will introduce you to the prettiest girls in town.” 

“ No, thank you,” said Grant, as he pushed some tobacco into a pipe and tilted 
his chair back on two legs, “ you know that I don’t like girls. My colossal in- 
tellect becomes unbalanced in their presence, even my mummified ideas take legs 
and walk away. The girls seem to expect me to say something, and 1 don’t know 
what to say, and they want me to dance with them and 1 don’t know how to dance. 
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I would rather face a mad bull than a crowd of giggling- girls. I’m a coward, a 
clodhopper, a brute, anything you choose. You go away and leave me alone.” 

“ Never,” cried Tom, rising to his feet with a determined expression in his 
twinkling brown eyes. “ You’ll fall a victim yet and then I’ll enjoy playing Job’s 
comforter. Your education has been neglected. No man knows himself until he 
falls in love, and then he proves himself to be an idiot. I’m going to leave you 
now, it’s nine o’clock and 1 ought to be at the office, but I’ll return to the siege. 
See if I don’t.” And slamming the door he went noisily down the stairs, while Grant 
returned to his desk to finish his morning’s work. 

He wrote steadily until twelve o’clock, then his man Jim, a big black negro 
whom he had brought from the South, came in and announced that lunch was 
ready. Grant got up, and stretching himself, he thrust his manuscript into a 
pigeon hole and went into the next room, which he had furnished as a studio. 

The walls were decorated with dingy tapestries, swords and battle axes, a suit of 
rusty armour stood in one corner above a stand of valuable etchings and a row of 
unfinished pictures occupied the softly cushioned divan ; rough plans and sketches 
were scattered over the chairs and a dusty bust of Apollo looked grimly down 
from the top of the carved book case, which was crowded with well-worn books. 

Grant seated himself at the small table where a light lunch had been prepared, 
and picking up his pearl-handled knife he began to open the letters that lay upon 
his plate. There was one bill, an order from a publisher and one faintly scented 
envelope, which he glanced at curiously then read with a groan: 

“ DEAR COUSIN GRANT : 

“ Uncle Dan insisted that I should write to you as soon as I reached town. I’m your fourth or 
fifth cousin—I’ve forgotten which—but as a relative you cannot refuse to call upon me to-night at 
the House. I know you dislike girls, but I am not a girl. 

“I have followed your literary career with great interest. Your essays and reviews are charm- 
ing. Pray do not deny me the privilege of meeting you. Sincerely yours, 

“ MARY C. JONES.” 

“ There’s no help for it,” he said, holding the note out at arm’s length and frown- 
ing at it savagely, “ I’ll have to go,” and he fell to eating his lunch with feverish 
rapidity. Eating had always seemed to him an unnecessary waste of time. He 
was too much engrossed in his work to give much thought to his physical well-be- 
ing. Punctuality had grown to be a habit, due entirely to the inrluence of the 
methodical Jim, who talked to his young master with the freedom of an old 
family servant and who brought to bear the wisdom inculcated by Grant’s 
father, whose body servant he had been in the palmy days before the war. Grant 
closely resembled his father, tall, well built, sinewy, with handsome, clear cut feat- 
ures and curling brown hair, and Jim worshipped him with a homage bordering on 
idolatry and watched over him with the tender concern of a mother. 

After lunch Grant spent the remainder of the afternoon in his studio sketching a 
dirty street gamin who had come to the door to sell a paper. The grimy boy re- 
garded Grant as a young “ bloke ” not quite right in his mind, when he offered to 
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buy out his whole srock in trade and promised him fifty cents for lying on the floor 
with his feet in the air and for going to sleep if he felt so inclined. 

When the shadows deepened and it grew too dark to see, Grant roused his sleep- 
ing model, and giving him a bright half-dollar, he let him go; then putting on his 
own hat he started out to dine with Tom at the club. 

On the landing of the stairs he met a messenger boy bearing another blue, 
scented envelope directed to Grant Cullen, Esq. Grant tore it open and read it by 
the light of a street lamp that streamed in through the wide transom of the door. 

“DEAR COUSIN: 

“ 1 have just received a telegram telling me that my friend, whom I am going to visit in Hyatts- 
ville, is dangerously ill, so I will have to take the next train. 1 am very sorry. If you only regret 
our not meeting half as much as I do, then I will be satisfied. Won’t you write to me ? 

“ Cordially yours, 
MARY C. JONES.” 

Grant crushed the envelope in his pocket, and telling the waiting messenger that 
there was no answer, he went on his way whistling jubilantly. 

He found Tom in one of the private dining rooms swallowing his soup and read- 
ing the evening paper simultaneously. 

“ Beg pardon, old fellow,” he said, as Grant entered, “ but 1 thought 1 would 
begin before you came. You know you never take soup. We shall have to rush 
dinner to-night, because I’m in a hurry.” 

“ Never apologize,” said Grant, flinging himself into a chair on the opposite side 
of the table. “ It’s such a waste of breath.” 

“ Well, no one ever accused me of being economical,” laughed Tom, folding his 
paper. “ Come, what’s the news ? ” 

« No news, an order for a new story and two notes from a woman.” 
“ H-m,” said Tom. “ So the girls are after you ? ” 
“ She says she isn’t a girl.” 
Tom eyed his friend disapprovingly. “ 1 hope she isn’t married,” he said. 
“ I don’t know.” 
“ Old maid perhaps, Lord save us from them.” 
“ Well, she may be Methuselah for all 1 care,” said Grant, and he took the 

crumpled notes from his pocket. “ Read them if you choose, they are both in- 
tensely interesting.” 

Tom opened the notes with great deliberation and studied their contents for fully 
five minutes, then he said : 

“ Now there is something 1 like about these notes; there is a possibility of a pei - 
sonality behind them.” 

Grant looked up smiling from his plate. “ What do you mean by that brilliant 
remark ? ” 

“ Well, 1 mean the woman has some individuality. She isn’t any inexperienced 
debutante. You will have to write to her.” 

“ Why ? ” 



152 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

“ Why ? Because it is only civil when she asks you. Now, when 1 want to let a 
man hear from me 1 telegraph ; but you can’t treat a girl that way. You’ve got to 
be more explicit. Don’t you think Miss Mary C. Jones writes a very good hand?” 

<• 1 think it looks like hieroglyphics,” said Grant, pocketing both notes. “ As for 
Miss Mary C. Jones’ personality, I have no desire to plunge into it. I’ll write her a 
few lines and lie to her in a becoming manner. What more can she expect ? I’m 
tired talking about her,” and he turned the subject of conversation to a more agree- 
ble topic. 

It was not until two mornings later that a blue envelope fluttering from his coat 
reminded him of the existence of Miss Mary C. Jones; he hastily dipped his pen 
into ink and scribbled her a few lines expressing the regret which he did not feel. 
A week passed by, then, much to his surprise, he received a reply. 

“ HYATTSVILLE. 

“ So you were glad to escape ? my dear cousin. You see I read between the lines of your note. 
Why do I not leave you alone ? That question is easily answered; I want to know you and you 
don’t want to know me. I confess the last is half the attraction. Because you shut yourself up 
and deny me the door I desire to enter, because you hate women, I want to know why ? All my 
life I have resembled the boy who cried for the moon. My ideals were so high they were impos- 
sible, unattainable; my ambition instead of spurring me on has prevented intellectual activity. 1 
analyze my ideas before they are formulated. I am like the child who dug up her flower seed daily 
to find if it had grown. I feel that you could understand me. Am I wrong? Write to me, 1 pray 
vou. thinking of the soul that inspires these incoherent sentences, not of the woman who writes 
them.” 

Tom, who was present when this letter arrived, laughed gleefully at its contents 
and said: 

“ Go ahead, my boy, I’ll dictate a letter for you. We will get her to haul out 
some of her-half fledged ideas. We will find out whether she believes in Women’s 
Rights and whether she reads Ibsen and Kant. She’s a brilliant woman, no doubt., 
You have a cultivated taste, my boy, and if she can see through one of your enig- 
matical essays she could have solved the riddle of the Sphinx.” 

Grant smiled, and taking his pen from behind his ear, he said ; 
“ I don’t know what to say to the girl. You go ahead and dictate, I’ll be your 

dumb amanuensis.” 
So Tom began to pace up and down the room composing a second letter to the 

insatiable Mary Jones. 
After the letter was sealed and sent, Grant waited with some degree of impatience 

for her answer. It came four days later. 
“ APRIL 25. 

“Someone dictated that letter for you. Was that kind? Do 1 believe in Women’s Rights? 
What an absurd question for you to ask me. Southern women have always had all the rights they 
want. The spirit of chivalry is not yet dead; it rises on phoenix-like pinions. As long as there is 
love in the world a woman’s influence will be felt in both church and state. Why should she de- 
scend from the pinnacle on which she stands to force men from the pulpit and the platform and, 
perhaps, be crushed in the unequal struggle ? You think I am a blue stocking, a bore, a hook- 



AN INTERRUPTED CORRESPONDENCE: 153 

nosed old maid; anything you will. Your last letter was condescending and savored of conceit, 
that was why I did not think you wrote it, for you are neither conceited nor condescending. 
Come, tell me who dictated it.” 

Grant turned to his friend, who was spending the morning on the lounge lazily 
smoking cigarettes, and said : 

“ 1 am going to write to the girl and apologize. She saw straight through you, 
Tom; she may be as ugly as sin, but she is as clever as the devil. Writing to a 
woman isn’t half bad. It’s more in my line.” 

“You can’t hurt my feelings,” said Tom carelessly. “I’m going to the sea- 
shore for a month or more. I wish you luck with Mary Jones while I’m away. 
Nice romantic name, don’t suppose she would mind changing it. Tell her I’m the 
conceited ass, 1 don’t object to an introduction. The first woman a man knows is 
as dangerous as the small-pox. You’ll be a dead dog if you don’t look out. 
That’s a parting word of friendly advice. Good-bye.” 

And Tom went home to pack his trunk, leaving Grant to meditate upon what he 
had said. 

In the month that followed many blue envelopes flitted from the postman’s pack 
into the hands of the delighted Jim, who examined the hand-writing with praise- 
worthy curiosity and who presented them to his young master with a knowing 
blink in his black beady eyes. 

One rainy afternoon Grant spent two hours pasting the letters of Miss Mary C. 
Jones into a handsome blank book he had shamefacedly bought for that purpose. 
When that task was done, instead of returning to his unfinished manuscript, he laj 
back in his great easy chair and re-read all the letters he had received since his 
counsellor’s (Tom) departure. 

“ MAY I. 

‘‘I ought 'to be angry with you, I know. My amiability amounts to a mental weakness. Your 
friend ‘Tom’ was making fun of us both. He knows something about women; you don’t. 

“ Wouldn’t you like to get acquainted with one ? I will write to you and tell you what I think, 
what I feel, what experiences have moulded me and made me what I am. I am not as old as you are— 
twenty-five, and you, I believe, are thirty—but you see I am no longer a girl, but a woman who has 
lived in both shadow and sunshine ; a woman who has weighed the value of things, whose veil of 
illusions has been tattered by suffering, and the suffering has softened my heart and shown me that 
a man who lives for Fame solely is like the sculptor who fell in love with the goddess hewn by 
his own hand from a rough block of marble; for Fame is ever unresponsive to our call, it leads us 
over the hills of Discontent into the Valley of Despair, then it bids us look back over the way we 
have come; the path is bright with golden sunlight and strewn with fragrant flowers. We have 
heedlessly passed the simple joys of life, though they claimed our recognition, and now it is too 
late to begin the journey again. Pray, forgive this burst of would-be eloquence. A grim fear 
rises up before me. Don’t imagine that I want you to fall in love with me—that would be too 
commonplace. Let us be friends, for friendship is more unselfish than love. It can give all and 
demand nothing. It does not claim possession but reaches over time and space and longs only for 
an opportunity to serve.” 
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“ MAY 8. 

“ You confess you are interested in me. What a concession ! I am glad, very glad, for it 
makes writing to you easier. You say that you do not remember your mother and that you never 
had any sisters ? 1 believe in my heart you are afraid of women. Come, be candid—confess. 
I’m not very frightful. You say that your friend Tom is the most charming of fellows but that 
he has never understood you ? Do not be too sure of that. 

“ 1 am staying with a cousin of his, Miss Norah Wetherly, she says that he is the cleverest per- 
son she knows; but Nora is both flattering and frivolous, a pretty, adorable little witch, made to 
be loved and protected; she has half a dozen men in love with her now, and she flirts with them all 
religiously. 1 feel that she is entirely lacking in sympathy for me ; she is younger than I am. A 
for myself, I am tired of admiration, it means so little after all. 

“ I have no time to write more, a stupid man has called to take me riding.” 

“ MAY 15. 

“ I have not answered your last two letters ? I assure you it has not been from lack of inclina- 
tion. 1 have had no opportunity for the house has been full of company and one has to be civil, 
you know. 1 enjoy watching the natives. Nature blesses most women with a sixth sense—that of 
intuition. 1 am always making interesting discoveries about people. I am not often mistaken. 
How can men spend their lives studying bugs and beetles when we are all surrounded by immortal 
souls that are sometimes lost because their motives or actions are misunderstood and they blunder 
out of sheer desperation ? 

“ You want my picture? I am sorry I have not one to send you, but I gave the last away a 
month ago. You will not think me vain if 1 tell you 1 have been called a beauty ever since I was 
able to walk alone, Many men have loved me for my beauty, not for what I am; if I had been 
ugly they would not have given me a second thought. 

“ You say that 1 have not kept my bargain and that I do not write about myself. At present my 
state of mind would not interest you. There are two men in love with me and 1 feel that perhaps 
I ought to accept one of them.” 

“MAY 17. 

“ The candy was delicious ; you were very kind to think of me. I will write to you as soon as 1 
can steal the time,” 

“ MAY 22. 

“Two more letters to my one! I’m sorry I have had to neglect you. It is time for me to make 
a confession; I believe I’m afraid of you. Your letters are brilliant. I feel that I give you the faint 
glimmerings of a candle in return for the light of the sun. You say you want to come and see 
me? Nora has invited your friend Tom to spend two weeks and she told him to bring you with 
him. I hope you will come. We will have such good times together; there are so many things 
I want to talk to you about. Your postscript puzzled me. Why shouldn’t 1 accept one of my 
lovers ? Are they criminals in disguise ? ” 

“ MAY 30. 

“ Foolish, impulsive, impatient boy. Norah says Tom will be home in three days. Surely you 
can wait until then. No, I am not engaged. 1 promise to banish all my lovers while you are 
here. Will that not satisfy you ? ” 

Grant shut the book tenderly and remained for fully five minutes lost in the 
contemplation of an unfinished portrait of a lady that hung above his desk; his 
manuscript was forgotten, his pipe had long since gone out and he had left his 
lunch untasted in his studio. He was roused from his reverie by a loud scuffling 



AN INTERRUPTED CORRESPONDENCE. 155 

on the stairs. He thrust the letters hurriedly under a sofa cushion and arose to his 
feet, just as Tom, smiling and sunburned, boisterously opened the door. 

“ Come on, if you are going to Hyattsville,” he said, slapping Grant caress- 
ingly upon the shoulder. “ I’m just from the sea-shore. Would have kept straight 
on if it had not been for you and Miss Mary C. Jones. My trunk has gone on 
ahead and I’m chasing it. Throw some of your duds into a satchel and come on.” 

“ I’ll be with you. When does the train start? ” 
“ Three o’clock—you have half an hour.” 
“ And if we miss that train ? ” 
“ Then 1 won’t go with you to-day.” 
Grant rang for Jim, and ordering him to pack his valise he went into his bed- 

room, which was on the other side of the hall, and began to prepare for his journey, 
while Tom walked up and down the studio kicking at the legs of the chairs and the 
tables in his impatience to be gone, and watching the clock in the corner to report 
the moments as they flew by. 

“ Fifteen minutes gone. We ought to start. Oh ! 1 say Grant, what’s this pic- 
ture above your desk ? ” 

Grant was standing before the glass fumbling nervously with his collar button. 
“ Imaginary head,” he said. 
“ Miss Mary C. Jones, 1 bet a dollar,” cried Tom. “ I’m not such a fool as 1 

look.” 
“ That’s a cheerful piece of intelligence,” said Grant issuing from his bed-room 

at that moment with his hat on. “ Come on, Jim, hang on to that satchel. 
“ Come, Tom, I’m glad to see that you are lost in admiration of my art.” 

“ 1 can’t get over that picture,” said Tom, choking with laughter. “ She’s a 
beauty and no mistake. 1 tell you, my boy, you need a protector. I’ve done many 
an idiotic thing in my life, but I never fell head over heels in love with a woman 1 
had never seen. Reckon your hair will stand on end when you meet her,” and 
tucking his arm in that of his friend he hurried him down the stairs. 

They reached the depot a few minutes before three, and after buying their 
tickets, succeeded in jumping upon the last car just as the train steamed out into 
the sunlight. Looking back they could see the faithful Jim waving them an adieu 
with his red bandana handkerchief, then a cloud of smoke puffed in at the open 
window and hid him from view. 

Grant was in a fever of excitement, but Tom, now that he had fairly started, 
was provokingly cool and in the best of spirits, he entertained Grant with an ac- 
count of his adventures at the sea-shore, and he placidly listened to his friend’s 
wild ravings and gave him the benefit of his experiences with the complacency of a 
battle-scarred veteran recounting the fortunes of war. 

To the eager Grant the swift flying engine seemed to creep along; he gave no 
heed to the changing landscape, but as the miles lessened between him and the ob- 
ject of his hopes, his joy and his fear made him thoughtful and silent, and the rol- 
licking Tom, after repeated attempts to converse, left him to his own devices while 
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he went into the smoking car to talk politics to an old gentleman who was dozing 
over his newspaper. 

At last after many weary hours the shrieking locomotive drew up before the sta- 
tion at Hyattsville. The place looked oppressively quiet; some battered trunks 
and chicken coops were piled up on one end of the wooden platform and three 
lazy porters were visible lounging in the sun. In the doorway stood a pretty, light- 
haired girl, dressed in white and wearing a broad brimmed hat. When she saw Tom 
she rushed forward with both hands outstretched. 

“ Oh! Tom, I’m so glad to see you. The train was a little late and I was so 
afraid that you had been smashed up on the way.” 

“ No such good luck for you, my dear,” said Tom, looking admiringly into the 
flushed face. “ Grant, this is Norah. You have heard of her from Miss Mary C. Jones.” 

Norah laughed a charming, musical little laugh. “ You don’t hate all women 
now ? ” she said, beseechingly clasping Grant’s big hand in her small, dimpled white 
ones. “ You—you are not afraid of me ? ” 

“ No,” said Grant, smiling down upon her from his height of six feet. “ You 
would not want to hurt me ? ” 

“ 1 did not mean to,” she said, her voice full of sweet sympathy. “Tom is the 
heartless one.” 

“Aren’t you going to take us home ? ” broke in Tom. “ I’m as hungry as a hunter.” 
“You are very impolite,” said Miss Norah reproachfully. “I drove down to meet 

you, but my poor pony is so tired I think we had better walk home.” 
“Nonsense.” cried Tom, leading the way to a yellow buck-board which was 

drawn up in the shadow of the station. Don’t think me a brute, Grant, but Norah 
has more regard for this sleek looking beast than she has for any man she knows- 
He is driven once a week; the rest of the time he frisks about the pasture lot. As 
soon as he sees Norah he assumes a jaded air. Get in, I'll drive him home.” 

« But you must not whip him,” said Norah, as she seated herself upon the brown 
leather cushions while Grant took his place by her side. “ If you whip him I shall 
hate you both.” 

“ But that is hardly fair to me,” said Grant. “ 1 am not responsible for Tom’s 
transgressions.” 

And Tom on the front seat snapped the reins over the horse’s back and chuckled 
to think how his friend was progressing. 

They drove along a winding road, through the deep green woods ; the aromatic 
air was rythmic with the carollings of many birds, the sunlight sifted between the 
spiked pine boughs and kissed away the tears of dew that burdened the tender wild 
flowers; the blackberry bushes were white with blossoms and the moss-grown 
lanes were fringed with ferns, and Norah, gay, happy and care-free, seemed a per- 
sonification of the bright spirit of Summer that rules with a gentle, queenly sway, 
and sets this grim world all aglow with happiness. 

Grant watched her curiously. Her beauty appealed to his artistic sense, and her 
unconventional manner set him at his ease at once: heretofore he had stoically shut 
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his eyes to the charms of all women, but his correspondence with Miss Mary C. 
Jones had softened his heart towards the sex. Norah’s coquettries bewitched him, 
he was so unused to anything of the sort that he was as helpless before her as an 
unarmed man facing a battalion. 

A half hour’s drive brought them to the wide doors of an old colonial mansion, 
the horse stopped before the wooden carriage block, then something very surpris- 
ing occurred. 

Tom jumped out of the buck-board, and running up the few steps of the porch, 
he cried: 

“ Behold, Miss Mary C. Jones ! ” 
Grant turned bewildered, there was no one in sight. 
“ Where—where is she ? ” he gasped. 
“ Here—here in the flesh,” cried Tom, beating his breast dramatically. “ 1 am 

the writer of brilliant epistles; I am the beautiful, wearied young paragon; 1 am the 
scouter of Women’s Rights; 1 am your beloved—your angel—your sweet-heart. 
The candy you sent was especially fine,and as for the flowers—why,Norah kept those.” 

“ Oh !” cried Norah, catching her breath. “ I didn’t want them one bit, and 
after you sent them 1 wrote to Tom and told him 1 would not keep up the joke.” 

“ Why—-why, what did you have to do with it ?” asked Grant, as soon as he 
could recover his wits. 

“ Why, 1 went to the post-office and asked for the letters for Mary Jones, and 
then I redirected them to Tom, and Tom sent all his answers to me. He told me I 
might read them all—he said some horrid things about me—and 1 mailed them 
here so the post-mark would be Hyattsville. Oh! dear, it was not kind of me. 
You are so disappointed. I wish—I wish you wouldn’t be,” and Norah’s blue eyes 
filled with tears. This sight so appalled the gallant Grant that for a moment he 
forgot Miss Mary C. Jones, and, following the example of the irrepressible Tom, he 
laughed uproariously, not knowing what else to do. 

And Norah’s conscience was comforted by this unseemly mirth, and she smiled 
through her tears as she led the way into her ancestral hall to meet her little mother, 
who was coming down the stairs to welcome her daughter’s friends. 
***** ****** 

One night, two weeks later Tom, passing through the box-bordered garden path, 
was arrested by the sound of voices on the other side of the hedge. Suspecting 
burglars, he stopped to listen. 

“ You hate her,” said someone in a whisper. 
“ How can I hate her when she never existed ? ” 
“ But you did love her, and you know I’m not one bit like her.” 
“ You are a thousand times more adorable”—this in a passionate lover’s tone. 
“ Then I’ll tell you a secret; 1 read your letters to Miss Mary Jones and I fell in 

love with you long ago—Oh ! so long ago.” 
Tom coughed loudly to announce his presence, then strode off disconsolate into 

the darkness, to meditate upon the faithlessness of man. G. E. A.—’98. 
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THE USE OF FICTION. 

'HE century just closing has been a period of unusual literary activity. It was 
I ushered in by the Waverly series, that served, so to speak, as the antiphon to 

which by far the greater part of the literary productions of the age attuned them- 
selves. Fiction is undoubtedly the dominating influence of the epoch that began 
with Scott. In this age, which for variety and activity finds its parallel only in the 
time of Elizabeth, the novel has been the most powerful as well as the most popular 
form of intellectual expression. It has brought its sway over all classes and all 
conditions; over all has it cast its glamor and fascination, and over all has it exerted 
an influence, for good or bad, subtle, pervasive, and formative. 

It would not, perhaps, be unsafe to affirm that novel reading occupies at least 
nine-tenths of the time which most people devote to literature. It would sadly 
puzzle any of us to recall even the names of all the novels or stories which we have 
read. They flutter from the press as we have seen the sere leaves falling of a windy 
day in autumn. They are found in trains, in places of amusement, as well as in our 
libraries. And there they jostle and crowd upon our shelves until one by one, in 
ruffled dignity, our sombre classics retreat to the obscure corner and the dusty closet. 

It was quite inevitable, however unfortunate, that as the novel gained in popu- 
larity it lost in art and strength. It is a far cry from “ Old Mortality ” to “ Soldiers 
of Fortune.” But as long as people would read novels, any number of hacks would 
write them. And when we no longer had Bronte or Thackeray we must perforce 
content ourselves with Wilkie Collins. 

From all this it is evident that while in the lines of fiction we have brought forth 
some splendid, living literature, yet much of what has been written is altogether 
worthless and some of it destructive. To one Scott we can oppose a hundred Opie 
Reads. And it does not require much penetration to see that both on the part of the 
author and of his reader the use of imaginative prose has been greatly—nay, dan- 
gerously, abused. 

It has been the instrument of much evil, both positively, in the spreading of cer- 
tain false sentiments and opinions, in misleading information, in the giving to preju- 
dice a color of authority; and negatively, in so far as the habit of reading such 
works produces stagnation of the intellectual faculties. To discourse at any length 
on the latter subject would be merely repeating platitudes. For there never has been 
any doubt that the continued pursuit of fiction weakens the mind for more 
exacting and harsher work. It is a stimulant, and you pay its price with compound 
interest. Considering the novel objectively we find that most frequently, however 
fascinating, it is loose, careless, and unreal. Its lights are apt to be fictitious; its 
situations impossible, or at least improbable, and its sentiments carried to a point of 
exaggeration. 
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Novels give us false ideals and false impressions. They unduly elevate certain 
aspects of life, and so subordinate other interests as to make them appear mean and 
of little importance. For example, love is the keynote—nay, often the sole chord— 
of nearly every novel. One would imagine that the sole business of life was falling 
in love and falling out again. We are quite sure, nevertheless, with due respect to 
Mr. Crawford, that existence here has some other meaning than that of a continual 
holiday among the daisies. There are hymns and often dirges to be sung as well 
as love ballads. But even if this endless series of books—beginning anywhere and 
ending nowhere—books purposeless, mere invertebrates—inculcate no direct princi- 
ples of evil, yet in so far is their influence weakening and mischievous. 

There is one class of novels which we wish to examine in particular, a class 
peculiarly the result of the degeneration of morals and the corrupt psychological 
doctrines of the last days of the nineteenth century. It is literature debauched. It 
is morbid analysis run mad. It is intensely introspective. It is diseased self-con- 
sciousness. Its domain is the abnormal and grotesque. Such a work is d’Annunzio’s 
“ Triumph of Death.” Of course its influence is debilitating ; its art is prostituted ; 
and in no sense can it bring to us anything but evil. A view that makes of man a 
mere brooding consciousness, a shivering thing of doubt and dreams, is as dangerous 
as it is false. In its elimination of morality; in substitution of the subjective for 
the objective; in its reduction of man from a being with an intelligent and spiritual 
soul to a mere bundle of nerves; in its false, distorted conception of life; in its 
sensualism and effeminacy; in its whole structure and being it is the degeneracy 
of intellect and the apotheosis of decadence. 

Thus far we have been considering rather the abuse of fiction. But we must not 
determine our standpoint from a single aspect, however prevalent that aspect may 
be. Neither Zola nor d’Annunzio comprises the whole range of fiction; and the 
novel has a purpose and a usefulness beyond their handling of it. However debased 
it may become we must not forget that abstractly and of itself it has truth 
and worth. It has taught us many lessons and done for us many notable things. 

In the hands of Scott it was the most powerful instrument of the Romantic move- 
ment—a movement that brought new life and beauty into art and led us back from 
a deformed classicism to the power and freshness of nature. With unsparing and 
distinctive satire the tales of Dickens opened an era of social reform in England, 
and attacked with no less force the abuses of the school-room and the shams of 
private life. And speaking personally, who of us thinks not gratefully of the time 
when, with light hearts, we jested with Sancho and adventured with Don Quixote 
beneath the sunny skies of Spain; or how in the rare and delicate prose of 
Thackeray many a burden has been eased for us, many a sad hour charmed away 
beneath the pathos, the gentle wisdom, the kindly humanity of “ Esmond ” and 
the “ Virginians.” 

The novel, then, in its treatmeut and subject, must be essentially sane and normal. 
The grotesque and extravagant coloring of such books as Crane’s is simply “impres- 
sionism ” in words: and as much a fault in literature as it is in art. Nor must there 
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be any introduction of the fantastic. In the intellectual development the “Arabian 
Nights ” has a part; but a sober criticism and exposition of life should not deal in 
the imaginings of a fairy tale. Herein even Bulwer has sometimes failed in art; 
particularly in “ Zanoni ” and “A Strange Story.” 

But it is an equal abuse to debase the novel to the purlieus of the moral dissecting 
room. It is done in no scientific spirit; any more than exhibitions of fasting men 
are conducted in the interests of science. And surely it is bad literature; bad from 
a moral as well as an aesthetic point of view. We cannot judge life from the pallid 
windows of a nospital. Such conclusions are necessarily false. If there be sorrow 
and crime in the world, there is also joy and heroism. If there be meanness, there 
is also nobility. There is much more of beauty and of truth around us than per- 
chance we have yet opened our eyes to. And it is the better part, we think, to look 
cheerfully and manfully on life, and to carry that view into our literature, and so 
make it helpful aud ennobling rather than pessimestic. 

But probably the most characteristic form of the novel of to-day is what the 
Germans style the Tendeni Roman, The most effective and striking example which 
we can at present call to mind is the work of Mrs. Stowe—“ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” 
A novel of this sort almost invariably subordinates the spirit of fiction and the pur- 
pose of fiction to the object of conviction; and is little more than an argument 
translated into imagination. 

It may be conceived in support of a theory, as in Bellamy’s “ Looking Backward ; ” 
or as a special plea for a sociological movement, as in “ Marcella; ” or again as it is 
put forth for or against the interests of certain classes, as in Hopkinson Smith’s 
“ Tom Grogan.” 

Sometime ago a very powerful book of this kind was written by Ignatius 
Donnelly—“ Caesar’s Column.” 

Now, if we analyze it, we notice at once the absence of those notes that constitute 
the very substance of a novel—study of character, of manners : unfolding of plot, 
and so on. The persons are so many wooden figures, marked with name and moved 
around in order to explain the conclusions of the author. 

Fiction is merely a diagram, as it were, whereby he argues on his propositions. 
Now, a novel of this sort, if we may be allowed the paradox, is no novel at all. One 
does not look to find culture and entertainment in a table of statistics; and vice 
versa, we. do not expect a work of fiction to be little more than a sociological treatise. 
In his list of books that are not books Charles Lamb, had he lived to see our day, 
might doubtless have included our thousand “ novels with a purpose.” 

True art must, to be sure, establish itself firmly on the real and actual. A locali- 
zation, however, may be real enough, but in itself it lacks that precise element of 
universality that makes literature. 

Hence, unless it be touched with the highest genius, as Cervantes ridiculed 
chivalry, it will fail to find a place in legitimate fiction. We consider that Mr. 
Weyman or Mr. Doyle is a much truer novelist than Mr. Bellamy. For a novel 
may have incidental ends other than its main purpose—it may be a satire or a 
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eulogy or an allegory, but fundamentally it is a part of literature—and has the 
mission and use of literature—in that it brings the ideal into our lives and thus 
“ serveth and conferreth to delectation.” 

We hold that the proper use of fiction is adequately to represent life; and to 
represent it in a form morally and critically truthful. Hence, the possibilities must 
never be strained. Let the novelist exhaust, if he may, all the moods and depths 
of the soul; let him analyze all the complex conditions which influence us; let him 
touch all classes of life—the king as well as beggar—but let him never forget that 
he must not depart from the path of things as they really exist; conditions as they 
really occur, and passions as they have a common source in humanity. In the 
handling of these various elements, the novel will sometimes inevitably touch upon 
certain phases and characteristics of moral perversion. Yet, while altogether reject- 
ing the tendency to study vice as vice, we not consider the incidental treatment of 
such themes as an illegitimate use of fiction. No conception of life which is thor- 
oughly true can be anything but wholesome. And if there is the insistance of the 
inexorable results of a violation of the law of right, vice can never be made 
attractive. 

This moral aim must be paramount, though entirely implicit. And used in this 
way fiction has a definite, ethical value and a consequent mission, or purpose, of no 
mean importance. 

But the ethical aim should never weaken the imaginative character. It should 
not be tagged on as in the old-time fables; it should be intrinsic; inwrought 
in the very nature of the work. As a painting of Titian or Michael Angelo 
seems to derive all its richness and light and color from within—so the principle 
should be, as it were, a structural illumination, pervading and animating the very 
essence; and accepted of us in the compelling power and directness of the form itself. 

W. B. FINNEY. A. B. 

THE YEARS THAT ARE GONE. 

A blotted page in the ponderous book of Time: 
Another, and no golden lines of grief; 

A tome chokeful of venial guilt and crime— 
And conquering Death surveys each ruined leaf. 

G. P. G„ 19’. 
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A LETTER FROM PARIS. 

THE OLD PLACE, Dec. 8,1897. 
DEAR M : 

Your letter, JOURNALS, and all are here; and a world of thanks for the good 
things, since 1 had numbered them among my lost hopes. Can you keep apace 
with all the congratulations that 1 know must come to you for making the JOURNAL 

a bit of old Georgetown’s pride ? Made virtute! And may old Georgetownians 
be ever ready to trim the quill for the JOURNAL now that, come to its twenty- 
fifth year, it has put on an air becoming its age and friends. 1 enclose a bit of 
verse, which has no other claim for your consideration than that it comes from over 
the sea. 

With regard to the innumerable treasures of art that one may enjoy in this 
modern Athens-and-Rome, 1 would like to give you my impressions, but time, its 
eisure hours given to sight-seeing, is wanting. One might pass over the grand 
things, Notre Dame and its bells; the Louvre, where the kings lived, and where now 
the masterpieces of the kings of art have their shrine ; the palace at Versailles,where 
Louis Quatorze and his successors “ dreamt and dwelt in marble halls,” and where 
now the sing-song voice of the ubiquitous guide is heard amid the files of statues in 
the corridors and the walls of paintings in the innumerable chambers; the gilded 
dome, which looms up above the tombs of the emperors, and reposes crown- 
like over the magnificent sarcophagus of the first Napoleon, “ where rest at last the 
ashes of that restless man; ” and then find interesting stories in other paths, less 
pretentious than the imposing edifices and the magnificent boulevards, but none 
the less enchanting for all their quaintness and ruined splendor. There is the old 
Suisse, for example, who performs the office of escort during the religious cere- 
monies at our little church. You should see him on a grand fete, precede Monsieur 
le Cure from the sacristy, tapping his baton on the stone floor, his left hand holding 
the halberd; a sabre, in its neatly polished scabbard, hanging from his side, and on 
his coat two medals that tell, perhaps, of a campaign in Italy and a guarded pass at 
Sedan ; and then, cased in his feathered hat, lace collar, coat and trousers with silver 
trimmings, white stockings, and silver-buckled slippers, he comes past your seat 
with the collector, ever and anon uttering, “ pour les pauvres, s’i.l vous plait.” He 
is the king of temporal affairs, this suisse, during the religious exercises, and a 
curious person, looking at him in his grand costume, will care to know the story of 
the medals, and the history his gray hairs can tell of the days that spilled martyr- 
blood on those rent soutanes now preserved in Notre Dame. 

I have done. Days of beautiful weather are bringing us on pleasantly to Noel. I 
trust the season is promising you many good things. Will you kindly remember 
me to Father Carroll, and speak my congratulations to Maurice Kirby for happily 
rescuing his verses from the fire ? With a generous contribution from Santa Claus 
for the JOURNAL’S Chistmas stocking, and the choicest things of the Christmas and 
New Year to yourself, 

I am, very sincerely, 
MICHAEL EARLS. 
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IN LESSER ARCADIA. 

AN ARTISTIC DEN. 

Up from the squalid crowd, and ragged lane 

Of camps the cities’ poor build everywhere, 

And up, with doubtful step, the creaking stair, 

A frowning way, where Time’s neglected stain, 

Upon each dingy wall and window pane, 

Abides its classic age : still mounting there, 

You come to him, his garret cold and bare, 

Who lives in castles famed of sunny Spain. 

Though gloried morn or evening mystery 

Ne’er veil his sombre eaves, sweet visions rise, 

Before his ingleside, of Normandy, 

And setting suns, of Alpine ways and skies 

That Italy might praise, of vales of green 

’Mid Irish hills, and Love, the happy queen. 

MICHAEL EARLS. 
Paris  

THE PLAYERS' CHRISTMAS. 

In happier climes, for luckier men, 
while Carols welcome day, 

And sleeping folk are roused by “ Waits ” 
with Christmas roundelay, 

For us—a pounding Porter at 
the peaceful hour of three, 

Raucous—bawling “ Git’ep quick, the 
’bus won’t wait on ‘troopers!’ See?” 

Oh, the frost is on the tree tops 
and the snow is in the dell! 

(It’s a shame we left our rubbers at 
the “ Lake View Grand Hotel! ”) 

But all the joys that poets sing 
and poetasters rhyme 

Are lost by wondering if the train 
will reach Podunk “ on time.” 

While children of the older growth their 
yonkers’ antics view, 

And in baby frolics sharing their 
lost fable-faith renew; 

While peace of home and mirth of feast 
are found on every hand, 

We’ve the dank insult called dinner in 
a Western one-night stand. 

While your yule logs’ or your anthracite’s 
or gas stove’s cheery flame— 

If your “ local habitation’s” one 
that’s worthy of the “ name,” 

If in mansion or in “ chambers,” 
or congested flat you dwell— 

Makes all mankind feel the magic of 
the joyous Christmas spell; 

While your table groans (or murmurs) with 
its (more or less) display, 

The mummer’s mixing grease paint for 
the Christmas matinee. 

Oh, lords of hearths and dames of homes, 
whose joy of this time speaks, 

In the ringing of your laughter, in 
the holly of your cheeks; 

’Twixt the oysters and the coffee let 
a tearful toast be drunk 

To the Player’s poor Penates in the 
top-tray of his trunk. 

WILTON LACKAYE. 

A BACHELOR DREAMER. 

He sits alone within his room, 
And gazes at the dying fire, 

Whose fitful flames bear through the gloom 
The burden of his heart’s desire. 

Sometimes he starts, as if is heard 
A woman’s footstep on the stair— 

’Twas but the creaking board that stirred ; 
Unless a spirit linger’d there. 

But often as the smoke wreaths rise, 
Sad fancy comes with all her brood : 

He sees a face whose dreamy eyes 
Rebuke him for his solitude. 

A woman’s garment rustles low, 
His name is murmur’d by wan lips ; 

Soft fingers touch his wearied brow 
And in his own a small hand slips. 

Thus sits he lost in wistful dreams 
Of what the past can never be, 

And all his lonely musing seems 
Lit up by fairy phantasy. 

FRANK W. ROMAINE, ’99. 
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REMINISCENCES. 

(CONTINUED.) 

But 1 am digressing widely; so, not to incur the charge of being a laudator 
temporis acti, i hasten to get back to my original theme, which was, I believe, to give 
a brief sketch of the members of the first editorial staff of the JOURNAL. 

Well, Father John S. Sumner was born at Baltimore in 1819. On his father’s 
side he was connected with the famous Sumner family of New England, while on 
his mother’s side he was nearly related to Jefferson Davis. His sister, a lady of rare 
talents and ability, became the wife of Major Bradford, of the Confederate Army. 

Father Sumner was educated at St. Mary’s College, Baltimore, and, after gradua- 
tion, engaged in mercantile pursuits; still, however, keeping up his friendship with 
the muses by occasional contributions to the magazines of the day. About 
this time he became convinced of the truth of Catholicity and entered the Church. 
In 1856 he was admitted to the Society of Jesus. He taught in the colleges of the 
society at Philadelphia, Worcester, and later at Georgetown, where he spent most of 
his religious life. His health failing in 1879, he was relieved of his many duties and 
stationed at Gonzaga Gollege, in Washington. Here he ended a fruitful and well 
spent life on Wednesday, December 1, 1879. His last moments were attended by 
his brother, Father Wm. H. Sumner, S. J. Father Sumner’s remains lie in the 
Georgetown cemetery. 

Of the other members of the staff, perhaps the most energetic was Joseph E. 
Washington, who graduated in ’73- After receiving his degree he returned home 
to Cedar Hill, Tenn.; later took up the study of law at Nashville, but did not 
practice. Instead, he devoted himself to the cultivation of tobacco on his father’s 
farm. In 1876 he visited the college, and there boasted with Horace, 

" Nihil supra 
Deos lacesso; nec potentem amicum 

Largiora flagito; 
Satis beatus unicis Salnnis.” 

But, like Cincinnatus of old, he was not destined long to enjoy these bucolic 
delights. That same year he was elected to the State legislature,and once in the field 
of politics he was not allowed to leave in a hurry. In 1886 he became the Honor- 
able Mr. Washington, having been chosen to represent his State in Congress. In 
this capacity he served his State until last year, when he retired because of his 
dissent from the free silver idea. 

Mr. Washington married a very charming lady and has an interesting family. 
During his stay in the city he entertains most hospitably. 

Wm. Henry Dennis, the first Business Manager of the JOURNAL, was, with Mr. 
Washington, its most enthusiastic supporter. I believe that even as a student, before 
our college periodical was founded, he was professionally connected with some local 
publication. At any rate, he thoroughly understood all the needs of such an under- 
taking, and labored with untiring zeal to bring his plans and our hopes to consum- 
mate realization. Mr. Dennis graduated in ’73, entered the Law School, and 
received his LL. B. in ’76. Thereupon he engaged for a time in journalism ; but 
was afterward appointed Deputy Register of Wills for the District of Coldmbia. 
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In 1881 he resigned. About this time he was a member of the Georgetown Law 
School faculty. He also wrote a work on Probate Law of the District. _ In 83 
Alma Mater conferred on him the degree of A. M. At present Mr. Dennis is piac- 

tlCMrg Soige^SepA. B„ 74, also one of the first publishers, was the son of 
ex-Judge Fiiher, of Delaware. After graduation he entered the Law School and 
took his LL. B. in 76. In 1887 he received an appointment as examiner in the 
United States Patent Office for the department of metallurgy. Later he went to 
Chicago where he has become a prominent patent lawyer. He married, in 1886, a 
Miss Julia Farnsworth, of Chicago, and has twochildien. 

Mr. Charles S. Voorhees was another active member of the early staff of the 
JOURNAL. He belonged to the class of 73, but left before graduation; returning, 
however, a few years later he took his A. B„ 1 believe, in 78 Mr. Voorhees is from 
Spokane, Washington, which he represented as Delegate, while it was still a erri- 
tory, and later as Congressman after it had been admitted into the Union as a 
State. There is a strange circumstance connected with this election. The Hon. Mr. 
Voorhees, you must know, is a staunch Democrat, while the community that he 
represents is strongly Republican. The reason was that he carried the womens 
vote. This was, no doubt, due to his charming personality, which so tar prevailed 
with the fair voters that they quite overlooked his political principles. Mr. Voor- 
hees is married and has a pleasant home in Spokane. 

Mr Thomas E. Sherman, 74, son of General T E. Sherman, after graduation 
entered the Sheffield Scientific School at Yale: later he studied law at St Louis and 
then he went to England. There he renounced all worldly ambition by donning 
the religious habit of the Society of Jesus. Returning to America he completed his 
theological studies. During Christmas week he preached his first sermon as a priest 
in New York Father Sherman had already shown marked abilities as a speaker by 
a course of lectures given in the West several years before For many years he 
occupied the chair of Philosophy in the St. Louis University, but lately broke down 
in health. At present he is in New York under medical tieatment. 

Of the other editors of the first JOURNAL 1 know very little. Mr James F. 
Tracey 74, was the treasurer of the corporation. He is a prominent lawyer in 
Albany, and highly distinguished as a promoter of Catholic organizations. He 

m Mr^Wilham C. Niblack, 74, married Miss Herr, sister of his classmate, Charles 
Herr of Georgetown. Mr. Niblack went to Chicago, practiced law, and has been 

Cam“ftom“fb”dca™eaCpWrian minister and has 

C”Sf J°PeiS”Sng°Vi" isTocS'in™" DSSing, Philadelphia. He is 
quite a successfuf lawyer and prominent m social circles. In 1892 he pleaded hrs 
first case before the Supreme Court and won it. 

Mr Robert W. Dowdy belonged to 76, but left after his Freshman year to enter 
West'Point. In 1884 he wis appointed Military Instructor in the Suwannee 
University, Tenn. Two years later Lieut. Dowdy was recommended by President 
Cleveland to the Senate for promotion.  ,, ,, .. ... . 

These sketches, incomplete and hastily jotted down, represent pietty well all that 
remember of the JOURNAL’S founders. 1 trust they will answer your purpose, Mr. 
Editor, and believe me, yours, respectfully, ALUMNUS. 
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“Away, my friend! New flight, 
And happy newness, that intends old 

right!” 

For several years the editors have pub- 
licly signified their intention of issuing the 
Journal “at the beginning of each month,” 
but, as far as we remember, not until this 
number, the first of the new year, has this 
purpose been realized. Here, then, we are, 
kind friends, bright and early, in season 
to wish you all a hearty “Happy New 
Year.” A trite commonplace, you say. 
Well, let it be so. Though we own our- 
selves caught in the whirl of the progres- 

sive spirit of the age, and struggling to keep 
abreast with the van in the great “push,” 
we would not seem so far in advance as to 
appear forgetful of the good old customs 
that, in truth, never grow old. And so, in 
all sincerity we say, “May the glad New 
Year bring you the fulfilment of all your 
dearest hopes.” And having ourselves set 
the example we can, too, more effectively 
exhort you to form practical resolutions to 
amend old faults. The failures and disap- 
pointments of bygone years may temper, 
but should not dampen, the ardor of our 
hope in the future. Let our motto ever be 
nil despcrandum. 

With this issue the Journal has assumed 
a definite form and character, which it is 
hoped will be retained, in order that our 
periodical may again deserve the reputa- 
tion for conservativeness which had hith- 
erto been its characteristic and its proud 
boast. 

In getting out the first three numbers of 
the present volume we have been, as it 
were, experimenting; for indeed when the 
incumbent staff undertook to depart from 
the traditions and customs of their prede- 
cessors, they found themselves launched 
upon unknown seas without compass or 
guiding star. But now, reassured by the 
hearty encouragement of friends and by 
the favorable criticisms of fellow journal- 
ists, for which they had looked with the 
eagerness with which the mariner scans the 
horizon to discover a beacon or familiar 
headland, they believe they may safely 
hold the course they are at present steering. 

Yet—if we may be allowed to continue 
the metaphor—to debar our entrance into 
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the harbor of success at tbe close of the 
year, there may appear certain treacherous 
shallows; we mean such as are seen too 
often in the editorial cash-drawer. 

To tide our bark safely across these fre- 
quent causes of shipwreck -we must call 
upon the loyal support of all our friends. 
In this appeal we are not overstepping the 
bounds of what we have a right to expect. 
We do not ask you to emulate the liber- 
ality of those generous benefactors who 
have made donations; we ask you simply to 
pay your subscription. Are you a' student 
and have not yet subscribed? If you are a 
man of honor, we need but remind you of 
your duty. ISTo need to tell you that it is 
not a sign of loyalty nor magnanimity to 
borrow or purloin your neighbor’s paper. 
The managers have strong reasons to com- 
plain of abuse in this respect. It is well 
known that every one within the college 
reads the Journal, yet the proportion of 
subscribers is small. Then, there are the 
day scholars, the medical, and law students, 
of whom too large a number seem to forget 
that it forms part of a community whose 
burdens it ought to share as well as its 
privileges. 

If it be allowed, the editors would sug- 
gest a means by which every student could 
greatly further, without any inconvenience 
to himself, the interests of the Journal. 
Everyone knows that the advertisers consti- 
tute the chief support of almost any publi- 
cation. How, Georgetown University, with 
a student body numbering nearly 800 and 
a proportionately numerous faculty, to say 
nothing of its thousands of alumni, is re- 
garded by every business firm as a most 
desirable patron. And, indeed, our board- 

ers alone patronize an immense number of 
business firms in the city and bring them 
an enormous revenue. What the Journal 
requests of you to do, is to let these firms 
know that you are from Georgetown, that 
you patronize them because they advertise 
iri the Journal, or because you expect that 
they will advertise. By so doing, you will 
make these firms feel that advertising in 
our magazine really benefits them, and you 
will thus help to enhance the value of the 
Journal as an advertising medium. We 
wish to add that advertisements are solicit- 
ed from none but the best firms, and that 
many of these offer special discounts to 
students. Hence there is a mutual advan- 
tage in dealing with business houses whose 
names appear in the pages of the Journal. 
In conclusion we would 'remind T~.n that in 
advancing the interests of tlie ^ ournal you 
directly and indirectly advance your own 
interests. Indirectly, because an excellent 
college periodical reflects credit on the stu- 
dents of the institution whence it ema- 
nates; and directly, because all funds that 
remain after the nrinter’s and engraver’s 
bills have been paid will be offered as prizes 
for contributions, or expended in some form 
or other upon the many enterprises in 
which the students are interested. 

The life of Tennyson, by his son, is one 
of the most interesting events in the liter- 
ary world that 1897 brought to us near its 
close. It is the biography, almost the auto- 
biography, of a man, who more than any 
other Avriter of the Victorian period, had 
gathered in and reflected back the spirit 
of his age and country. And AAfhen time 
shall have settled his true place in litera- 
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ture, we believe that the estimate of him 
shall be that he was the representative of 
the thought and of the best English writ- 
ing in the latter half of the 19th century. 
Tennyson’s life was quite different from 
that which we are accustomed to think 
proper to the true poet. The poet is gen- 
erally supposed to be a man of no practical 
genius, of a Bohemian, roving disposition, 
living from hand to mouth as best he can, 
with no thought of the morrow:—quid 
sit. futurum eras fuge quaerere—is the pre- 
cept of one who had a true poet’s soul, and 
lived a true poet’s life. He is not supposed 
to have any domestic ties, as these would 
only fetter his genius; and his life is a long 
losing struggle against poverty, while the 
works of his genius enrich his publishers 
“Sic Vos non vobis nidificatis aves.” Ho- 
mer was a beggar, chanting his Iliad for 
pennies or the Greek equivalent. Virgil 
would scarcely have been better off but for 
the sheltering care of Maecenas. Shakes- 
peare was a strolling player, fighting for 
his share of the door money. We are 
shocked at the few miserable pounds paid 
for Paradise Lost. The good-natured Oli- 
ver Goldsmith lived in daily dread of the 
pauper prison, and his wits were sharpened 
by the constant fear of a deputy sheriff. 
But Tennyson was a respectable English 
gentleman who lived and thrived on his 
verses, which brought him in a princely 
income and crowned him with a peer’s cor- 
onet. One single poem brought him more 
than all of Shakespeare’s plays brought to 
their author, and Homer would have lived 
in Grecian splendor had his twenty-four 
books of the Iliad been one tithe as fertile 
as was Enoch Arden. But Tennyson was a 

gentleman by birth and by training, and he 
was a gentleman poet. He was by all odds 
superior to any of his contemporaries; but 
we think it a gross exaggeration to place 
him high up among the poets of the world. 
There were some who received his Becket, 
we are told, as greater than any play of 
Shakespeare, and others spoke of Shakes- 
peare, Milton and Tennyson as the Trinity 
of English poetic perfection; but posterity 
will only smile at these outbursts of con- 
temporary enthusiasm. Others who had 
been fed upon the strong, though crude, 
nourishment which Byron and his follow- 
ers administered, could see but little poetic 
power in the laureate; and not quite for- 
gotten yet is a youthful production of the 
reigning English laureate—“Poetry of the 
Period”—which assigns rather an hum- 
ble place to the maker of the Idylls of 
the King. Tennyson had the true poetic 
soul and a poetic ear of exquisite refine- 
ment. Eor him all nature lived, and to 
him all things spoke, and eye and ear pene- 
trated into the heart of things, and he gave 
back their message in the sweetest words 
of which the English tongue is as yet cap- 
able. He was a perfect master of English 
verse, and he had no thought too subtle for 
delicate expression, no concept which he 
could not put to the most delicious word 
music. In the days of his influence, before 
Tennyson began to sing, Byron seized 
upon the listener and carried him perforce, 
as Habacus was carried of old, to some 
lofty eminence whence the splendor of the 
world—of his world—fairly took one’s 
breath away. Kuined nations, shattered 
armaments, rolling oceans, fierce bull-fights 
frighted and delighted the spectator; and 
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in the fierceness of the tempest one forgot 
how verse was shattered and grammar up- 
rooted, and nature herself demolished, 
like one inspired at times he wrote, but it 
was no genius of peace, nor of sweetness, 
nor of truth even, which inspired him. 
Byron and Tennyson offer the greatest 
contrast both on account of their following 
close upon each other and on account of 
their successive sway over the minds of 
their age. Byron represented well the tur- 
bulent times of which he was a witness 
from the horrors of the French revolution 
and the metorlike flash of the First Na- 
poleon. Tennyson was the witness and 
mouthpiece of England’s years of peaceful 
glory. Byron, wild and impetuous, has 
neither time nor will to read below the sur- 
face and to reveal the inner life and mean- 
ing of things. Tennyson, calm and tran- 
quil, communes with nature and wooes her 
secrets from her. 

“All the charms of all the muses flower- 
ing lovely in a word,” wrote Tennyson of 
Virgil, and the praise was as truly his own. 
Leaving out the “In Memoriam,” we think 
that Tennyson’s poetic greatness is best 
seen, or rather felt, in some of his smaller 
pieces or fragments, as he himself styled 
them. In general, the poet might be des- 
cribed as one who has a message to give to 
his fellowmen. This is the meaning of the 
divinus afflatus, or of the divine spark 
which is supposed to be enkindled in the 
poet’s heart and brain. And in proportion 
to the greatness of the message is the great- 
ness of the poet. Homer has delivered his 
message of Western civilization, and it has 
added to the culture of the world. Virgil 
has crystalized all the splendor of Rome 

from Aeneas to Augustus; Dante has lifted 
the veil a little that separates the present 
and the past from the future; and Shakes- 
peare has literally played upon every chord 
of the human heart. These are the men 
who create, whose every creation is a type, 
wrho weave truth together into the one 
great chapter of humanity. We fail to 
find any great message in the larger works 
of Tennyson. Beautiful tales he tells, and 
he tells them well; sparkling jewels have 
fallen from his gifted pen “like fireflies in 
a silver braid,” but no one great central les- 
son has he taught which will make his 
poems a wonder and civilizer throughout 
all time. “Broken lights” he has in plenty, 
but no great central sun illuminating all. 
Notwithstanding the perfect diction and 
the beautiful imagery and the musical flow 
of the Idylls of the King, no one would be 
so bold as to call them collectively a great 
epic poem. And if anywhere the poet’s 
transcendent genius were to be manifested, 
surely it should have been in these, his 
most ambitious work. And no one under- 
stood this better than the laureate himself 
when he termed them Idylls, even with two 
Is—above the lowly idyl of the rustic poet, 
but lower than the sublimity of epic song- 
demanded. His chief hero is King Arthur 
and no other, for Tennyson’s Arthur rep- 
resents no one except himself, and of all 
his creations, among the knights of the 
Round Table, Arthur is undoubtedly the 
weakest. Tennyson evidently wished to 
depict a man who was something more than 
human, and no one but an inspired evan- 
gelist could do that. Homer sang of the 
wrath of a hero, and he was equal to the 
task, and all through his great epic we feel 
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in sympathy with the deeds and sufferings 
of Achilles, because he is so human. Yirgil 
sang of the man who, with all a man’s feel- 
ings, succeeded, like a man, in laying the 
foundations of an everlasting empire. 
Shakespeare’s men and women are too nu- 
merous to mention, but each one is a type 
and true to their better or worse manhood 
c.r womanhood; but Tennyson’s Arthur at- 
tracts no sympathy, excites no enthusiasm 
—we can only pity him in his misfortune 
and wonder that one so gifted had failed 
to see what had been, for so long a time, a 
subject of common gossip. Even in that 
truly great scene in which Arthur forgives 
and parts from his faithless queen forever, 
we pity him only and it is the pity given 
to utter helplessness. Arthur is no hero— 
he is not the man of the true epic. He is 
neither teacher nor guide from whom we 
can learn or whom we can follow. He is 
a proper, respectable mediocre English 
gentleman of this 19th century, who would 
have brought Lancelot before the courts if 
they had existed in those far-off days. 
Many years ago Alfred Austin, the present 
laureate, described the Idylls of the King 
as beautiful cabinet pictures, faultless in 
their beauty and in their setting, and such 

indeed they are. But there is no bold stroke 
of an Angelo amongst them—no touch of 
the highest genius such as Raffael might 
have drawn. There is no burst of passion 
that seizes upon the heart, no torrent of 
thought that overpowers and sweeps the 
hearer on. Much there is which makes one 
say, “How beautiful,” “How true,” “How- 
sweet and tender,” “How perfectly the poet 
understood the softer affections of the hu- 
man heart,” but there is not a single line 
in all the Idylls of the King that will cause 
one to proclaim the poet’s sublimity. He 
comes nearer to it in Guinevere than any- 
w'here else, but still he does not touch that 
chord of highest human emotion. 

These are some of the desultory thoughts 
that have been suggested by the appear- 
ance of the life of Tennyson. We who 
speak the English tongue owe him a great 
debt of thankfulness, but our enthusiasm 
and gratitude should not run away with our 
judgment. Tennyson is not, we think, in 
the first rank of our English poets, and fu- 
ture generations will turn to him as the best 
exponent of the cultured, refined, respect- 
able age in which v-e live, but by no means 
the noblest in the history of the world even 
up to date. 

THE NEW AND THE OLD YEAR. 

Down the cold streets, 
Bent to the frosty earth with many woes, 

A shuddering outcast whom no man greets, 
The Old Year goes. 

Ring out, ring out, oh Bell! 
High let thy music swell: 
And loud with joy sincere 
Greet the New Year. 

Now comes apace 
A child of joy; the old man shrinks in fear, 

As with new hope far-shining from his face 
Comes the New Year. 

But sound a sadder tone 
For something past and flown: 
And drop a pitying tear 
For the Old Year. 

G. P. G., 19’ 
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OUR LIBRARY TABLE. 

Under the above heading we propose to 
comment briefly each month on some mag- 
azine articles which may possess more than 
ordinary interest for college men. 

Scholars and students will be glad to 
read the account of the “American Exca- 
vations at Sparta and Corinth,” which is 
given by J. Gennadius in the January 
Forum. “ The latest exploration under, 
taken by the American scholars bids fair 
to eclipse all their previous achievements.” 
The glories of ancient Corinth are graph- 
ically described, and notwithstanding the 
devastations of the Romans and the rav- 
ages of modern wars, it is confidently 
hoped that many arcliEeological treasures 
still lie buried in these fields. Since 1858 
the site of the ancient city has been given 
over to cultivation. The article ends with 
an appeal to some American Croesus to 
earn undying fame by supplying the funds 
for the work of exploration. In connec- 
tion with these researches, we may men- 
tion a very interesting paper in Nature for 
Desember 16. It contains some important 
astronomical investigations of heliacal 
stars. In the ancient temples both of 
Greece and the colonies, it was important 
that the sacrificing priest should be warned 
of the approach of day. Hence a star was 
chosen which either rose or set an about an 
hour before sunrise and on opening was 
made for observing it. The number of 
available stars was very small and as the 

procession of equinoxes changed the rela- 
tive position of star and sun, astronomers 
are now able to calculate at what period 
the stars were available. The archaeological 
conclusions promise to be of great value. 
From the study already made, it has been 
possible to fix the date of construction of 
many ancient buildings and these dates 
correspond exactly with the results ob- 
tained from other sources. 

Prof. Brander Matthews writes in the 
same number of the Forum on “The Rela- 
tion of the Drama to Literature.” He in- 
sists on the distinction between the dra- 
matic art based on action and spoken lan- 
guage and literature which depends on the 
written word. The latter appeals to the 
eye, the former to the ear. Hence though 
the great dramatists are also poets, it must 
not be forgotten that they are theatre-poets 
and their rank as dramatists must be 
judged by their ability to hold the atten- 
tion of their audience not by the literary 
value of their writings. “Great dramatic 
critics are scarce; there are a scant half- 
dozen of them in all the history of liter- 
ature.” The merely literary critic is apt to 
forget in his criticism of drama, that the 
authors are primarily playwrights and 
should be judged accordingly. The Pro- 
fessor seems to hold that the dramatic art, 
“perhaps the most difficult of all arts,” is 
quite independent of the poetic and should 
not be classed, as has been done by so many 
rhetoricians, as a subdivision of poetry. 
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The American Monthly Review of Re- 
views has a paper on “Three Patriarchs of 
Education” who have died recently. They 
are Prof. Tyler of Amherst, Prof. Drisler 
of Columbia, and Mr. Charles Butler, the 
friend and patron of Mew York Univers- 
ity. All three deserve a more than passing 
remembrance for their services to the cause 
of higher education in the United States. 

* * * 

Professor Lanciani’s recent book, “The 
Ruins and Excavations of Ancient Rome,” 
is attracting attention in the magazines. 
There is a good account of the book in the 
Catholic World for January. College men 
will find in the work descriptions of the 
ancient city which make very useful com- 
mentaries on the classic authors read in 
class, and lend life to the study of these 
historic sites. 

* -x- * 

In Scribner’s we find some comment on 
recent articles on educational topics, one of 
which contends that a boy may much bet- 
ter spend two years of his youth in travel 
than three in a university. The advantages 
of travel are recognized by all, but we may 
well ask whether those who profit most by 
travel are not young men whose minds 
have been trained in school and college by 
sound culGire, and say what you will, the 
languages give that culture and other pur- 
suits do not. The writer in Scribner’s sug- 
gests that liberal promoters of true educa- 
tion should try to bring travel within the 
reach of youths to whom it is not available. 
He is even surprised that such men have 
not yet appeared, since rich Americans 
have not been backward in contributing 

funds so that the youth of the country may 
have the appliances and the opportunity to 
learn. It is on such generous benefactors 
that our colleges depend for their support 
and progress. 

* * -x 

The first article in the Cosmopolitan is a 
very readable and well illustrated paper on 
“The Real Klondike,” by our energetic and 
talented alumnus, Mr. J. S. Easby-Smith, 
’91. The writer crossed the Chilkoot Pass 
last summer and went as far as Lake Linde- 
man. His account of the trip is among the 
very best which have appeared, and gives 
us a true idea of the hardships the miners 
must undergo in their quest for gold. 

Mr. John Brisben Walker has written a 
page on “Some Difficulties of Modern Jour- 
nalism.” “The chief defect of present-day 
journalism is a result of the system of 
news-gathering.” Reporters are allotted so 
much space and they endeavor to fill it 
without regard to the relative value of the 
news, and even of truth. This must prove 
disastrous; for the public wants truth and 
will soon cast aside this modern journalism. 

A prospectus is given of “The Cosmo- 
politan University,” which is not wdthout 
interest as an attempt to spread the advan- 
tages of hard study under guidance. 

* * * 

The January Century is notable for 
many excellent and interesting articles. 
Hone are, however, such as fall under the 
class which we are accustomed to comment 
on here. The same is true of Harper’s, 
which, however, consists chiefly of short 
stories. These indicate, we suppose, the 
taste of the readers. Eor publishers are 
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ever on the alert to furnish what their 
patrons desire. 

* * * 

The Atlantic Monthly, our pre-eminent- 
ly literary magazine, presents us for the 
Hew Year with an excellent array of pa- 
pers. The first article on the “Growth and 
Expression of Public Opinion” contains 
some very serious reflections on the news- 
paper press which we trust will gain the 
attention of college men. The only hope 
of journalism in this country seems to us 
to be in the hands of educated thinkers, 
who will devote themselves to leading pub- 
lic opinion, of which these newspapers are 
the guides and the expression. At present 
the press is first of all a money-making 
scheme, and too many journalists are quite 
unscrupulous about the manner in which 
the money is made. 

Mr. Chapman continues his study of our 
intellectual condition in America. The ab- 
sence of any great art he attributes to the 
lack of faith, of any genuine belief in any- 
thing beyond the acquirement of wealth, 
position or power. People have given up 
very generally their childhood’s faith and 
now invent opinions to suit the passing mo- 
ment. The principles of morality, our po- 
litical and social theories are all under dis- 
cussion, are all a prey to doubt; people have 
no settled convictions on what used to be 
considered the most important matters of 
life. The picture which he draws is very 
dark and the outlook for art or letters is 
sad, but we cannot agree with the writer 
that any new solution of the problem of 
existence can be found by the multitude 
“acting on facts.” Their only hope is a re- 

turn by reason to faith and to a practical 
realization of eternal truths in their man- 
ner of thinking and in their conduct. 

Col. Higginson’s reminiscences of “Lit- 
erary Pai'is Twenty Years Ago” continue 
the account of his visit to Europe in the 
late seventies. They have hardly the in- 
terest of his former paper on London, but 
are not unimportant contributions to the 
history of modern Erench society. 

Mr. Hall Caine’s “The Christian” is se- 
verely taken to task in the article entitled 
“Moral’ Melodrama to Order.” 

* * * 

We read the following paragraphs in the 
North American Beview for January. They 
are found in “The Solution of the Twen- 
tieth Century City Problem,” by Amasa 
Thornton. 

“The principle of religious teaching in 
the public schools is one that meets with 
intense opposition on the part of the pub- 
lic, and is disapproved of by most teachers. 
I am firmly convinced that one of the 
greatest blunders that have been made in 
our country in the last half century has 
been the failure to educate the American 
youth in Bible truths and teachings, and 
the result of such failure may bring dis- 
aster. 

“The Catholic Church has insisted that 
it is its duty to educate the children of 
parents of the Catholic faith in such a way 
as to fix religious truths in the youthful 
mind. For this it has been assailed by the 
non-Catholic population, and Catholics 
have even been charged with being ene- 
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mies af the people and of the flag. Any 
careful observer in the city of New York 
can see that the only people, as a class,who 
are teaching the children in the way that 
will secure the future for the best civiliza- 

tion are the Catholics; and although a 
Protestant of the firmest kind, I believe the 
time has come to recognize this fact, and 
for us all to lay aside religious prejudices 
and practically meet this question.” 

OUR EXCHANGES. 
Our exchanges have said some pretty things 

about us and paid us high compliments be- 
cause of our change in form and in the ar- 
rangement of matter. All this is very nice 
and places the editors under deep obligations 
of gratitude and reciprocity. They certainly 
are grateful and would tell you so if they got 
the chance, but you see they leave all this to 
the ex. man, who is thereby put in a most un- 
enviable position. 

In the beginning, he laid down as a princi- 
ple that, although following a liberal policy, 
he would not scatter praise broadcast, but 
bestow it only where, in his judgment, it was 
really merited. Now, however, unless he en- 
ters into “a mutual admiration” compact 
with certain exchanges, he’ll be dubbed a 
mean cuss, or charged with inflation of the 
cerebrum. Whether or not his fears become 
facts, he is resolved to adhere to his original 
platform, and so he addresses himself to the 
task. 

Two months of neglect have allowed our ex- 
changes to accumulate with frightful rapid- 
ity. The ex. man is appalled at the mass that 
meets his eye as he enters the sanctum. 
There is hardly time to more than glance at 
the titles and covers, and here indeed were 
food eough for a lengthy article. Was there 
ever such a variety of covers? Each publica- 
tion seems to be vieing with another to sur- 
pass it in design. A few, of course, even 
among the latest, are bald imitations of older 
and existing forms, but the most, by far, dis- 
play wonderful ingenuity in devising novel 
and striking designs or combinations of color. 

Among the most noteworthy for external 
appearance is the flaring red of the Calfskin, 
with its grotesque design. This is a publica- 
tion by young lawyers and law students, Mr. 
O'Neill, of our Law School serving as a mem- 
ber of the staff. Of its inner worth we shall 
speak another time. 

The Waghington Capital was quite bon ton in its 
dress of cream colored water silk, with press work 
in violet ink. 

The Dial came resplendent in a dazzling 
Christmas garb, while the Carolinian, the Colo- 
rado Collegian, the College Folio, for the holiday 

numbers, added holly wreaths to their ordinary 
costume. 

The Salve Regina and the Fordham Monthly 
come to us completely transformed. While both 
are very neat and surely impro-ved by the change, 
we cannot praise the originality of the latter 
periodical. 

If we had a prize to offer for general neat- 
ness and display of exquisite taste in the make- 
up of a Christmas number without a radical 
deviation from the established form, we should 
bestow it upon the Agnelian Monthly. The 
rare good taste evinced by the exterior of this 
paper is no less discernible in the literary excel- 
lence of its contributions. 

With a cordial welcome we hail the arrival 
as newcomers to our sanctum, The Uresse, 
the P. and S. Plexus, two representatives of 
medical schools; the Tamarack, the Sidney- 
Hampden Magazine, the Chisel, the Pacific Wave, 
the I'ox Wesley ana, the Record, the Buff and 
Blue, the Trinity Archive, the Clemson College 
Chronicle, the Mount, the St. Xavier’s Monthly 
and the Aloysian. This last is a new venture 
in college journalism and deserves an extended 
mention, but as it is a quarterly we may lay it 
aside for the present. 

The Voice is an excellent weekly published by 
Funk ond Wagnalls of New' York. It is a de- 
voted apostle of temperance, and without rant 
or disgusting sensationalism it lays bare the evils 
of intemperance, suggests methods of reform and 
clearly and forcibly proposes arguments for so- 
briety and abstinence. 

We also gratefully acknowledge the receipt 
of the Nassau Lit., the Owl, the Richmond Messen- 
ger, the Southern Collegian, the Xavier, the Holy 
Cross Purple, the Stylus, the Pennsylvanian, the La- 
fayette, the Brunonian, the Dinkinsonian, w'eekly 
and monthly; the Burnet-Woods Echo, the Guilford 
Collegian, the Ilaverfordian, the Bates Student, the 
Manitau Messenger, the Niagara Rainbow, the St. 
Mary’s Chimes, the Sentinel, the St. John’s Collegian, 
the Abbey Student, the College Student, the Beaumont 
Review and Stonyhurst Magazine, from England, and 
Alma Mater, from Sydney, Australia. 

The ex. man of the Notre Dame Scholastic 
is pleased with our cover, but thinks our 
“reading matter” not conformed to his idea 
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of a college paper. This he proceeds to show 
by a strangely hazy definition ot a college pa- 
per and by a more strangely befogged asser- 
tion concerning the authorship of the Jour- 
nal’s articles. Will he kindly point out which 
are those articles that he alleges were writ- 
ten by the Faculty? Perhaps he refers to 
those by Alumni, Law, Medical or Post-Grad- 
uate students. But are not these also stu- 
dents? Surely, the term “student” is as 
strictly applicable to these, if it be not more 
so, as it is to under-graduates and to prepara- 
tory and grammer school boys. How, then, 
does the Journal depart from the Scholastic’s 
definition of a college paper? Or perhaps it 
is the intrinsic excellence of certain contribu- 
tions that led this ex. man to believe them to 
come from members of the Faculty. How- 
ever flattering this belief may be to the 
writers of the articles in question it is decid- 
edly unjust to the Journal and to the Faculty 
of Georgetown. Of course, our under-gradu- 
ates can write worthy articles. Indeed, the 
editorial basket overflows with them. But 
our editors know full well that essays from 
Sophomores and Juniors, or even Seniors in 
their first term, with titles like these, “Bac- 

teriology,” “The Supreme Court,” “The Influ- 
ence of the Clergy,” “The Growth of Relig- 
ion,” etc., etc., are seldom or never read. Be- 
cause, if original, they cannot but be vague, 
inaccurate and incomplete; if they have not 
these defects then are they regarded but as 
abstracts or synopses of standard works. Of 
such contributions there is no dearth, and 
when more interesting matter fails our edi- 
tors will surely insert articles of that nature 
for the gratification and delectation of the 
Scholastic’s ex. man. 

Our old friend, the Niagara Index, is usu- 
ally very cautious and clear headed, but the 
holiday dinners of their concomitants seem 
to have sadly addled its wits. Or perhaps we 
have here an example of an under-graduate 
hopelessly floundering in the depths of philo- 
sophical speculation. We earnestly recom- 
mend J. F. O’L. to read Fichte, Hegel and men 
of his ilk in the original, or at least to read 
approved translations of these authors. Our 
acquaintance with works in philosophy is, of 
course, rather meagre, but it more than suf- 
fices to see the ludicrous absurdity of mistak- 
ing the Pantheist’s “Ego,” in English, “I,” for 
eye! 

T. J. C., ’99. 

OLD GEORGETOWN. 

(Lines written on reading the article on 
Georgetown College in Donahoe’s for Octo- 
ber.) 

Old Georgetown, when we parted years ago 
Your son went forth to face the “world of 

strife,” 
And all the stern realities of life, 

With almost joy—his spirit longed to go 
Into the very thickest of the fight 
To see what could be gained by truth and 

right. 

For, dear old school, your sheltering kind- 
ness, so 

Had made the world—his world—a gentle 
place 

Full of strong friendships, of up-lifting days 
And souls congenial; and how could he know 

Of traitorous hand-clasps and heart-sicken- 
ing knocks, 

Of spirit-tiring jars and cruel shocks? 

These the world taught him; and the passing 
years 

Have, haply, sometimes made him heartless, 
too. 

To-day, by chance, an old song’s words, a 
view 

Of long-lost days bring back the hopes and 
fears 

Of boyhood, and a thousand memories start 
Like springtime flowers, and cheer his tired 

heart. 

Again he seems to see the dear old walls, 
Again he joins in Georgetown’s songs and 

talks, 
On noisy campus or poetic “walks,” 

Or dreams the classic dreams of study halls. 
And dreams compel him new resolves to 

make 
To still be strong and brave, for George- 

town’s sake. 
WALTER M. EGGINTON. 

(Donahoe’s Magazine.) 
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UNIVERSITY NOTES. 

LAW SCHOOL. 

“I am a wise fellow; and which is more, an 
officer; and which is more, a householder; and 
which is more * * * one that knows the 
law, go to; and a rich fellow enough, go to; 
and a fellow that hath had losses; and one 
that hath two gowns, and everything hand- 
some about him. O! that I had been writ 
down—an ass.”-—Much Ado —. 

Well, I sincerely trust I have not been “writ 
down—an ass” or a “flunk” by the examining 
board, yet my mind is “bound in saucy doubts 
and fears.” Yes, it’s all over. The first term, 
with its examinations, is a thing of the past— 
a mere memory—but something more than a 
dream. Alas! it had altogether too much re- 
ality and substantiality about it for many of 
our tastes. The examinations in the matter 
of the first half were extremely severe, far 
reaching and searching. Indeed, the ques- 
tions in Real Property for Seniors and Jun- 
iors made up undoubtedly the hardest set 
ever proposed to any oody of law students in 
the District, not even excepting that pro- 
posed to candidates for av-^ssion to the bar. 
At least, this is the opinion of several promi- 
nent lawyers in the District. The opinions of 
the students we may pass over without com- 
ment, as it would not be very edifying to ex- 
press them publicly, and our stock of Billings- 
gate phrases is quite limited. 

On the evening of Saturday, December 11, 
the Law School Debating Society held its sec- 
ond public debate, and if success can be judg- 
ed by the size of the audience that debate 
should certainly be considered emphatically 
successful. The question discussed was: “Re- 
solved, That the Hawaiian Islands should be 
annexed to the United States.” 

Mr. Eugene Brosnan, of New York, presided, 
and after a few words of welcome introduced 
the speakers of the evening. The affirmative 
was upheld by Mr. James S. McCarthy, of Mis- 
sissippi, and Mr. Goundry Bingham, of Ala- 
bama. On the negative side was Mr. Freder- 
ick Schade, of Virginia, and Mr. Waters 
Brown, of the District of Columbia. 

Both sides w7ere ably and eloquently argued, 
but the palm was carried olf by the negative, 
and it was decided not to annex Hawaii. The 
judges were Reverend Flournoy Minefee, pres- 
ident of Washington College; Hon. Chas. Pel- 
ham, of Virginia, and Mr. Chas. U. Darr, of 
the District of Columbia. 

The second term will begin on Monday, Jan- 
uary 3, 1898. The Journal expects to be “out” 

by that date, ready to greet the returning 
students and wish them all a most hearty 
New Year. R, J. W. 

MEDICAL SCHOOL. 

The holidays have come and gone! They 
were very much enjoyed, without question, 
and despite the blighting thought of the ex- 
aminations that awaited our return. These 
indeed had some of the qualities of Santa 
Claus gifts. They were distributed without 
partiality. Everybody got something—there 
was Physiology, Organic Chemistry, Anat- 
omy, Gynaecology and Hygiene. 

The members of the Second Year Class find 
Anatomy highly interesting, though it comes 
upon them while they are treading the mazes 
of nerves, nervous organs, ganglia, reflex ac- 
tions and other such mysteries. However, 
they are to be congratulated on having their 
Physiology and Anatomy of the Nervous 
System simultaneouslv. 

Histology keeps the wits of the First Year 
men from falling into desuetude. Still, the 
subject has its interest for them in spite of 
the labor it entails. 

Through the kindness of Dr. Taber John- 
son a number of Third Year men were able 
to witness a very interesting case of Laparo- 
tomy. 

We forgot to mention in an earlier number 
the organization of a Surgical Society 
among the Fourth Year men. The society is 
very flourishing and should be highly encour- 
aged, as its object and modes of proceeding 
are most worthy. Onee a week the society 
holds a meeting at which a paper on surgery 
prepared by one of the members is read and 
discussed. The Journal suggests that these 
papers be sent in for publication, as they will 
no doubt prove of much interest to our medi- 
cal exchanges. These meeting of the society 
have been courteously thrown open to the 
members of the other classes. The Modera- 
tor of the society is Dr. Vaughan; the Presi- 
dent is Mr. Grogan, of the Senior Class. 

Dr. Lovejoy’s lectures on Practice have 
proven not only highly instructive, but re- 
ceive an additional element of interest from 
the lecturer’s method of illustrating his doc- 
trines and principles, by reference to the 
striking cases which, as a physician, he has 
treated during many years of practice. 

Quiz in Practice is given to Third Year by 
Dr. Dudley Morgan, and in no branch of med- 
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ical study are these useful exercises attended 
in greater numbers or with keener pleasure. 

Dr. Bowen’s lectures are concise and to the 
point. In his quizzes no point is passed over 
until fully demonstrated and clearly under- 
stood by all. 

Prof. Hird, on Organic Chemistry, has per- 
haps the most difficult subject to treat. 
About the importance of this branch of study 
there can be no question, yet it is hard to 
arouse for it the interest and enthusiasm 
that seems to hold the students in other 
branches. The lecturer, however, leaves 
nothing untried in order to win and hold the 
students’ attention. 

E. LAMB. 

GRADUATE SCHOOL OF ARTS AND SCI- 
ENCES. 

The new year is at hand. We hail it as the 
beginning of the end of our collegiate career. 
Before it has closed its page our barks shall 
be cast upon a new sea and the training for 
our profession shall begin. It is the transi- 
tion period of our lives, during which to many 
of us will come that tide, of which Shakes- 
peare says: 

... .“taken at its flood, leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of this life 
Is bound in shallows and in miseries.” 

Hence, we should welcome it with inten- 
tions that correspond with its importance. 
And just as Father Time is always represent- 
ed at this neriod as putting off the old man 
and putting on the new, so should we revive 
ourselves in integrity and industry wherever 
we have become weakened or dormant during 
the past year. 

The Class in Philosophy has completed its 
course in Evolutions, and will begin the study 
of Agnosticism after the holidays. The first 
paper in this course was written December 
17, on “The Philosophy of Aristotle.” 

Shakespeare’s “Henry IV” has formed the 
subject of a very detailed critical and analyti- 
cal study in the Class of Literature during the 
past month. The third paper, on “Pope and 
Dryden,” has been announced. 

A “Philosopher’s Banquet” seems to be a 
contradictory expression, for we generally as- 
sociate with the word philosopher one care- 
less of his bodily welfare, and so devoted to 
the pursuit of learning that he cares little for 
feasting. Yet the above is precisely what 
took place on the evening of December 16, 
when the staid philosophers of the Collegiate 
and Post-Graduate Departments met in the 
refectory to enjoy the good cheer which the 
Faculty had specially prepared for them. 
About fifty gathered around the banquet 
board. After the tables had been cleared im- 
promptu speeches were called for by Father 
Devitt, who acted as toastmaster. “Bishop” 

Staed, “Judge” McLaughlin. “Dr.” Lamb and 
Mr. Judd, Professor of Biology, responded for 
the North Building, his “Grace,” from St. 
Louis, keeping the board in continual merri- 
ment by his drollery and wit. The gathering 
was honored by the presence of Father Rec- 
tor, Father Conway, Vice-President, and 
Father Devitt, Professor of Philosophy. 

A real, live Santa Claus, “with the reindeer 
without,” as he himself said, but really with- 
out the reindeer, was what the children of 
Holy Trinity parish were treated to on Christ- 
mas morning. Dr. Lamb certainly made a 
rare old stocking filler, and his stories of the 
region where one goes with a Vandyke but 
returns with a Van Winkle were very much 
appreciated by the children. 

The ancient Greeks had a maxim, de'i dpcirrsustv 
“always for the best”—which is frequently 
adopted by students of Philosophy as their 
golden rule. A peep into the rooms of the 
north building on any evening of the vacation 
would lead a stranger to believe that the 
present worshippers at the shrine of Minerva 
had mistaken the meaning of the verb. Cer- 
tain it is that there was a continuous round 
of “breakfasting” during the entire period. 
Spreads and good cheer were everywhere, 
thanks to the many kind remembrances of 
our friends at home. 

With the opening of the new alleys has 
come the craze for bowling among the Post- 
Graduates, and every morning they may be 
seen in the gym. enjoying this fine sport. Up 
to the present Dr. McCarthy, the genial cap- 
tain of our nine, seems to be the “nulli secun- 
dus ne plus ultra” among all the bowlers of 
the north building. 

The Morris held but one meeting during the 
past month, owing to the preparations for 
the term exams, in Law and Philosophy. The 
new constitution reported by the committee 
was finally adopted after much discussion and 
amendment. 

JOHN J. KIRBY. 

COLLEGE NOTES. 

For some time there has been dissatisfac- 
tion in the Philodemic Debating Society over 
certain articles in the constitution and at a 
recent meeting of that body a committee 
for the purpose of revising the constitution 
was appointed, as follows: Messrs. F. J. 
Byrne, ’99, Jno. E. Moore, 19’, J. W. Hallahan, 
’99, Paul W. MacMahon, ’98, and Thos. J. 
O’Neill, ’99. They have been busily engaged 
for the past week and expect to complete 
their task in a few days. 

There is also a movement on foot in the 
Philodemic to arrange debates with the Mor- 
ris Debating Society, but as yet nothing defi- 
nite has been decided. It is greatly hoped 
by many of the members in each society that 
such competitions will be held, as such de- 
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bates will undoubtedly arouse more enthusi- 
asm and also give the ambitious devotees of 
forensic ability a wider field for the display 
of their oratorical powers. 

When the noon bell sounded on Wednesday, 
December 22, its tones were unusually gay— 
at least they seemed so to all the students 
whom they called from their hard labors and 
to whom they proclaimed the joyous times of 
the Christmas holidays. Whether the boys 

spend these days at home or at the College 
they cannot help enjoying themselves, for 
few are sad at Christmas time. By the kind- 
ness of the Reverend Provincial, Father Edw. 
I. Purbrick, S. J., now visiting the College, 
the holidays were extended until Tuesday, 
January 4. He showed his Christmas good 
will, and all Georg-etown wishes him a Merry 
Christmas and Merry New Year. 

G. P. G., 19’. 

WITH THE OLD BOYS. 
The Journal offers most hearty congratula- 

tions to D. Marcus Dyer, A. B., ’92, on his ele- 
vation to the priesthood. The ceremonies, of 
which we have not yet received a detailed ac- 
count, took place on Saturday, December 18, 
at the Seminary of Cambrai, France. The 
Reverend Father Dyer has been pursuing his 
theological studies at Lille. During his so- 
journ in Europe he writes that he had the ex- 
treme pleasure of meeting one of his old pro- 
fessors, Father Dufour, at Paray-le-Monial. 
At Lille, too, his exile was cheered by the 
companionship, during two weeks, of Frank C. 
Keyes, A. B,, ’93, who had come there intend- 
ing to take a course in Philosophy, but later 
left for Munich, where he is at present. While 
making an extended tour through France dur- 
ing the last vacations he met en route Dr. Ed. 
L. Keyes, A. B., ’92, a classmate and the 
cousin of Frank Keyes. 

Father Dyer expects soon to return to the 
States. His home is in Washington, and of 
course he will call at the College, where he 
will be most cordially welcomed. His name 
will ever be held in benediction by the officials 
of the Journal, for he was one of its most 
efficient business managers and by his energy 
and tact had tided its affairs over the shoal 
of a financial crisis and gave it a new impetus 
and renewed life. 

We are in receipt of an interesting letter 
from Mr. Michael Earls, A. M., ’97, one of last 
year s most frequent contributors. As the 
letter is rather long and contains much of 
general interest it has been inserted among 
the literary matter, together with the sonnet 
that accompanied it. 

Mr. P. J. Carlon, A. B., ’93, in company with 
E. J. Moxley, in residence ’76-’80, recently vis- 

ited the College. Mr. Carlon left New York, 
where he was admitted to the bar, for the 
West, and has established an excellent prac- 
tice in Indianapolis. Mr. Moxley is still locat- 
ed in the city, where he serves as reporter for 
the Senate. 

Mr. Louis A. Kengla, B. S., ’82, A. B., ’83, M. 
D., ’86, formerly of Washington, D. C., is now 
in San Francisco, where he is chief editor of 
the Pacific Record of Medicine and Surgery. 
Dr. Kengla will be remembered as the winner 
of the Toner Scientific Medal in ’82, for his 
collection of arrow heads, pestles, etc., the 
subject of study being “Archaeology of the 
District of Columbia.” Dr. Kengla afterwards 
presented this collection to the Coleman Mu- 
seum. 

On November 28th, at Laurel Hill, Md., died 
Dr. N. Snowden, up to that time one of 
Georgetown’s oldest Alumni, having entered 
the College in ’43. 

Visitors at the College were J. Neal Power, 
A. B., ’95, and Wm. Evans Fox, ’97. Mr. Power 
is taking a Post-Graduate course in the New 
York Law School. He is in town to be pres- 
ent at the funeral of his uncle, Mr. Neal T. 
Murray. 

Mr. Wilton A. Lackaye, in residence ’76-’80, 
of Svengali fame, while lamenting the utter 
desolateness of the players’ Christmas, knows 
how to augment the joy of others. The Jour- 
nal expresses itself highly delighted with the 
Christmas gift Mr. Lackaye has sent it. This 
consists of a handsomely illustrated card 
containing an original poem, “The Players' 
Christmas,” which we take the liberty to pub- 
lish on another page. 

It is with sincere sorrow that the Journal 
reports the death of one of Georgetown’s 
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dearest sons, Mr. Neal T. Murray, A. B., ’73, 
LL. B., ’76. During his course at college Mr. 

Murray was remarkable for his industry and 
exemplary conduct. In his year of graduation 
he bore of£ the gold medal for national Phil- 
osophy, besides high honors inother branches. 
Mr. Murray during life was ever distinguished 
for his lofty integrity as a lawyer and for his 
deep religious sentiments. Heart disease was 
the cause of his death. The Journal offers 
condolence to the bereaved relatives and 
friends of Mr. Murray, and hopes in the next 
number to give a more extended sketch of 
his life. 

A highly interesting event took place at the 
Hotel Windsor, New York, Tuesday, night, 
December 7. It was the reception and ban- 
quet of the New York State Society of the 
Order of Founders and Patriots of America, 
in honor of its governor, Hon. William Winton 
Goodrich, who has just returned from Europe. 

This society is remarkable for this—that it 
is the only one of a social character that Rus- 
sel Sage is a member of. As will appear from 
the clipping taken from the Mail and Express, 
the society is most exclusive in its nature. 

We mention the event here because one of 
the most prominent figures on that occasion 
was that of an Old Boy. Mr. Charles A. Hoyt 
graduated from Georgetown in ’57, and took 
his A. M. in ’60. 

“After coffee had been served Col. F. D. 
Grant arose, and in a brief address welcomed 
the members and their guests, and referred 
to the latest notable acquisition to the so- 
ciety’s roll of membership, Russell Sage, 
whom Col. Grant calleu ‘one of the boys.’ The 
deputy governor of the society, Charles Al- 
bert Hoyt, of Brooklyn, then extended to the 
returned governor the fraternal greetings of 
the members in a speech warm with patriot- 
ism and bright with the hope of a splendid 
future for the society. Mr. Hoyt spoke of its 
wonderful growth, and how its books showed, 
eighteen months after its incorporation, a 
membership of 350, each one of whom was 
obliged to show that he was a lineal descend- 
ant m the male line of either parent from an 
ancestor who settled in any of the original 
colonies now included in the United States of 
America, from the settlement of Jamestown, 
May 13, 1607, to May 13, 1657, inclusive, and 
whose intermediate ancestors adhered as pa- 
triots to the cause of the revolutionary war. 
No descendant of a tory is eligible to mem- 

tbeShl^’ Wlth the limitations which the rules of the society prescribe, the num- 

ber of members that have been enrolled with- 
in such a short time is remarkable, as Mr. 
Hoyt said. 

“The deputy governor spoke of the object 
of the society, which primarily is to keep 
alive the love of country and to teach regard 
for names and history, character and perse- 
verance ana deeds of heroism of the founders 
of the American colonies. He quoted from 
Edmund Burke, who said that people would 
not look forward to posterity who did not 
look back to ancestry, and that in this Gov- 
ernment of ours, where there was a widely 
diffused spirit of intelligent patriotism, the 
primary object of the Founders and Patriots 
should be to teach the people to be better 
citizens and better Americans. Mr. Hoyt 
spoke interestingly of the early history of 
New England, and of the men of Connecticut, 
and he referred to old Independence Hall, in 
Philadelphia, and to the memories of Lexing- 
ton, Concord, Valley Forge and Yorktown. 
When he finished he was given hearty Ameri- 
can cheers.” 

Mr. Charles Denby, LL. D., ’85, was report- 
ed some time ago as returning from China 
somewhat impaired in health. Later reports 
tell us that his successor’s appointment has 
not yet been ratified, and that Mr. Denby will 
most probably be requested to continue to 
serve his country as Minister at Pekin. Mr. 
Denby is from Indiana, and spent three years 
at Georgetown somewhere in the “forties.” 
He completed his education in Europe, prac- 
ticed law at home, and in 1885 received his 
appointment to China from Mr. Cleveland, 
lhat same year Mr. Denby, on the occasion 
of receiving the honorary degree of LL. D. at 
Georgetown, delivered an address to . the 
graduates. Mr. Denby has retained his ap- 
pointment through the successive administra- 
tions until the present. Should the report 
that he is to return be confirmed the Society 
of Alumni will be ready to give its illustrious 
member a hearty receiption on his arrival at 
Washington. 

The Washington City Dental Society held 
its annual banquet at the Oxford on Decem- 
ber 14. After the banquet a business meeting 
was called and the annual election of officers 
took place. At this election Dr. Wm. N. Co- 
gan was elected president of the society Dr 
Cogan has held the office of secretary during 
three years. Mr. Cogan is a member of the 
Society of Alumni in virtue of having been for 
several years connected with the Faculty of 
Georgetown in the Academic Department. 
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NEWS OF THE MONTH. 

The Christmas holidays bring good cheer to 
almost everybody and to everything at 
Georgetown, but they certainly do not bene- 
fit the “News of the Month,” for the absence 
of the boys has so quieted things about the 
College that it cannot be truly said that 
there is any news. Besides the visits of some 
of our old favorites, the Senior and Freshman 
banquets and the concert of the Glee Associa- 
tion there is nothing worthy of mention. 

The “Turkey Dinner,” the prize offered by 
the Faculty to the winners of the interclass 
series of football games, was given to Fresh- 
man Class December 14. 

After the unfortunate game of Thanksgiv- 
ing Day, 1894, wherein one of our team re- 
ceived fatal injuries, the Faculty prohibited 
intercollegiate games. And partly as a com- 
pensation for this prohibition, which is con- 
sidered by many students as a great hardship, 
and partly to encourage home sports and to 
keep interest in the manly but much-abused 
game from flagging, the Faculty has each 
year offered a banquet to the class whose 
team should win the championship. 

Two days later the Reverend President 
gave a banquet to the Senior Class, in honor 
of St. Catharine, the patroness of Philosophy 
students. It is customary in nearly all Cath- 
olic colleges to pay homage to this saint un- 
der the above title. 

On Thursday evening, November 29th, the 
Glee, Banjo and Mandolin Clubs gave their 
initial concert of the season at the col- 
lege, in the Gaston Memorial Hall, and never 
did this monument to the zeal and devotion 
of Georgetown’s Alumni appear more resplen- 
dent and cheerful. The stage settings con- 
sisted of an immense banner of the stars and 
stripes draped against the wall and stretch- 
ing entirely across the hall, together with a 
number of pretty Japanese screens so arrang- 
ed as to form a suitable proscenium. Against 
this background a number of graceful palms 
and ferns were tastefully set, while their dark 
green foliage was in turn relieved by the 
bright-tinted shades of several standing 
lamps. 

The parquet of the hall was brilliant with 
the glare of the electric lights that have just 
been put in. The gallery, however, was still 
lighted by gas, since the arrangements for 
the electric lighting of the hall are not yet 
completed. 

But the most important element of the 
splendor and brilliant coloring on that fes- 
tive occasion was the presence in large num- 
bers of the fair admirers of Georgetown^ 
and her sons. The Visitation Convent and 
the National Park Seminary sent a numerous 
delegation. 

The hall was well filled, though not crowd- 
ed. Everything was done to avoid inconveni- 
ence and delay. As far as the distribution 
and seating of the audience was concerned, 
these efforts were wholly successful; but the 
same is not true of the stage management, 
for certainly there were some awkward de- 
lays between the various selections. Another 
source of disappointment was the failure to 
respond by an encore to the cordial applause 
that followed each number. It had previous- 
ly been decided, because of the length of the 
program, not to answer the encores. Still, 
had there been more promptness in begin- 
ning the concert and in returning to the 
stage, there would have been ample time for 
the additional “encore” pieces and repeti- 
tions, and the affair would have been far 
more successful. As it was, the work of the 
Glee Association, as a whole, and of each of 
its departments, was highly creditable, and 
the concert was anything but a failure. With 
a little more regularity in attending rehear- 
sals and some care to avoid the embarrassing 
waits between the selections, the musical en- 
tertainments given by the Georgetown Glee, 
Banjo and Mandolin Clubs will not only equal 
but should even surpass those given by the 
Glee Associations of any other institution. 
We trust these slight shortcomings will be 
made good, so that the success attained in 
this its first effort will follow and augment 
with each repeated appearance in public of 
our Glee Association. 
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Below we give a program of the selections 
rendered that evening, as well as a list of the 
patronesses of the Association: 

Patronesses—Mrs. Sherman, Madame Pate- 
notre, Madame Calvo, Mrs. Pak Ye, Mrs. Hen- 
ry Cabot Lodge, Mrs. Senator Gorman, Mrs. 
Reid, Mrs. Colonel Sumner, Mrs. Captain 
Craig, Mrs. Lieutenant Ryan, Mrs. Lieutenant 
Stout, Mrs. Lieutenant Gallagher, Mrs. Thos. 
E. Waggaman, Mrs. Outerbridge Horsey, Mrs. 
Montgomery, Mrs. Kurtz Johnson, Mrs. Rich- 
ard A. Johnson, Mrs. Heber J. May, Mrs. Wil- 
liam H. Romaine, Mrs. John Moran, Mrs. John 
H. Gower, Mrs. J. B. Diamond, Mrs. Thomas 
Kirby, Mrs. McGill, Misses McGill, Miss Esther 
Hill Heiskell, Miss Grace Reynard Fuller, Miss 
Evelyn B. Cooper. 

PROGRAM. 

Part I.—1. Stars and Stripes Forever, Sousa, 
Banjo and Mandolin Clubs. 2. Gold and White 
March, Calico (dedicated to the young ladies 
of Georgetown Convent), Mandolin Club. 3. 
Tom, Tom, the Piper’s Son, Kendall, Glee 
Club. 4. Aubade Napolitaine, Aletter, Banjo 
Club. 5. Rendezvous Valse, Rosey, Mandolin 
Club. 6. Fiddle-de-dee, Vincent, Glee Club. 7. 
Leontina, Pirani, Mandolin Quartette. 

Part II.—1. Green and White March, Callan 
(dedicated to young ladies of National Park 
Seminary), Banjo Club. 2. Mandolin Band 
Two Step, De Harport, Mandolin Club. 3. 
Georgetown Medley, ’97, Anonymous, Glee 
Club. 4. Nocturnal Revelries, Cavana, Banjo 
Club. 5. Lyric Fancies, Bagley, - Mandolin 
Club. 6. Banjo Quartette, Selected. 7. The 
Colored Band, Woodruff, Mr. Geo. H. O’Con- 
nor and Glee Club. 8. Sons of Georgetown, 
Carmen Georgiopolitanum, Glee, Banjo and 
Mandolin Clubs. 

CARMEN GEORGIOPOLITANUM. 

I. 

Sons of Georgetown, Alma Mater, 
Swift Potomac’s lovely daughter 
Ever watching by the water, 

Smiles on us to-day; 
Now her children gather round her, 
Lo, with garlands they have crowned her, 
Reverent hands and fond enwound her 

With the Blue and Gray. 

CHORUS. 

Wave her colors ever, 
Furl her standard never, 
But raise it high 
And proudly cry, 
“We’re Georgetown’s sons forever.” 

Where Potomac’s tide is streaming 
From her spires and steeples beaming, 
See the grand old banner gleaming, 

Georgetown’s Blue and Gray! 

n. 

Throned on hills beside the river 
Georgetown sees it flow forever, 
Sees the ripples shine and shiver, 

Watching night and day. 
And each tender breeze upspringing, 
Rarest woodland perfumes bringing, 
All its folds to fullness flinging, 

Flaunts the Blue and Gray. 

The Georgetown University Glee Associa- 
tion—Manager, J. Lawrence Nagle, ’99, Mass.; 
Assistant Manager, Frank W. Romaine, ’99, D. 
C.; President, Charles de B. Claiborne, ’99, La. 

Glee Club—J. J. Lecit, S. J., Director; H R. 
Gower, ’98, Iowa, Leader. 1st Tenors—Alex. 
Mosher, Law, D. M. L. Murdock, Law, D. 
C. ; M. B. Kirby, ’98, D. C.; E. J. Brady, ’98, 
Md.; Sylvester D. Judd, Bi., N. Y. 2d Tenors— 
H. R. Gower, ’98, Iowa; G. T. Cox, Law, D. C.; 
M. J. Miles, P. G., Neb.; P. E. Fleming, ’01, 
Mass.; Jos. J. Miller, ’01, Mass. 1st Basses— 
A. J. Riley, P. G., Mo.; T. A. Ferneding, ’01, 
Ohio; M. W. Head, ’98, Pa.; W. II. Merrill, M., 
D. C.; T. B. Iluyck, Law, D. C. 2d Basses— 
Geo. H. O’Connor, L., D. C.; J. E. Noeker, P. 
G., 111.; P. L. Head, 19’, Pa.; J. Taylor Cronin, 
L., D. C.; James E. Nolan, Law, D. C. 

Banjo Club—Charles de B. Claiborne, ’99, 
La., Leader. 1st Banjo—Chas. de B. Clai- 
borne, ’99, La.; Jos. J. Miller, ’01, Mass.; F. E. 
Sallade, Law, D. C.; Chas. M. Ricketts, Law, D. 
C. Mandolins—A. E. Murphy, ’01, Penn.; J. 
W. Hallahan, ’99, Penn. Piccolo Banjo—A. H. 
Sefton, Law, D. C. Banjeaurines—Prof. L. A. 
Callan, D. C., Director; Clifton Laughlan, Law, 
Va. 2d Banjos—J. J. Duggan, ’01, Conn.; S. E. 
Largey, ’01, Mont. Guitars—J. A. Rabbett, 
Med., W. Va.; Chas. L. Donahue, ’99, Me.; L. J. 
Logan, 19’, Mass.; J. M. Barringer, Law, D. C. 

Mandolin Club—John W. Hallahan, ’99, Pa., 
Leader. 1st Mandolins—J. W. Hallahan, ’99, 
Pa.; C. de B. Claiborne, ’99, La.; W. N. Roach, 
Jr., Law, N. Dak.; F. W. Romaine, ’99, D. C.; 
A. H. Sefton, Law, D. C.; J. F. Collins, Law, 
Mass.; T. E. Sallade, Law, D. C.; A. E. Murphy, 
’01, Pa. 2d Monuolins—Prof. L. A. Callan, D. 
C.; F. X. O’Brien, 19’, N. Y.; P. W. McMahon, 
’98, N. J.; E. L. Byrne, ’01, N. Y. Violins—J. 
Lawrence Nagle, ’99, Mass.; T. F. Cashman, 
’01, Pa. Guitars—J. A. Rabbett, Med., W. Va.; 
Chas. L. Donahue, ’99, Me.; L. J. Logan, 19’, 
Mass.; J. M. Barringer, Law, D. C. 

SCHEDULE OF THE MID-YEAR EXAMINA- 
TIONS FOR 1898. 

January: Wednesday 5th—A. M., for all 
classes, English Prose Composition. 

Thursday 6th—A. M., for College classes, 
English Verse Composition; for Academic 

HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW 

Uowe>=©rme flBanOolins attD ffiuitarsl 
They are the finest yet. 

Sanders and Stayman, 1327 F Street N. W. 

PIANOS, ORGANS AND SHEET MUSIC 
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classes, Greek Repetitions begun. P. M., for 
all classes, Greek Repetitions. 

Monday 10th—A. M., for Junior Class, Eng- 
lish Memory, Oratorical Precepts, a Study in 
Hamlet; for Sophomore Class, English Mem- 
ory, Precepts of Poetry, History of the United 
States; for Freshman Class, English Memory, 
Precepts of Rhetoric, a Study in De Quincey: 
for 1st Academic Class, English Memory, Mei- 
klejohn’s English Language, a Study in Addi- 
son and Milton; for 2d Academic Class, Eng- 
lish Memory, Meiklejohn’s English Language, 
a Study in Longfellow and Irving; for 3d 
Academic Class, English Memory, Meikle- 
john’s English Language, a Study in Longfel- 
low and Hawthorne. P. M., for all classes, 
Greek Repetitions resumed. 

Saturday 15th—A. M., for Academic classes, 
Greek Grammar. 

Monday 17th—A. M., for all classes, Greek 
Authors. P. M., for all classes, Greek Com- 
position and Greek Memory. 

Tuesday 18th—For College classes, Greek 
Oral Examinations; Academic classes, Latin 
Repetitions begun. 

Wednesday 19th—For all classes, Latin Rep- 
etitions. 

Saturday 22d—A. M., for Junior Class, Chris- 
tian Doctrine, Church History, Constitution 
of the United States; for Sophomore Class, 
Christian Doctrine, Church History, a Study 
in Macbeth; for Freshman Class, Christian 
Doctrine, Church History, English Literature, 
History of England; for 1st Academic Class, 
Christian Doctrine, Modern History; for 2d 
Academic Class, Christian Doctrine, History 
of Rome; for 3d Academic Class, Christian 
Doctrine, History of Eastern Nations. 

Monday 24th—For all classes, Latin Repeti- 
tions resumed. 

v»ednesday 26th—A. M., for all classes, Latin 
Memory and Sight Translation. 

Monday 31st—A. M., for College classes, 
Latin Prose Composition. P. M., for College 
classes, Latin Verse Composition. 

February: Tuesday 1st—A. M., for College 
classes, Latin Authors; for Academic classes, 
Latin Prose Composition. P. M., for College 
classes, Latin Oral Examinations; for Acad- 
emic classes, Latin Grammar. 

Wednesday 2d—A. M., for College classes, 
Latin Oral Examinations continued; for Acad- 
emic classes, Latin Authors. 

Thursday 3d—A. M., for all classes; Mathe- 
matics. P. M., for Junior Class, Analytical 
Chemistry; for Sophomore Class, General 
Chemistry; for Freshman Class, French or 

German; for Academic classes, French or 
German. 

Morning session, 9 to 11; afternoon session. 
3 to 5. 

CLASS AFFAIRS. 
The Seniors have taken the first examina- 

tions for their degrees of Bachelor of Arts, 
that of Physics on December the 11th, and 
the 16th and 17th of the same month were 
taken up with Mechanics. The other exam- 
inations will take place after the holidays. 

On the evening of December 16th the Rev. 
erend Father Rector gave a banquet to the 
Senior Class. In former years this entertain- 

ment was held on St. Catharine’s Day. Nine- 
ty-eight, although guests, invited the Post- 
Graduate School, and the presence of that 
body increased the enjoyment of all. Mr. Ed- 
ward Shea, president of the class, presided, 
and when the coffee was served called on 
certain members of both the schools present, 

who ably responded in well-worded congratu- 
latory addresses. The gentlemen who spoke 
at the gathering were Messrs. John McAleer, 
Thomas Pierce and Harry R. Gower, from the 
Undergraduates, and Messrs. Edw. Lamb, 
Peter McLaughlin, Mark A. Staed and Prof. S. 
D. Judd, of the Post-Graduate School. Rev. 
Father Devitt, Professor of Philosophy, made 
a very witty speech at the close of the even- 
ing. He also exhorted hte class to become 
members of the Socity of Alumni, whereby 
they cotdd effectively honor and serve Alma 
Mater in days to come. Rev. J. Havens Rich- 
ards, Reverend Father J. A. Conway and Rev- 
erend Father Devitt, of the Faculty, were the 
honored guests. 

The Philosophical Circles of the Class of 
Philosophy are held regularly, and many wise 
dissertations are heard. At a disputation on 
December 21 Messrs. Frank McAnerny and 
William McAleer successfully defended their 
thesis, although Mr. P. A. W. McMahon and 
Mr. Michael O’Connor drew forth great ap- 
plause by their objections. 

Truly the Junior Class is popular, not only 
with the student body, but also with the Fac- 
ulty. The Perfect of Schools made a remark 
which seems to indicate that ’99 will again 
make a name for itself and regain the ban- 
ner, for at a public gathering of all the 
classes he said that in intellectual pursuits 
he always found ’99 far in advance of other 
classes, and that he trusted that they would 
endeavor to retain the lead which they have 
obtained. Great progress has been made by 
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the Class of Analytical Chemistry, and in or- 
der that more time may be spent in this 
branch a club has been formed, half in jest 
but half in earnest, under the title of the Ke- 
kule Club, and the officers for the year are: 
Mr. John Barrett, N. Y., President; Mr. Ste- 
phen Moore, Texas, Vice-President; Mr. Edw. 
J. Doyle, Va., Alchemist; Mr. J. O’Reilly 
Kuhn, D. C., 2d Alchemist; Mr. J. Lawrence 
Nagle, Mass, Secretary. By the withdrawal 
of Mr. Leo Lynch, who is now in the Junior 
Class of Yale, and Mr. W. Frank Applegarth, 
the offices of Secretary and Beadle were left 
unfilled, but at a class meeting Mr. Livingston 
Cullen was elected to the former. 

When the records of the Sophomore Class 
are reviewed and it is seen how unfortunate 
the class has been, it seems strange that the 
men of 19’ were able to do as well as they 
have done, both on the field and in the lecture 
room. The first calamity which befell the 
Sophomores was the loss of a great many of 
their most prominent classmates, who did not 
return at the beginning of this year. Then 
by the withdrawal of Mr. William H. Fleming, 
Ind., on account of sickness, they were de- 
prived of their president and of one of their 
best athletes, but here it may be well to say 
that Mr. Fleming is expected back early in 
the year of ’98. Sickness also obliged Mr. 
Horrigan to leave college, and his absence is 
lamented by his class. Mr. Cyril R. Tobin, 
who received injuries during the football sea- 
son, that were followed by a severe attack of 
inflammatory rheumatism, is still in the hos- 
pital, and the attending physicians say that 
it will be a long time before he is back to col- 
lege. All the boys are most heartily sorry, 
but hope that he may deceive the doctors 
and return very soon. Mr. John E. Sheridan, 
who was also injured at football, has return- 
ed to class. A few days ago there was found 
in the class room on one of the spacious 
blackboards an elegantly executed legend 
but three words long, “A Merry Xmas.” It 
was found to be the work of Mr. Sheridan, 
and while 19’ thanks him, they say that he ex- 
actly voiced their sentiments, for they wish 
to everyone all the joys of the Christmas sea- 
son. 

G. P. GARRIGAN, 19’. 

FRESHMAN BANQUET. 

The final scene in the great success attain- 
ed by the Naughty-Ones this year was enact- 
ed on December 14, when they sat down to 
the delightful repast prepared for the victors 
of the ’97 interclass football series. The ban- 

quet had been a long-cherished hope, and for 
days previous the class had been looking for- 
ward to the 14th with fond expectations of 
feasting, not only upon the bountiful produc- 
tions of the earth, but also upon the wise 
words of the various orators who would hon- 
or the occasion with their eloquence. 

The banquet was held in the College dining 
hall and continued from seven to ten o’clock. 
After enjoying an ample dinner the toastmas- 
ter, Mr. Jos. P. Fitzpatrick, announced the 
list of toasts, and called upon certain mem- 
bers and guests to respond. Mr. Edward L. 
Byrne responded to the toast “Alma 
Mater,” speaking in an excellent strain 
and giving to his classmates a large 
amount of good advice. Those who followed 
him were Mr. Michael Walsh, on “The Class;” 
Mr. Albert E. Murphy, on “Our Team;” Mr. 
James P. Duffy, on “Managerial Accumben- 
cies;” Mr. T. Augustine Minahan, on “Spark- 
ling Wines;” Mr. Timothy J. O’Conneli, on 
“Our Professor;” Mr. Stephen A. Douglas, on 
“Athletics,” and Mr. John McKee Waggaman, 
on “Poetry.” The speech making by Fresh- 
men ended with the prophecy by Mr. John J. 
Mangan, who told the futixre of the various 
members of the football eleven. All toasts 
were responded to with great spirit and were 
heartily applauded. Other speeches were de- 
livered' by Messrs. Thompkins, Raley and 
Keating, S. J., and by Mr. Livingston Cullen, 
’99, and Professor Colliere, of Freshman 
French, who, with Messrs. John J. Murphy, 
’02, and Chai-les Nelson, a former president 
of our class when it was in the “Prep.” De- 
partment, were the guests of the evening. 

A particular feature of the banquet was 
the artistic menu card, which will ever re- 
mind us of “this feast of reason and flow of 
soul.” It consisted of four pages of light-blue 
paper, upon which was inscribed the Fresh- 
man yell, the class song, the officers of the 
class and members of the football eleven, the 
schedule of the games played and a list of the 
class members. The cover is a work of art 
and reflects great credit upon the committee 
who had the menu in charge. Upon the cove* 
is the full-length drawing of a football play- 
er, attired in regulation costume and blue 
and gray sweater, with ’01 upon his breast. 
To the right, can be seen the towers of 
Georgetown, and below the Georgetown yell, 
Iloya, Hoya, Saxa. The carmine and white 
the colors of ’01, were intertwined at the top 
of the program, while along the edge, blend- 
ing excellently with these, were the blue and 
gray«bf the University. 

A FRESHMAN. 
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THE NEW ADVISORY BOARD ON ATHLETICS. 

A few years ago, when the achieve- 
ments of Georegtown’s sturdy hoys on the 
track and field attracted the eye of the 
athletic world, those in authority realized 
that immediate steps should be taken to 
maintain the position won by successive 
victories, and that the time had arrived for 
placing athletics at the College on a firm 
foundation. As the managers of one year 
are not such the next; as students 
change with each succeeding year, and as 
branching into new fields not only sugges- 
ted the exercise of caution, wisdom and 
foresight, but also involved, necessarily, 
considerable outlay, it was deemed wise to 
link together the deliberation and experi- 
ence of the alumnus with the ambition 
and enterprise of the undergraduates. 

With this in view, it was decided to or- 
ganize an Advisory Board on Athletics, 
the same to be composed of three members 
of the Alumni; three undergraduates—one 
from each of the departments of the Uni- 
versity—with the Prefect of Athletics as 
chairman. 

Immediately upon its organization, this 
Board adopted certain by-laws for its guid- 
ance. All questions affecting athletics at 
Georgetown are carefully considered at its 
meetings. A certain definite policy has 
manifested itself from the very first meet- 
ing of this body; and herein lies the bene- 
fit which was sought to be derived from the 
permanent character of the Board. Al- 
though the undergraduate members may 
be changed each year, and even the Chair- 

man may not very long remain such, yet 
those representing the Alumni being per- 
manent, the methods and plans of action of 
one year are transferred to the next—the 
experience of the past governs the course 
for the future. 

One of the rules most strictly insisted 
upon from the very outset precludes any- 
thing and everything that could possibly 
savor of the professional in the ranks of 
the amateur. While in some colleges those 
who help to attain victory are compensated 
financially and otherwise, the Advisory 
Board decided unanimously against all 
such encroachments upon pure, genuine 
college sports. ‘'Better have our own 
boys beaten than to win with the aid of an 
outsider,” was the remark in which all 
concurred. And so it will always be. 

The Advisory Board has undertaken to 
create an interest in the athletic con- 
tests among the members of the Alumni. 
That there has been a remarkable lack of 
active interest, none can deny. The boys 
are entitled to, and should have, the un- 
qualified support of all. With increased 
street railway facilities, the attendance at 
the home games should include a larger 
number of the old students. Georgetown 
does not enjoy the liberal donations, en- 
dowments, etc., which have aided so ma- 
terially in the advancement of athletics in 
other colleges. Therefore, material aid, of 
a substantial nature, must be secured from 
those who cherish the memory of Alma 
Mater. 
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The most important task now in process 
of consummation is the raising of funds 
for the erection of a suitable grandstand— 
one that will provide the best accommoda- 
tion for the increased attendance confident- 
ly expected. Once this is constructed, it 
is believed the treasury each year will 
show a profit, and appeals for help will no 
longer be heard. 

While some do not approve of athlet- 
ics at college, yet since such is a perma- 
nent institution in all leading seats of 
learning, and old Georgetown being ever 

abreast with the march of progress, it is 
but right that the Alumni should lend 
their aid and hearty co-operation to main- 
tain the exalted position won by her boys 
through many notable achievements. 

The present Board is composed of Mr. 
Haley, S. J., Chairman, Dr. J. Dudley 
Morgan, M. J. Colbert and J. Mota Mc- 
Gill, Alumni members; P. J. McLaughlin, 
F. W. Emmons and John McAleer, under- 
graduates, representing, respectively, the 
Law, Medicine and Collegiate departments. 

J. MOT A M’GILL. 

ATHLETICS. 

The only thing' of interest during the past 
month in athletics, besides the completion of 
the bowling alleys and shuffle boards, and the 
speculations concerning the new grand stand, 
has been the defeat of our champion. This 
is a painful and embarrassing subject to 
treat, not because of our chagrin at being 
surpassed, but because we fear to give of- 
fense. No one here, of course, but believes 
that Wefers is the better man. Everyone 
here also knows that since the track meet of 
November 6 “Berney” has not run a yard in- 
doors or out of doors for practice. Again, 
the lack of a suitable place for indoor train- 
ing at Georgetown is apparent to all. Yet 
were we to insist on all this as the cause of 
Wefers’ defeat, without giving due credit to 
the victor, Rush, we should be dubbed “child- 
ish,” unable to bear defeat manfully; and it 
would be unjukt to Wefers’ opponent, who 
won his race fairly. If Wefers was not in 
training that was his fault, and we cannot 
praise him for it. However, it may serve as 

a consolation to the friends of Georgetown to 
see that others besides ourselves still swear 
by our champion. Hence, we insert the fol- 
lowing clipping from a New York paper con- 
taining the views of Mr. Harry Beecher, a 
Princeton graduate, whom no one can rightly 
accuse of unduly favoring Georgetown: 

Another champion has succumbed. B. J. 
Wefers, the king of sprinters, was twice de- 
feated in the races at the Garden by the 
Princetonian Rush. 

It hurts one to have a favorite fall by the 
wayside, and to see a man who has stood at 
the head of his regiment drop behind. The 
defeats that Wefers encountered at this win- 
ter athletic carn.val were not, in my judg- 
ment, decisive. There are men who can run 
in armories and on indoor tracks who are not 
able to perform with the top notchers on the 
cinder path and with spiked shoes. It will 
be unfair to the former champion to admit 
that Rush could beat him in an outdoor meet- 
ing and under fair conditions. It must be 
recognized, however, that Wefers has for 
three years showed in the foremost ranks of 
runners; that he has undergone training se- 
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vere and beyond the ordinary. This is as long 
as most of the champions exist. The human 
frame cannot stand the strain of such un- 
usual exertion for a longer period of time, 
generally speaking. 

The experts are busily engaged in prophe- 
sying the downfall of this track idol. They 
claim his best days have been seen, and that 
now he has passed his zenith, and is on his 
downward path. I do not think so. There is 
many a race in Wefers yet, and there will be 
many a man who will undergo the pangs of 
defeat at his hands, or rather, feet. It would 
be a pity to see him replaced by a new man. 
One cannot but help admire an old war horse 
who has led in his regiment through many 
successful fights, and who has shown the 
courage and strength to be first in his class'. 

We clip the following notice from a Wor- 
cester paper. Mr. Delaney will be remem- 
bered as our quondam quarter-mile sprinter 
and high hurdler. He was in residence here 
’95-’96. The Journal tenders him congratu- 
lations. 

OFFICIALLY APPOINTED. 
J. D. Delaney Receives Notification from 

Phillips-Exeter. 
J. D. Delaney Tuesday received official noti- 

fication of his selection as athletic instructor 
at Phillips-Exeter Academy. The athletic 
association of the school held a meeting 
Tuesday, at which Delaney’s name was re- 
ceived and favorably acted upon. He will 
commence his duties with the athletes the 
third week in January, at the reopening of 
the school after the Christmas recess. 

M. B. K., ’98. 

GEORGETOWN IN PRINT. 

“Songs and Sonnets,” by Maurice F. Egan. 
New edition. Brentano Bros., New York and 
Washington; A. C. McClurg, Chicago. Price, 
one dollar. 

“A Celebrated Case” (pamphlet), a paper 
read by J. Carroll Payne before the four- 
teenth annual session of the Georgia Bar As- 
sociation. 

“Prevention of Puerperal Fever,” by Geo. 
M. Kober, M. D. Reprinted from Virginia 
Medical Semi-Monthly, of January 22, 1897. 

“The Place of Military Medicine and Surg- 
ery in the Medical College Curriculum 
(pamphlet), by Geo. M. Kober, M. D. A paper 
presented to the Association of Military Sur- 
geons of the United States. 

“The Progress and Achievements of Hygi- 
ene” (pamphlet), by Geo. M. Kober, M. D. 
Read before the Anthropoligical Society of 
Washington, D. C., May, 1897; later published 
in the Science, of November 26, 1897. 

In Donahoe’s Magazine for December, 1897, 
appeared a Christmas essay, “Emmanuel,” by 
Conde B. Fallen, Ph. D.; a literary criticism, 
“Some Popular Books of ’97,” by Prof. Mau- 
rice F. Egan; a song, “Old Georgetown,” by 
Walter M. Eggington, and a sonnet, by Rol. 
Dick Douglas. 

“Impetigo Contegiosa” is an interesting ar- 
ticle on the “itch” by Louis A. Kengla, M. D., 
that appeared in the Pacific Record of Medi- 
cine and Surgery for December 15, 1897. 

“Facial Manifestations of Diseases,” by Jas. 
D. Morgan, M. D., appears in the Virginia 
Medical Semi-Monthly for December 24, 1897. 

“The Real Klondyke” is a well written and 
clear exposition of the state of affairs in the 
new “El Dorado,” by an impartial eye-wit- 
ness. Mr. J. S. Easby-Smith is the author. 
The article is in the Cosmopolitan for Janu- 
ary. 

“The Astoria Painting” is an art critique, 
by Mr. John J. a Becket that appeared in 
Leslie’s Weekly for November 18, 1897. 

THE CATHOLIC STANDARD AND TIMES 
oi Philadelphia offers to its subscribers for 
1898 a handsome set of half-tone engravings, 
ten m number, and entitled, “From Eden to 
Rome.” These engravings are 11 inches by 14 
in size; an appropriate and magnificent New 
Year’s premium. 

WANTED—TRUSTWORTHY AND ACTIVE 
gentlemen or ladies to travel for responsible, 
established house. Monthly $65.00 and ex- 
penses. Position steady. Reference. En- 
close self-addressed stamped envelope. 
The Dominion Company, Dept. V., Chicago. 
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