
Georgetown College Journal. 
VOL. XXVL WASHINGTON, D. C., APRIL, 1898. No. 7. 

Jlcsntvrrsit* 

AWAKE, oh Earth, in gladness unafraid, 

The Day hath come, the Day the Lord hath made; 

Blaze forth, oh sun, with holy Paschal fire, 
And sweep, warm wind, your many chorded lyre. 

Chant ye rejoicing seas from shore to shore, 
The new found anthem “Death shall be no more.” 

“Lo, He hath risen!” angel heralds sing; 
“Lo, He hath triumphed, Christ, our God, our King.” 

Yet, by the riven stone, the shattered tomb, 
Amid the morning’s fragrant dewy bloom, 

Unchanged in gentle mien and glance and tone, 

The loved Rabboni waited for his own. 
GEHA, ’98. 
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SOME OLD ENGLISH SONGS AND BALLADS. 

IN a letter to the Marquis of Montrose, Fletcher of Saltoun says : “I knew a very 
wise man who believed that if a man were permitted to make all the ballads, he 

need not care who should make the laws of a nation.” While this opinion may 
overestimate, and probably does, the importance to be attached to song writing, it 
nevertheless indicates, with a fair showing of truth, the influence that songs and 
ballads exert on the popular mind. The recital in song of deeds of heroism 
and national glory have, when occasion was rife, driven listeners to a frenzy of 
patriotism, while the gentler numbers that appeal to the affections often curb the 
willful and melt into tears the most obdurate and depraved. So that, in this sense 
at least, the saying repeated by Fletcher of Saltoun is not so far wrong after all. 

In the early ages, when the Bards and Scalds were the historians as well as the 
minstrels of their tribes, the power of their imagery over a rude and warlike people 
can well be imagined. Their traditions intoned to the accompaniment of the harp 
reciting the valorous deeds of heroes and the fame they achieved, encouraged and 
perpetuated a warlike spirit and inspired a love of country that weakened at no 
sacrifice. 

As time progressed and education took the place of tradition, these old minstrels 
were retained more in the character of musicians to amuse than as historians to 
instruct. Still clinging to old traditions, however, but embellishing their stories 
with fictitious surroundings, it is fairly concluded by the best authorities on the 
subject that the old romances are the legitimate successors of these ancient originals. 
The more modern ballad emanates from this source. 

While the song and ballad have many points of resemblance in common, the ballad 
differs from the song, as will be seen from what has already been said, in that it recites 
a story or legend, whereas the song is confined, or should be confined, to a sentiment. 
This distinction, however, has not always been observed, and there are many beau- 
tiful specimens in our language which partake of the characteristics of both. 

Many of the old songs and ballads were originally published on “broadsides,” 
which, after serving their day, were lost or destroyed, save where some careful hand 
collected and preserved them. As it was, numbers were lost entirely, fragments 
only being revived by the help of memory and recitation. Samuel Pepys made a 
collection of some two thousand which he pasted in five folio volumes. 

In the early part of this century the Roxburgh Club was organized in London for 
the purpose of collecting and collating ancient manuscripts on this subject, and as a 
result has published some interesting material in the Roxburgh Tales and Ballads. 

Dr. Percy, in his “ Reliques of Ancient Poetry,” gives a comprehensive and syste- 
matic collection of old songs and ballads compiled from an ancient folio MS., which 
he says was written about the middle of the seventeenth century, and has utilized 
other accessible sources, including the Pepys collection, for his work. 
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A complete reading of the old ballads hereinafter noticed will be found in this 
compilation. 

Of the early English metrical romances, “Sir Guy” was one of the most popular 
as well as one of the most ancient, being quoted by Chaucer as celebrated in his 
time, and referred to by Beaumont in his “Knight of the Burning Pestle.” Two 
copies of this ancient romance are preserved at Cambridge. 

The legend of “King Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table,” which has always 
possessed a fascination for the general reader, and supplied fruitful material for 
poetic composition, is so familiar as to require only passing mention. “King Ar- 
thur’s Death,” taken from the old romance, “Morte Arthur,” follows the prophecies 
of Merlin—“that his deth shall be doubteous, and that he shall come yet to con- 
quere all Bretagne; for men wyt not whether that he lyveth or is dede.” After the 
vicissitudes of the battle with Mordred, in which all the contestants are slain or 
dispersed except the King, Duke Gloster and Mordred; the final encounter with 
Mordred; his death; King Arthur’s apparent mortal wound; the casting into the 
river by Duke Gloster at the King’s command of his sword, Excalibar, and the won- 
derful appearance of a hand and arm to meet it, the astonished Gloster— 

—hastened back to tell the King: 
But he was gone from under the tree. 
But to what place he cold not tell, 
For never after hee did him spye ; 
But he sawe a barge goe from the land, 
And he heard ladyes howle and crye. 

And whether the King were there, or not, 
Hee never knewe nor ever colde: 
For from that sad and direful daye, 
He never more was seene on rnolde. 

There is another ballad on this subject, “The Legend of King Arthur,” which is 
an account of his birth, adventures and death, as given by Geoffrey of Monmouth, 
written in a sing-song vein and of very ordinary merit. 

“The Ancient Ballad of Chevy Chase” is a history of the battle between the Percy 
and Douglas, occasioned by the former’s invasion of the latter’s dominion. Percy 
of Northumberland had vowed to hunt three days in the Scottish border without 
asking leave of Earl Douglas, who was warden of the marches. After killing— 

The fatteste hartes in all Clieviat, 

The Douglas makes his appearance. 
“Leave off the brytlyng of the dear,” he sayde, 
“And to your bowys look ye tayk good heede; 

For never sithe ye wear on your mothars borne 
Had ye never so mickle need.” 

Percy answers in defiance, and the Douglas challenges him to single combat, for 
“To kyll all these giltless men 

A-las! it wear great pitte.” 
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Percy accepts, but a ’Squire of Northumberland— 

—Ric. Wytharynton was him nam— 

speaks up: 

“I will never se my Captayne fyght on a fylde, 
And stande my-selffe and looke on.” 

which precipitates a general engagement, in which both the Douglas and Percy are 
slain with most of their followers. 

This was the hontynge of the Cheviat; 
That tear begane this spurn; 
Old men that knowen the grownde well yenoughe, 
Call it the Battell of Otterburn. 

Though written in the broad northern dialect, this ballad contains, as Dr. Percy 
says, “genuine strokes of nature and artless passion which have endeared it to the 
most simple reader, and recommended it to the most refined.” 

There is a more modern ballad of Chevy Chase, but it is more obscure in parts 
and lacks, as Dr. Percy observes, the dignity and simplicity of the original. 

Robin Hood, the bold outlaw and idol of the common people of his time, whose 
skill in archery and daring adventures has invested his name with the halo of 
romance, is the subject of song in an old ballad called “Robin Hood and Guy of 
Gisborne,” one of the earliest of the many productions in which he figures. 

The ballad describes one of Robin’s single-handed conflicts; his victory over Guy 
of Gisborne, and his rescue of Little John, one of his followers. 

It opens with Robin being awakened from his sleep in the greenwood by the song 
of a bird and his telling his men of a dream he has had, in which the events of the 
day are foreshadowed. 

Robin and Little John then 

—cast on their gowns of greene, 
And tooke theyr bowes each one: 
And they away to the greene forrest 
A shooting forth are gone. 

They soon come upon Guy of Gisborne leaning against a tree. Little John wishes 
to approach him, but Robin refuses to let him go— 

“How offt send I my men beffore, 
And tarry my selfe behinde?” 

Whereupon Little John gets angry and leaves Robin and goes to Barnesdale, where 
he finds some of his companions engaged with the sheriff’s men, and attempting a 
rescue, is himself captured and pinioned. 

Robin, after testing Guy’s skill with the bow in a shooting match, discovers 
himself and in a hand-to-hand fight slays him. He appropriates Guy’s clothes and 
weapons, and fearing misadventure to Little John, goes to Barnesdale. He is mis- 
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taken by the sheriff for Guy and, taking advantage of his disguise, releases Little 
John and gives him Guy’s bow, etc. The sheriff, realizing the condition of atfaiis, 
when it is too late, retreats towards his house in Nottinghamtowne, while Little 
John makes use of his opportunity and lets fly his arrows with such good effect 
that the sheriff receives one where a fleeing enemy is usually supposed to get his 
punishment. 

Another old ballad treating of archery and adventure is “Adam Bell, Clym of the 
Clough, and William of Cloudesly,” three outlaws who infested the neighborhood 
of Carlisle. Its general style and versification is much after the manner of the 
preceding ballad, but its curiosity may be found heightened from the fact that 
reference is made to the worthies that figure in it both by Shakespeare and Ben 
Jonson. 

“The Tournament of Tottenham,” which was first printed from an ancient MS. 
in I631, is a humorous old ballad ridiculing the chivalry of the tourney. It describes 
the gathering of a parcel of country bumpkins to do battle for the Reev’s daughter, 
and portrays with admirable humor all the preparations for the combat. As a lit- 
erary production it is of ordinary merit, and interesting only as it satirizes this relic 
of chivalry. 

One of the most beautiful of the ancient ballads, “Gentle Herdsman, Tell to Me, ’ 
is a dialogue between a pilgrim seeking the way to Walsingham and a herdsman. 
The pilgrim is journeying to the Shrine of Our Lady of Walsingham, which was 
famous in its time for the many visits made to it, not only in England, but from all 
parts of Europe. This shrine was richly endowed by the Earls of Northumberland, 
but when the monasteries were suppressed in 1538 was dismantled and destroyed by 
the iconoclasts of the period, whose sacrilegious hands were raised against every- 
thing sacred and divine. 

“Gentle herdsman, tell to me, 
Of courtesy I thee pray, 

Unto the towne of Walsingham 
Which is the right and ready way. 

“Unto the towne of Walsingham 
The way is hard for to be gon; 

And verry crooked are those pathes 
For you to find out all alone. 

“Weere the miles double thrise, 
And the way never so ill, 

Itt were not enough for mine offence, 
Itt is soe grievous and soe ill.” 

“Thy years are young, thy face is faire, 
Thy witts are weake, thy thoughts are greene; 

T me has not given thee leave, as yett, 
For to committ so great a sinne.” 
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The penitent then discovers that she is a woman who by wayward cruelty has 
killed her well-beloved, and that for his sake she has undertaken the pilgrimage — 

“Now, gentle herdsman, ask no more, 
But keepe my secrets, I thee pray: 

Unto the towne of Walsingham 
Show me the right and ready way.” 

In this ballad, as will be observed, the verse is flowing and smooth, the sentiment 
religious, and the story told with charming simplicity. 

1 he Ballad of Fair Rosamond,” the subject of which has a sentimental popu- 
larity in English story, seems to have been originally published in 1612. It tells in 
simple verse of King Henry’s attachment for the fair Rosamond; Queen Eleanor’s 
jealousy, and the death of Rosamond. Its literary merit is of mediocre value. 

The legend of “St. George and the Dragon,” so universally popular and amusing, 
appears among the black-letter copies of old ballads in the Pepy’s collection. The 
valoious achievements of St. George are told in the opening stanzas; his victories 
over the Saracens, giants, etc., and his final arrival in Egypt, where 

—a dreadful dragon, fierce and fell, 

is destroying the people. 
The only means of appeasing the dragon’s rage is 

—to present some virgin clear, 
Whose blood his fury might assuage. 

But the dragon, more voracious than a similar monster, the Minotaur of Crete 
exacts daily tribute— 

’Till all the maids were worn away, 
, And none were left him to devour; 

Save the King’s fair daughter brighte, 
Her father’s only hearte’s delight. 

1 he fair Sabra, for such is she named, after protest on her father’s part, is at last 
devoted to the dragon’s appetite, and being 

—rudely tyed unto a stake, 

is discovered by St. George, who, as becomes a valiant Knight, slays the dragon 
and rescues her. 6 

After being betrayed and thrown into a dungeon on account of his love for the 
fair Sabra, St. George manages to dig his way out; flees toward Christendom 
killing a giant or two on the way and, after recruiting several bands of soldiers' 
returns to the East and wreaks vengence on his enemies. He picks up with the fair 
Sabi a and takes her back to England with him where, after proving her fidelity and 
virtue, he marries her. J 

They many a year of joy did see, 
And led their lives in Coventry. 
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The story of St. George and the fair Sabra as thus told in this ballad is taken 
from the very ancient legend of “Sir Bevis.” 

Scattered through Shakespeare’s plays are fragments of songs that were no doubt 
popular at the time he wrote, but which have been lost in their entirety, as previously 
noticed, and exist only in the few lines or stanzas that he has preserved. For this 
reason the plays may be said to serve as a kind of repository for these fragments, 
and Dr. Percy in a very ingenious piece of handiwork, and, as he says, with a 
few supplemental stanzas,” has connected and strung them together in a little tale 
which he calls “The Friar of Orders Gray.” 

Of Shakespeare’s own work as a song writer, one of his most beautiful concep- 
tions, although the authorship is questioned, is “Take, oh Take Those Lips Away, 
the first stanza of which appears in “Measure for Measure.” Beaumont and Fletcher 
have also been given the credit of this exquisite bit of veise, and as both stanzas 
appear in the “Bloody Brother,” an ingenious editor and commentator has attributed 
the first stanza to Shakespeare and the second to Beaumont and Fletcher. 

There is no evidence external or internal at this day to determine it, but the song 
as a whole bears every indication of one composer. 

The Elizabethan period and succeeding reigns of the Stuarts are particularly rich 
in song. Besides the “immortal bard” himself, Marlowe, Ben Jonson, and Beau- 
mont and Fletcher, who have adorned the literature of England with their songs, 
we have Sir Walter Raleigh, Wither, Carew, Waller, Herrick, and a host of other 
sweet singers. 

“The Passionate Shepherd to his Love,” by Marlowe, and the “Nymph’s Reply,” 
by Sir Walter Raleigh, two pastoral songs of charming simplicity and freshness, are 
too familiar to the general reader to need more than passing mention. 

George Wither, who distinguished himself as a pastoial poet, has left some beau- 
tiful songs of this description. As an example of his finished style, the fiist stanza 
of “The Shepherd’s Resolution” is here given: 

Shall I, wasting in despaire, 
Dye because a woman’s faire? 
Or make pale my cheeks with care 
’Cause another’s rosie are? 
Be shee fairer than the day, 
Or the flow’ry meads in May; 
If shee be not faire to me, 
What care I how faire shee be? 

Edmund Waller, whose writings are characterized by sprightliness and gaiety, 
tempered with delicacy, is remarkable chiefly for the dignity and care he displays 
even in his light productions. Unfortunately, many of his subjects are common- 
place and unworthy the attention bestowed on them. “Go, Lovely Rose,” is one of 
his most pleasing songs. 

In “Unfading Beauty,” and “Ask Me No More,” Thomas Carew has contributed a 
couple of songs that illustrate the pleasing style and delicate sentiment of this 
elegant, but at one time much neglected, writer. 
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Among what may be termed songs of the affections that point a moral, this bit bv 
“Rare Ben Jonson” always delights: 

Still to be neat, still to be drest, 
As you were going to a feast: 
Still to be powd’red, still perfum’d: 
Lady it is to be presum’d, 
Though art’s hid causes are not found 
All is not sweet, all is not sound. 

Give me a look, give me a face, 
That makes simplicity a grace, 
Robes loosely flowing, haire as free: 
Such sweet neglect more taketh me, 
Than all the adulteries of art, 
That strike mine eyes, but not my heart 

which might fittingly apply to the follies and fancies of some of our modern belles 
In the category of moral songs may be classed “The Character of a Happy Life/’ 

by Sir Henry Wotten, and “Death’s Final Conquest,” by James Shirley. 

The glories of our blood and state 
Are shadows, not substantial things; 

There is no armour against fate: 
Death lays its icy hand on kings: 

Sceptre, crown, 
Must tumble down, 

And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 

Robert Herrick, who has been termed the English Catullus, is probably the best 
known, most popular and most versatile of the old song writers. His pieces 
possess a varied charm, portraying old customs, superstitions, pictures of country 
life, etc., and his verse is graceful and flowing. Endowed with a vivid fancy and 
warmth of feeling, he excelled in all the attributes of poetry, but his beauties are too 
often marred by his coarseness, which in many instances degenerates into indecency. 

“The Mad Maid’s Song” is one of his best productions. 

Good morrow to the day so fair, 
Good-morrow, sir, to you; 

Good-morrow to mine own torn hair, 
Bedabbled all with dew. 

Good-morrow to this primrose, too; 
Good-morrow to each maid, 

That will with flowers the tomb bestrew 
Wherein my love is laid. 

Ah, woe is me—woe, woe is me, 
Alack and well-a-day! 

For pity, sir, find out that bee 
Which bore my love away. 
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I’ll seek him in your bonnet brave; 
I’ll seek him in your eyes; 

Nay, now I think they’ve made his grave 
In the bed of strawberries. 

I’ll seek him there, I know ere this 
The cold, cold earth doth shake him; 

But I will go, or send a kiss 
By you, sir, to awake him. 

Pray hurt him not, though he be dead, 
He knows well who do love him, 

And who with green turfs rear his head, 
And who so rudely move him. 

He’s soft and tender, pray take heed; 
With bands of cowslips bind him, 

And bring him home; but ’tis decreed 
That I shall never find him. 

In “Songs to Lucasta,” by Richard Lovelace, we have a collection of verses justly 
admired for their beauty and exuberant fancy, although in many instances marred 
by an unevenness and lack of care inexcusable in a writer of such merit. It has been 
said of Lovelace that while his versification is more rugged and perhaps unmusical 
than any of the writers of his time, and while he lacks the grace and finish of 
Wither, Carew, and Herrick, yet he has left behind him one or two things that 
probably none of these could have produced. 

It was while he was committed to the Gate House at Westminster for presenting 
the Kentish petition to the House of Commons for the general redress of existing 
grievances, that he wrote the celebrated song,“To Althea From Prison,” which, if he 
had writted nothing else, would have made him famous. 

The concluding stanza, the first lines of which allude to his imprisonment will 
show the beauty of the song. ’ 

Stone walls do not a prison make, 
Nor iron bars a cage; 

Minds innocent and quiet take 
That for a hermitage. 

If I have freedom in my love, 
And in my soul am free— 

Angels alone, that soar above, 
Enjoy such liberty. 

Southey says of this song that it will live as long as the English language. 
The very popular and graceful little song, “Phyllis Is My Only Joy,” by Sir Charles 

Sedley, makes us regret that a writer of his talent and wit should too often sacrifice 
his muse to unworthy objects. The wilfulness of his verse has perpetuated a witti- 
cism from the brilliant but dissolute Rochester, intended to be laudatory, but of ques- 
tionable commendation. 

In pleasing contrast to the florid style of many of the songs of his time, Milton’s 
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“May Song” comes to us with all the sweetness and simplicity of balmy spring. We 
seem to feel the softness of the morning air, to see the glistening dew drops that 
besprinkle the mead, and catch the scent of clover and wild rose. Like a draught 
of pure water from some cooling font, it invigorates and refreshes; we feel better 
and happier, and appreciate the goodness of the Creator in all that surrounds us. 

Now the bright morning star, day’s harbinger, 
Comes dancing from the east and leads with her 
The flowery May, who from her green lap throws 
The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose. 
Hail, bounteous May, that dost inspire 
Mirth, and youth, and warm desire! 
Woods and groves are of thy dressing: 
Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing. 
Thus we salute thee with our early song, 
And welcome thee, and wish thee long. 

And now, on the theory, 1 suppose, that all things, good or of special attraction, 
should come last, it may be interesting to notice a little ballad by Chaucer, much as 
a matter of curiosity, to show that the father of English poetry could occasionally 
take a rest from his more serious work and indulge in the recreation of a song. 

The versification follows the Rondeau. 

1. 

Youre two eyn sle me sodenly, 
I may the beaute of them not sustene. 
So wendeth it thorowout my herte kene. 

2. 

And but your words will helen hastily 
My herte’s wound, while that it is grene, 
Youre two eyn will sle me sodenly. 

3. 

Upon my trouth 1 see you faithfully, 
That ye ben of my liffe and deth the queen, 
For with my deth the trouth shall be sene. 

Youre two eyn, &c. 

II. 

1. 

So hath your beauty fro your herte chased 
Pitee, that me n’ availeth not to pleyn 
For daunger halt your mercy in his cheyne 

2. 

Giltless my deth thus have ye purchased; 
1 see you soth, me nedeth not to fayn: 
So hath your beaute fro your herte chased 
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3. 

Alas that nature hath in you compassed 
So grete beaute, that no man may atteyn 
To mercy, though he sterve for the peyn. 

So hath your beaute, &c. 

III. 

1. 

Syn I fro love escaped am so fat 
I nere think to ben in his prison lene; 
Syn I am free I count him not a bene. 

2. 

He may answere and say this and that, 
I do no fors, I speak right as I mene; 
Syn 1 fro love escaped am so fat. 

3, 

Love hath my name i-strike out of his sclat, 
And he is strike out of my boke clene: 
For ever mo ther is non other mene. 

Syn I fro love, &c. 

And so the old songs and ballads come down to us through the long lapse of time 
with a freshness and vigor in marked contrast to the “prettiness and conceit” of so 
many modern productions. Like old garden flowers they exhale the fragrance of the 
country, the free air of nature, so different from the artificial odor of the hot-house 
exotic. 

Their authors were close to nature, and drew their inspiration from robust and 
healthy sources. 

While the merit in some of the old ballads may be obscure to the casual reader by 
a seeming uncouthness of composition, a careful study will discover beauties of 
thought and expression both diverting and instructive. 

That they have served as models is apparent in the works of many modern 
authors, Scott having adopted the style of opening verse peculiar to several in some 
of his songs. 

And now in conclusion it may be proper to observe that the songs best remem- 
bered are those that preserve purity of sentiment and language, essential requis- 
ites in all true poetry. 

While the world may laugh at wit that raises a blush, it soon forgets it. 
Verses of a healthy, moral tone that elevate as well as please, live and are cherished; 

while those of a questionable character, that appeal to the baser instincts of man are, 
after curiosity is satisfied, soon neglected and in due course relegated to a merited 
oblivion. WILLIAM F. QUICKSALL. 
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A “TWENTIETH CENTURY” MAN; or THE HA’NTS OF 
PINEY HOLLOW. 

By SAM. J. WAGGAMAN, ’98. 

CHAPTER III. 

CAMP “1900.” 

SUPPER was over at the camp. The dishes had been hustled away for a day- 
light washing, the fire raked into a bed of glowing embers and night, silent 

and starlit, wrapped height and hollow and ridge. 
College jokes, songs and stories had been for the time exhausted, and the four 

campers were stretched upon the soft carpet of pine needles in more thoughtful 
moods. Carrots was still rather sullen and morose; the Dig, who was 18, 
smoked a short pipe reflectively, while Jack and Chips were enjoying the occasion 
as only happy, care-free boys can. 

“This is what I call great,” said Chips, drawing a long breath of deep satisfaction. 
“1 can fairly feel my lungs mending. Gee! the stars shine bright out here. I don’t 
think I ever had a good look at them before.” 

“That is one of the drawbacks of being born a millionaire,” said the Dig, dryly. 
“Its all electric lights with you, Chips. Now 1 ” 

He stopped abruptly. 
“Go on,” said Chips, “it’s not often you strike the 1-note, Dig. What about I?” 
“I was about to say I had found the stars convenient at a very early stage of my 

career, as they were the only light I had.” 
“Good!” said Jack. You’re hitting the right key, now, Dig.” 
“Biography of the eminent statesman, Digby Thorne: No illustrious American 

ever went to bed by gaslight as he knew. Moral: Chips try a course of study by 
the stars,” said Carrots, with an ill-natured laugh. 

Chips echoed the laugh good humored. Gilded youth though he was—his un- 
limited supply of pocket money having gained him his soubriquet—Hal Riggs had 
one of those sweet, sunny natures that can flash back Fortune’s brightest smile un- 
spoiled. But Chips’ college course so far had been a distinct failure. He had 
flunked hopelessly with smiling resignation at every examination. A slight bron- 
chial trouble, however, had made his professors lenient, and they had persuaded 
him to utilize his summer holiday by studying with Digby Thorne as coach. 

No greater contrast could be found for Chips, petted child of Fortune that he 
was, than the gaunt, rugged-featured youth beside him. 

Digby Thorne, or the Dig, as he was generally called, held a free scholarship at 
Saint Bride’s College, and, without money, friends or influence, had gained a certain 
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standing among his fellow students, not only by brilliant talents and achievements 
in his classes, but also by a certain bold, sturdy independence of character that 
defied both condescension and contempt. Poverty was accepted by him with a calm 
indifference that took away half its sting. Napless coats, rusty hats, and shabby 
boots were worn with unflinching heroism; contributions were disregarded, clubs 
and societies ignored. The Dig had come to college simply to work, and he worked 
manfully—coaching, copying—eking out in every way the pittance needed for his 
modest wants, while he studied in hours and out of hours with the concentration of 
a mighty purpose that never wavered nor waned. 

Two years of his course had already been accomplished, and he was about to enter 
the third with a prestige that seemed to assure even more brilliant success, when 
one of the professors suggested this trip with the young campers into the pine 
woods. Digby’s dark eyes brightened at the thought. 

Dancing, dressing, frolicing in fashionable ways, were not for him, but camping 
was just in his line. Besides, Jack, whom he had pulled through his Greek exami- 
nation the last year, was a prime favorite of his, and, last but not least, Chips’ father 
was to pay him $25 a month to push that smiling youth through the stern “con- 
ditions” that barred his way. So Dig had become a gaunt, strong, rugged presence 
in this gay and thoughtless band—the backbone of the party, as everyone felt. 

“Time for all of you weak-lunged fellows to turn in,” he said warningly. “This 
night breeze is freshening up. Put your blankets over the pine boughs 1 have 
heaped up in the corner of the tent, and tumble in. I’ll do picket duty to-night 
and keep an eye on the ha’nts, so you can sleep in peace.” 

“All the ghosts from the Styx wouldn’t wake me to-night,” said Chips, yawning. 
“Come in, Carrots, Dig is the medical adviser of this expedition. I tell you this 
goes ahead of hair mattress and spring beds,” he continued, flinging himself delight- 
edly on his couch of pine boughs. 

“You’re a fool, Hal,” was the glum answer, “and I’m another to have come on 
this wild goose chase with you. If it were not for the money I’ve spent, I would 
quit the party to-morrow.” 

“Great Caesar!” exclamed Chips, in amazement. “What for?” 
“I don’t like the place,” said Carrots, irritably. “Who ever heard of camping by a 

graveyard? And it’s too poky and still. 1 thought Jack Mason’s people were up 
in the world, and we would see some fun. And more than all (the speaker’s voice 
grew sharper) I don’t like the way you are letting Digby Thorne boss everything and 
everybody—a coarse, common fellow—from no one knows where!” 

“Dig!” said Chips, sleepily, “he is a much cleverer fellow than either you or I.” 
“I don’t care how clever he is,” was the angry rejoinder, “he can’t fool me. You 

and Jack Mason can take him to your hearts and homes if you please, but you will 
be sorry for it, mark my words. He is the kind to push in and push on—until you 
can’t push him off.” 

Carrots had spoken in a low tone, but the walls of a tent are thin and every word 
of the conversation had reached Dig’s ears, as he lay stretched by the dying fire 
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that Jack was busily tramping into darkness. The hot blood surged tumultuously 
through the listener’s veins, but he made no sign even to Jack, who had not heard. 

“1 don’t want to send the old place in a blaze,” said Jack, flinging himself down 
at.Dig’s side. “A spark can do a lot of harm in a pine woods.” 

“Yes,” answered Dig quietly. “A spark can do a lot of harm anywhere if it is 
fanned. Fellows like me learn to stamp them out before they catch.” 

“And fellows like me learn to blaze up and burn,” said Jack, laughing. 
“Exactly,” answered the Dig. “I’ve just been lying here thinking of the differ- 

ence between us. You were born to all this,”—he took in the shadowed landscape 
with a sweep of his hand—“to an old home; an honored name, fortune, friends— 
all things good and great and beautiful. I was born in a log cabin of parents who 
could neither read nor write.” 

“Well,” said Jack sturdily, though he was taken a little aback by this confession, 
“that did not hurt them, and has not hurt you.” 

“You have not heard all. I do not often strike the I-note, as Chips says,” con- 
tinued Digby. “To tell the truth, there is not much music in it. But I don’t want 
to sail under false colors down here among you people, Jack. At college, well, it’s 
nobody’s business; I hold my own and ask no favors. But I’m not your sort, Jack, 
as you can see.” 

“Who cares for that,” said Jack, feeling nevertheless the pinch of old aristocratic 
traditions, and wondering what Dig would say next. 

“You do,” answered Dig with a dry laugh. “Everybody does. If you had a 
sister you would not like to see her walking with a coarse, low-born fellow, I know. 
And that is what 1 am. You see, I don’t mince matters. My mother died when 1 
was a little bit of a ragged shaver, and my father married again. 1 had not even 
the tender love of a true mother to bless my life.” 

“There were only two of us, myself and—and my sister, a year younger,” con- 
tinued Digs, in a perceptibly affected tone. “If it had not been for her—for Dorothy, 
1 do not know where I would have been—perhaps, corralling wild horses, or holding 
up travelers in the western wilds; for my step-mother was a hard, coarse woman, 
without heart or soul. What she made of my childhood 1 don’t like to think, I 
don’t like to say.” 

“Then don’t try, old fellow,” said Jack pitifully. “Don’t talk about it at all. 
What’s the good?” 

But the barriers were down, and Digs’ story seemed to swell on like a long pent- 
up flood. 

“It was nag and beat and drive for Dorothy and me all the time. Other children 
came, and we had to starve and work for them from morning until night; father 
was an easy-going man and she, this step-mother of ours, got her grip on him and 
drove him as she pleased. There was no church for us, no school; neither book 
nor paper ever entered the house. We lived and worked like dumb cattle, without 
minds or souls—all but Dorothy. She picked up her letters somehow; and after- 
wards taught them to me with an old circus poster. I’ve got that poster—with the 
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dancing bears and leaping horses that allured me into the fields of knowledge—yet. 
Then we managed to borrow some books from the other boys. I would also do 
chores for them while they were at school during the day, and they would show me 
their lessons and examples at night. At first it only seemed fun, like a new p’uzzle 
or play thing. 1 began to see 1 had struck a road that led somewhere; I kept on 
and studied hard. Lord! you lucky boys don’t know what study means. I grew to 
like it—to love it. It was the breath of a new life to me; it was as if a beaten, 
driven, mired thing had found wings. 

“Poor little Dorothy, tired out with fretting babies and house-cleaning, was soon 
left asleep with her primer and broken slate beside her, while I sat by the old loft 
window the night through, working by the light of the moon. 

“It all came out at last when Jim Connors, the biggest dunce in the county, took 
the prize for the mathematical problem that I had worked out for him in payment 
for a dog-eared algebra. Jim went to the Brothers School in P—, and his teacher 
caught on to the business and questioned him. 1 was found out—in fact, Jim was 
fool enough to give the whole thing dead away. 

“Brother Fabian heard all about us, and he walked out to the field one day, where 
I was ditch-digging, and offered me my schooling for my help on their farm. 1 
took it. I had to milk night and morning, feed the cows, and clean the stables. 
But one-half of my time was my own, and 1 made the most of it. I won the Saint 
Bride scholarship that has put me here.” 

Aristocrat, as he was born and bred, Jack’s young American blood thrilled 
while Digs related to him this sad story. 

“Grip, old fellow,” he said, holding out his hand. “Bully for you, I say. You’re 
booked for the tip-top of the ladder, Dig. But Dorothy, poor little Dorothy! when 
did you leave her?” 

“When I had to leave her,” answered Dig, a note of bitterness in his voice, “behind 
—at home—slaving, struggling still. But,” continued Dig, as he rose and stretched 
his gaunt, rugged form to its full breadth and height, “I’ll lift her yet, Jack. I’ll 
have the strength before long. That’s what is before me night and day—to lift 
little Dorothy; to put her on a level with the best, the purest and the noblest in the 
land. And she would shine there, too—my little Dorothy. She would shine as 
bright and clear as one of those stars.” And Dig’s deep voice shook and his broad 
breast heaved; while Jack, looking at the strong, rugged figure facing him in the 
starlight, felt that Dig indeed would lift his loved ones when he willed.” 

“And now,” said Dig in an entirely changed tone, “if you mean to start out fishing at 
daybreak, Jack, you had better turn in. I’ll sleep outside; the tent is too close forme.” 

“All right, old fellow.” And there was a new infliction of comradeship in Jack’s 
tone that Dig’s quick ear gladly caught. “Call me at daybreak, then, and good 
night.” And tumbling into his couch of pine boughs, Jack, tired out with his 

. labors, was soon asleep in his “guarded tent.” 
Not so with the “picket” without. Though he felt there was no need to watchf 

Dig’s eyes refused to close. His iron frame felt no fatigue. The story told to Jack 
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had quickened his pulses; had aroused in his memory all those mighty forces which 
had been slumbering in those of his ancestors for ages, and were now wakened in him. 

“There is the untouched energy of generations in that boy’s brain,” had said a 
wise Old professor when Digby Thorne took the college scholorship. “You may 
talk about inherited cultivation, but when stored up fuel like his bursts into flame 
it lights the world.” 

Echoes of cheer like these were sounding in Dig’s ear to-night. 
Hitherto he had shrunk instinctively in the shadow of his humble obscurity, but 

Ned Brandin’s words had stung him into facing Jack in the clear light of truth. 
Here in the threshold of Jack’s old home, rich in its aristocratic traditions, he had 
shown himself as he was—lowly born, lowly bred—lowly bound in every way; and 
yet Jack’s honest tone and words and handclasps had told told him, to power like 
his, every barrier of caste was down. 

We know no limits, no bounds, no bars, 
We Twentieth Century men— 

his heart seemed to sing exultantly, as he pictured the future with Dorothy— 
Dorothy freed from all sordid cares, all heavy burdens; Dorothy mistress of some 
sweet peaceful home like this before him; Dorothy with her pale little face rosy, her 
bare little feet shod, her weary little hands at rest. 

“I’ll do it,” he repeated almost fiercely to himself, as the picture of his patient, 
drudging sister arose painfully before his eyes. “I’ll lift her out of it all. She shall 
have a white gown like the girls wore on class day, and roses in her hat, and—and 
fluffy things about her shoulders. By George! she will be prettier than any of them— 
my little blue-eyed Dorothy. 1 am getting there; everybody says so. Only a couple 
of years more and I can put in a lever that will make things move. Eh! what’s that?” 

He started up as he spoke, for a light had suddenly flashed directly upon 
his upturned face and gone out into darkness again. 

“Who is there?” he asked cautiously, unwilling to alarm the sleeping camp. 
There was no answer, but the light flashed out again—on the rocks above. 
Digby sprang up in fearless pursuit of the midnight visitant, catching a rifle from 

the stack beside the tent, as he dashed up the hill. 
“Halt!” he cried peremptorily, hearing a scuffle through the bushes. “Halt, you 

thief! What have you been stealing?” 
“Stealing!” echoed a coarse voice, as a clumsy figure loomed up in the shadows. 

“I ain’t been stealing nothing! Can’t a fellow cross the hills without being held up 
like this? Put up that shooting iron, youngster; I don’t want no row, but if it comes 
to a scrap you’ll find Tom Dunn is an ugly customer to tackle either by night or day.” 

“Tom Dunn!” echoed Digby, starting. “Not Tom Dunn of Red Hill?” 
“That same,” answered the other, flashing open the slide of his lantern into Dig’s 

face; “and, Jehosaphat! if this ain’t my step-nephew, Dig Thorne. Lord! Dig, my 
boy, this is unexpected. How are ye, and whar did ye drop from? I’m glad to see 
ye, Dig, ’pon my word!” 
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Dig could not echo the sentiment. It seemed as if all his dreary past had uprisen 
to confront him, even as he had defied it; for Mr. Tom Dunn was in face, figure and 
manners a fair type of the old life he had left behind. 

“1 am camping here with some of our college boys,” he said briefly. 
“College boys!” repeated Mr. Dunn. “So that’s a camp of college boys, is it? 

First rate! First rate! And you are with them? Lord! how curious things do turn 
out, to be sure. To think of Dig Thorne as used to run around in my old cut-down 
clothes a playing the gentleman like this! College boys!” and as if he found the 
situation extremely amusing, Mr. Dunn leaned back against a rock and indulged in 
a low, chuckling laugh. “Dorothy told me about it,” he continued. “She told me 
how you was at a big-bug college.” 

“Dorothy!” repeated Dig eagerly. “When did you see Dorothy?” 
“Lemme see, now,” said Mr. Dunn, “ ’twas somewhere about two months ago. 

Got a sort of down on my luck and thought I would strike your step-marm and 
Sister Poll for a few weeks’ board and lodging. But whew! Gee whilakins! 1 would 
rather pick oakum at the workhouse any time. 1 tell you, Dig, being as we’re both 
in the family, that ar woman’s tongue and that ar woman’s temper is a combination 
that would knock the spirit out of any man. Your dad’s gone down under it, and 
no wonder.” 

“Father has gone down! How? What do you mean?” 
“Lord! haven’t ye heard? Hasn’t nobody writ you about it?” 
“No, 1 have not been home for two years. I have no money to travel so far, and 

there is no one to write but Dorothy, who, poor child, can only send me a few lines 
every month or so.” 

“And she didn’t tell you—she wouldn’t tell you—how your dad had a stroke 
this spring and ain’t had no use of hisself since?” 

“My father had a stroke! No, I never heard of it until now,” said Dig, sternly. 
“Wal, it’s a fact. He is laid up on the shelf, no more good than a baby. And if 

Poll was fierce before, wild cats is tame to her now. It’s scold and screech and cuss 
from morning till night. You’d s’pose your dad had gone off into an applep exy 
jist to spite her, the way she jaws him about it. And Dorothy, poor little Dorothy, 
continued Dunn, and, reckless vagabond that he was, his tone had a tremor of pity, 
“if ever there was a pore little nagged, driven, beat-out critter, it’s that gal. bhe is 
a cooking, a missing, a sewing and a scrubbing, a slaving everywhere and everyway 
from morning ’till night. There ain’t a picking on her poor little bones, and her 
face is that white and pinched and peaked you couldn’t tell whether she was 
17 or 70. And Poll and them lubberly brats of hern, and your dad are always 
nagging and a driving of her! She can’t stand it; she hez got the same^cough the 
folks say es took your mother; it’s agin all natur for hei to stand it long. 

“And she shall not,” burst from Dig’s quivering lips. “I will stop it. Great 
heavens, what a blind, selfish brute I have been. 1 will go home and stop this betore 
another week is out.” . . , ,, 

“Lord!” exclaimed Mr. Dunn, startled at the passion in the tone, “what could ye 

d°“Take my father’s place; stand between Dorothy and the woman who is killing 
her—save my sister, no matter what it costs,” was Dig’s reply. 

(To be continued.) 
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ARMAND, CARDINAL DUC DE RICHELIEU—CHURCHMAN 
AND STATESMAN. 

(Continued.) I "he second task that Richelieu set for himself was “to abuse the pride of the high 
nobles,” to break down this almost adamantine power, which had grown up since 

the time of Henry IV, and which had brought the kingdom to the brink of disin- 
tegration. He saw from the outset that strength and order were impossibilities to 
France, unless the great nobles were brought under control. 

With characteristic fearlessness and impartiality, Richelieu began his work of 
chastisement by subjecting no less a personage than his old protectress, the queen- 
mother, Mary de Medici, This meddlesome and weak-minded woman had been a 
source of constant trouble, dissatisfaction and conspiracy ever since, at Concini’s 
death, Louis took into his own hands the reins of government. She had at first 
supported Richelieu, and he was greatly in her debt for the opportunity given him 
of entering the king’s council and taking the lead thereof. Yet the new minister soon 
gave clear evidence of the staunchest adherence to his master, and proved that it was 
not in him to toady to the queen-mother, as did the numerous puppets of her coterie. 
This open opposition set Mary violently against him, and she left no stone unturned 
in her efforts to find accusations whereby to oust from his vantage ground the 
king’s too able and influential minister. 

After the defeat of the Rocheliois, and the consequent submission of the whole 
Huguenot body at large, the king fell sick at Lyons. The queen-mother and queen- 
regnant, Anne of Austria, at once beset him with every entreaty, and most eagerly 
urged him to cast off Richelieu, and to shake himself altogether free from his 
powerful minister. The affectionate solicitude now shown him by his mother 
softened Louis’ heart towards her, and he promised to grant her request just as soon 
as peace had been declared in Italy. Marillac offered to kill the cardinal, Bassom- 
piere suggested that he be imprisoned, Guise that he be exiled. Strangely enough, 
these three toadies to the queen met—each one of them—the very same fate which he 
himself had suggested should fall to Richelieu’s lot. 

For some time victory was on the side of the queen-mother. No sooner was the 
looked-for peace declared than the court was moved from Lyons to Paris, and Mary 
took high-handed charge of affairs in her own and the royal household. All the 
old officials were dismissed, and among them Madame de Combalet, the cardinal’s 
favorite niece. In place of these, a crowd of Mary’s hangers-on were thrust into 
office entirely without regard for aptitude and ability. Two of her favorites, the 
brothers Marillac, were appointed by Mary to the premiership and the command of 
the army. And once again the whim and caprice of a thwarted woman foisted upon 
the community the rule of a set, of fawning sycophants. The king, in remorse and 
fear, fell upon his knees, and begged his mother, for the love of France, not to undo 
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the great good that had been so laboriously brought about. Even the great cardinal 
himself, with most humble and submissive tears, tried to lessen the bitterness of her 
hatred, and to moderate her anger. But her hatred and her anger against him had 
risen to such a pitch that neither his submission nor his tears could effect any 
reconciliation whatsoever; and the greatest friend France ever had, retired with 
gloomy forebodings of the ruin of his country. 

Yet Richelieu did not diminish his efforts to stem the current of misrule. Here, 
as on many another occasion, 

“Where the lion’s skin was short, he eked it 
Out with the fox’s.” 

The queen-mother remained at the Luxembourg, but allowed the king to go to 
Versailles for distraction. The cardinal was informed of this by St. Simon, and 
hurrying after the king, obtained easy admission to his cabinet. What happened 
during this interview history has not recorded. But Louis was completely won over 
to the cardinal. De Merrillac, the new premier, arrived at Versailles to seek a formal 
installation into his office, just as Louis was ordering Richelieu to remain prime 
minister. He was at once seized for crimes of old standing, and put in prison. His 
brother was arrested that very evening at a supper which he had given to celebrate 
his appointment as commander. All the queen-mother’s chief pets and accomplices 
were sent to the Bastile, and were thus duped out and out on this, for them, most 
fatal day, November the 11th, 1630, which French wit has not unmeaningly 
christened the “Day of Dupes.” The queen-mother was at last exiled to the 
Netherlands, and was thus prevented from ever again counteracting the good that 
Richelieu was doing France. 

While Richelieu was thus, for all of five years, the object of the queen-mother’s 
most violent hatred, and while he was doing his best to circumvent her, he had to 
keep a sharp lookout that the grasping nobles do neither France nor himself any 
harm. When he had, six years before this, entered upon his duties as chief councillor, 
he had found that the intrigues of the nobles, and the weak-minded policy of Mary 
and of Louis, had rendered impure the very heart-blood of the state. His very first 
act had, therefore, been to cut out from the very heart of French politics a number 
of unworthy nobles, and to replace them by men on whom he could rely. 

But these disgraced nobles were still restless. Richelieu attacked the very leader 
of them all, and buckled to in downright earnest, in order to quiet forever the queen- 
mother’s favorite and worthless son, Louis’ brother, Gaston, Duke of Anjou. The 
boldness of this step is quite apparent. For Louis was sickly and childless, and 
Monsieur, as the people styled Gaston, was as likely as not almost any day to be 
called to the throne of France. 

It would be hard to find in history a more worthless fellow in a high place than 
Monsieur. His was a most contemptible and revolting character. The first to 
initiate a plot, the first to fly from discovery; arousing discontent in every heart; 
ready to betray and sacrifice every man who listened to his plans; there was no 
villainy, no treachery too black for his approval; there was no meanness, no degrada- 
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tion to which he was not ready to submit to save himself from the consequences of 
his evil doings. He knew but one fear—that of Richelieu. The usual objection he 
pushed with his followers was: 

“Richelieu is an Argus; 
One of his hundred eyes will light upon us, 
And then—good-bye to life!” 

Historians, however, record one good action of Gaston’s life. Once at his lever, he 
missed his repeating watch. It was thereupon proposed that all present be searched. 
He replied in good-natured wise: “On the contrary; all of you go out. It is near the 
hour, and the watch may strike and betray its possessor.” 

In 1626, not much more than a year after his admission to the king’s council 
Richelieu had choked, before it had reached full blaze, a plot of the old sort, but a 
little more disastrous in its aims. In this conspiracy Monsieur was the figure-head 
and arch-traitor. His design was not only the destruction of the minister, but the 
dethronement of the king, the latter’s divorce from his queen, Anne of Austria, and 
her marriage with himself. 

On the discovery of this villainous plot, the cardinal was for a time fully bent on 
getting out of the reach of the animosity of his relentless enemies. His soul was 
weary of “plots and counterplots;” the pomps and vanities of the weak king’s court 
were oppressive to him; he preferred to retire to his quiet diocese of Lucon. But 
the ever changing king, alarmed at the thought of being left to govern alone, could 
not hear of his minister’s retirement. For throughout all Europe 

“Thrones totter! dynasties dissolve! 
The soil he guards alone escapes the earthquake!” 

Louis begs and begs Richelieu to stay: “if not for me—for France!” He is most 
lavish in his promises of support. “Assure yourself that I will never change,” he 
writes, and whoever attacks you, you shall have me for your second.” 
^ Moved partly by these entreaties and promises, but mostly by his great love for 
France, Richelieu took it in hand to foil the plotters. In a very short time, Gaston 
was on his knees before the minister, in abject submission, swearing upon the gospel 
to love those who loved the king, and to inform his majesty of the least word he 
heard uttered against him or his councillors, expressing at the same time his approval 
of the arrest of his own accomplices. Of these Ornano, one of the murderers of 
Concini, was sent to the Bastile; the Due de Vendome, half-brother of the king, and 
the Duchesse de Chevreuse, the remarried widow of De Luynes, went into exile, and 
the Comte de Chalais, the king’s favorite, to the scaffold. 

Shortly afterwards Monsieur was persuaded to be married, and, on the 5th of 
August, 1626, became the husband of Mary of Bourbon, Mile, de Montpensier, and 
was at the same time created Duke of Orleans. He now remained quite peaceful, 
and played the cardinal no tricks for about four years. But after the “Day of 
Dupes,” he came to the cardinal’s with a strong escort to take back the word he had 
given to show Richelieu his affection. He then fled to Spain, gathered a few wretched 
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regiments and re-entered France at their head, thus for the first time boldly and 
openly unfurling the standard of revolt. Henry, Due de Montmorency, Marshal of 
France, and Governor of Languedoc, joined Gasfon in this revolt. The master 
mind and sturdy heart of Richelieu put a speedy end to this uprising of 1626. 
Unfortunate Montmorency was captured and whirled to his destruction; lucky 
Gaston, as usual, gave forth his meaningless promises to do better, and was let go 
scott-free. 

These fearful examples of punishment should have been a good lesson to 
Monsieur, but they kept him quiet only ten years. In 1636, we find him again 
backsliding. This time the Comte de Soissons, Gaston and two other gentlemen 
lay in wait to assassinate Richelieu. All went well, and the other three only awaited 
Monsieur’s signal to strike. Monsieur, however, was so overpowered by the dignity 
and terror of the presence of the one man he feared, that he failed to give the looked- 
for signal, and rushed away in a state of utter and unreasoning panic. 

The last and most daring of this miscreant’s intrigues is that on which Bulwer 
Lytton has founded his drama, Richelieu. The fascinating Henri d’Effiat, Marquis 
de Cing Mars, grand equerry of France and favorite of the king, who had been 
introduced into court by Richelieu, and then literally “rocked and dandled into 
power,'"’ together with the traitorous and incompetent Gaston, wove a most carefully 
fabricated plot to oust the cardinal from his office, and to dethrone the king. A 
treaty was made by Bouillon for an army from Spain to cover the Sedan. Richelieu 
was at this time sick, well nigh to death. Yet he managed to get a copy of this 
treaty, and gave it to the king. Lytton well describes the king’s quandary on hearing 
such news. He could only hold up his hands in horror and cry: 

“Orleans—Bouillon—heavens!—the Spaniard! 
Where will they be next week?” 

And Richelieu, rising with all the pent up vigor that his strong will could ever 
draw forth from his sickly frame, snatched from out the king’s hands that fatal 
document, tramped upon it, and thundered forth: 

“There—at my feet!” 
“For in one moment there did pass 
Into this withered frame the might of France.” 

Cing Mars and his friend, De Thou, were arrested and executed; the entire plo. 
was nipped in the bud, and the charmed life of Orleans was still left to him. 

Gaston and his accomplices were not the only nobles brought to order. In 1627, 
the grandees were taught a much-needed lesson. Public and timely notice had been 
given that the law against duelling would be enforced with all vigor, and yet that 
pernicious practice went on. Many offenders were deprived of their offices, or sent 
into exile. But the first to meet the full vigor of the law were two of the highest 
nobles of France. M. de Bouteville, of the house of Montmorency, who had been 
previously engaged in twenty-one affairs of honor, came to Paris to fight the Mar- 
quis de Beuvron. Both unfeignedly laughed at the law, and, without the least ado, 
fought in broad daylight on the Place Royale. M. de Bussy d’Amboise, the Mar- 
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quis’ second, was killed by the Comte de Chapelles, Bouteville’s second. Beuvron 
fled to England. Bouteville and his second were arrested. And, contrary to the 
expectation of all, these two feudal lords were executed on the Place de Greve— 
the place of execution for the vilest malefactors. 

Even the Due d’Epernon, the most powerful of the feudal serf owners—he that, 
before Richelieu became prime minister, had had a right pleasant sinecure as Mary’s 
chief support, and had harrassed Louis most doggedly—even he was brought to 
terms, and all his schemes were forever knocked on the head. Moreover, the Due 
de la Valette, having disobeyed orders, was executed as a common soldier would 
have been for a like offense. Later on, the Comte de Soissons tried to bring back 
the old time troubles, but was hunted down and completely baffled. 

And so were all these fiery nobles completely baffled. For, as fast as ever they 
showed their lawless aims, Richelieu at once came upon the scene of action and 
made short work of them. He had promised “to abuse the pride of the high 
nobles. ’ He abused it. ATTICUS. 

(To be continued.) 

EASTER BONNETS. 
Flock the pretty flowers, 

In their Easter pride, 
Crocus has a bonnet, 

Feathered on the side; 
Pansy wears her new hat, 

Violet trimmed and tried; 
Rose is out in crimson, 

Lily is a bride. 

Only a little Daisy, 
Waking from her nap, 

Scampers down the hillside 
In a ruffled cap. 

Tulip flaunts a toilette, 
Bought across the sea, 

Pink has dainty flounces— 
Flutters airily; 

Aster lifts her sun-shade 
Very stylishly, 

Mignonette and Violet 
Follow modestly. 

But for fuss and feathers 
Caring not a snap, 

Dances little Daisy 
In her ruffled cap. 

Laughing on the meadow, 
Peeping through the grass, 

Nodding from the hill path 
Where the children pass, 

Friend and pet and playmate 
Of every lad and lass. 

Gay and free and merry, 
Fearless of mishap, 

Romps the darling Daisy 
In her ruffled cap. 

’Avu)vui±d<s, ’98. 
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A FAIR LOBBYIST. 

MISS DOROTHY CARTER had come to Washington for “patriotic reasons,” 
she said, if she had had a father or brother or any interested male relative, 

the probability is she would not have come; as it was, there was only Aunt Letitia, 
who was so willing to accept other people’s views that it was a matter of doubt 
whether she ever had any opinions of her own. So that when three Daughters of 
the Revolution called, dressed in their best corded black silks, and demanded Mis- 
tress Dorothy, her aunt fell straightway into the trap set for her unwary feet. 

“It will be an excellent opportunity for Dorothy to see the Capital,” said the most 
formidable of the Daughters, shutting her lips with a click. 

“But I thought lobbying was considered a disgraceful employment,” objected 
Aunt Letitia, mildly. 

“Disgraceful!” exclaimed the three Daughters of the Revolution in a breath; “do 
you suppose for one instant that we would pledge ourselves to do anything 
disgraceful?” 

“f thought I explained,” said the formidable one, “that we are actuated only by 
patriotic motives. Do you not remember the old tower that marks the original site 
of Jamestown? The beautiful island upon which it stands is being washed gradu- 
ally away. We want to get Congress to appropriate a few thousand dollars to pre- 
vent such a catastrophe. America is not so rich in ruins that it can affoid to have 
this one destroyed by the wearing of the waters. We want Dorothy to assist us in 
this good work. Her father was well-known in the Senate and in the House. 
Perhaps she could persuade some of her father’s friends to vote for the preservation 
of American antiquities. 1 thought you would be foremost in aiding this piaise- 
worthy undertaking.” 

So Aunt Letitia, crushed by this weight of words, gave her consent, and the three 
Daughters rustled away, well content with their morning’s work and feeling that 
their argumentative powers would conquer all difficulties. 

Mistress Dorothy, who had been out at the time of this interview, was delighted 
when she heard that she was actually going to Washington. She packed her tiunk 
in feverish haste, and sat down upon her best hat in an unthinking moment of 
happiness, and when the three Daughters of the Revolution drove to the gate that 
evening to pick her up on their way to the station she greeted them so effusively 
that their false curls were pulled awry and the dignified negro on the front seat 
grinned at their discomfiture. 

Once arrived in Washington they took up their abode in an unfashionable hotel 
on a quiet street and began to lay their plans with a determination worthy of their 
obstinate ancestors. They read the papers attentively to familiarize themselves with 
political factions; they undertook to discover the dispositions of the Senators by 



306 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

studying the wood-cuts that adorn every well-regulated periodical; they paddled 
down to the Capitol in the pouring rain to listen to long speeches, in which they 
were not one whit interested, to enable them to make flattering allusions to sena- 
torial diction when they mustered up sufficient courage to seize some of these great 
men by their buttonholes and tell them about the progressive James that respects 
neither age nor sentiment. 

The following day the three Daughters were ill with colds and rheumatism; they 
retired to bed armed with tallow and turpentine plasters and bottles of liniment. 
Mistress Dorothy, after attending to their many wants, announced her intention of 
going to the Capitol alone. 

“My dear child, no!” 
“What will your aunt say?” 
“The Lord has indeed afflicted us. So much valuable time wasted!” groaned the 

three invalids. 

“I’ll g° see Senator Hemps, the one you are all afraid of,” said Mistress Dorothy, 
buttoning on her most becoming gown. “You know the one 1 mean—the big gruff 
one from the West; the one who won’t talk to reporters, and hates lobbyists.” 

“You’re not afraid?” 
“Afraid!” laughed Mistress Dorothy, “afraid of a man? Why, no indeed!” 
“But you don’t know him.” 
“Yes; 1 do. I’ve seen his pictures in the funny papers. He has a bushy red 

beard and light blue eyes, and I’ve heard some one say that he had a long scar on 
his face. He has fought the Indians, you know.” 

“But he might be rude.” 
“It seems unmaidenly!” 
“A speech from him and our cause is won,” piped the estimable ladies. 

Then 111 get him to make a speech,” she said resolutely, as she turned to leave 
the room. 

The Daughters of the Revolution would have raised many more objections, but 
Mistress Dorothy had no time to heed them. She was tired of staying in the house 
and listening to their endless ailments and petulent groans. The spirit of adventure 
was strong within her; the timidity of her ancient companions was a trial to her 
unflinching courage. All the men she had ever known had had the good sense to 
admiie her, so that she possessed an air of confidence which the three Daughters, in 
their false fronts and eye-glasses, unfortunately lacked. 

Once out in the street, Mistress Dorothy breathed a sigh of satisfaction. It was a 
relief to elude her three vigilant chaperones. She hailed a cable car, and, seating 
herself on the green-velvet cushions, she stared intently through the smeared, glass 
window until she saw the Capitol looming up before her, then she politely asked the 
conductor to let her off. 

The red-faced conductor pulled the bell distractedly, the car stopped,with a jerk, and 
Mistress Dorothy stepped lightly to the sidewalk. On the corner a dirty-looking Italian 
was grinding some popular tune out of a wheezy street piano. Mistress Dorothy’s feet 
kept time to the rythmic music as she tripped along the blossom-bordered path that 
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led to the wide steps of the main entrance. In front of the Capitol stands a statue 
of George Washington, garbed in scanty Greek attire; no doubt the conventional 
general would have been shocked had he viewed the marble tunic falling from his 
bare shoulders. 

“A coat would have been much more becoming,” remarked Mistress Dorothy, 
as she ascended the high white steps and passed through the bronze doors into the 
rotunda. 

The rotunda was so big, and the vast dome, decorated with gods and gooddesses, 
seemed so dim in the distance that Mistress Dorothy, for the first time in her life, 
felt very small and unimportant. The sensation was not reassuring, so she sat 
down on a wooden bench to recover, and directed her attention to the pictures on 
the walls. There were the pious Pilgrims performing their devotional exercises on 
the Mayflower, and De Soto and his gorgeous retinue discovering the Mississippi; 
there was Pocahontas, in trailing white garments, being baptized for the edification 
of her dusky relatives, and above Mistress Dorothy’s head were a number of black- 
coated men signing the Declaration of Independence, while two or three maidens 
watched the proceeding from the painted background. Mistress Dorothy looked 
attentively at these maidens; it seemed to her that the artist, in his effort to show 
forth their demonstrative dispositions, had given one of them three arms, so that 
she might more conveniently caress her companion, but it was very puzzling trying 
to untwist them, and Mistress Dorothy had her work before her, so she arose and 
went into Statuary Hall. 

Statues did not interest her. Robert Fulton, with his blank eyes fixed upon the 
model of the steamboat in his hand, was the best looking, she told herself. 

“But they are all dead,” she added regretfully. “1 don’t like dead men.” 
“I don’t like dead men!” said a clear voice behind her. 
Mistress Dorothy turned quickly, but there was no one to be seen. It sounded so 

uncanny to have her words repeated in this mysterious way that she picked up her 
skirts and fled from the harmless echo of her own voice, and promptly lost herself 
in one of the long passages. She wanted to find the Senate Chamber, but she had 
no idea in which direction to proceed; she almost wished that she had staid at home 
with the three rheumatic Daughters of the Revolution, but she could not return and 
acknowledge her defeat when she had appeared so sure of success, so she took up 
her position directly underneath the picture of Perry’s victory on Lake Erie—she 
had a vague superstition that the spirit of the young commander might inspire 
her—and she firmly resolved to ask the first person who appeared to lead her to 
Senator Hemps. 

She had not rested more than five minutes when she heard the grating of rough- 
pegged shoes against the marble steps, and she saw a big, burly man with red hair, 
long red beard, and an ugly scar on the side of his face, coming slowly towards her. 
For a moment her heart fluttered, then she held out her hand with a bewitching 
little smile, and said: 

“1 am going lobbying. Will you show me the way?” 
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The tall man stared at her in astonishment, but on second thought the request 
evidently appealed to his sense of the ridiculous, for he laughed and said: 

“That’s one on me.” 
“1 don’t see how?”said Mistress Dorothy,puckering up her pretty brows. “One what?” 

Why a joke. Don’t you know that no right-principled man will encourage 
lobbying by listening?” 

“How could he help listening?” she demanded, regaining her composure. “Surely 
a man wouldn’t be rude enough to walk away while a lady was talking to him?” 

He looked suspiciously at her rosy face, half hidden by her wide-brimmed hat. 
Her appearance was well calculated to disarm even an astute politician. 

“You come from the South?” he said. 
“From Virginia,” she answered with pardonable pride. 
Then go home!” he said gruffly. “The men there know how to say pretty 

things to women; the men here have something better to do.” 
“I can’t go home,” she said, seating herself more comfortably upon the steps and 

spreading out her skirts so that he could not pass her by, “until 1 talk to the man I 
came to find.” 

“Would you know him if you saw him?” asked the Senator, still upon his guard. 
“Know him!” cried Mistress Dorothy. “How could I know him when I have 

only been in Washington three days? 1 don’t know him one bit better than I do 
you. They say he frightens people half to death. If that is so, 1 wonder he ever 
was elected; but I reckon the West is inhabited by cowboys and he told them he 
would shoot them all if they did not vote for him. The papers say he’s a dead shot. 
I wouldn’t govern people by fear.” 

“Why don’t you become a politician? You might discover a new way of con- 
ducting a campaign. What platform will you stand upon?” 

“Platform! I don’t know what you mean. It’s bad enough to come to the Capi- 
tol all by myself and get lost, without having people make fun of me.” 

“Then what did you come for?” 
Mistress Dorothy’s eyes flashed. “1 came to see Senator Hemps. They say he is 

lough and gruff and rude as he can be, and I believe it. But I am not afraid of him. 
I am going to make him get me what 1 want, I don’t care if it is lobbying.” 

‘ Well I’ll be d—d!” said the Senator good-naturedly. “Suppose he refuses, will 
you threaten to shoot him?” 

“No,” she said; “I don’t know how to shoot. Threats wouldn’t do any good with 
a man like him. People say he is not afraid of anything on earth. He has fought 
the Indians and killed a lot.” 

Then you had better be afraid of him,” he said, sitting down on the steps at her feet. 
“Well, I’m not,” she declared bravely. “I’m not afraid of anything except 

cateroillars.” 
“Caterpillars?” repeated the eloquent orator. “That’s foolish!” 
“Foolish! I am not half as foolish as Senator Hemps; he hates women. I don’t 

see how he can. He must have had a mother once.” 
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“God bless her!” said the big man, with a tremor in his deep voice. “He never 
appreciated her until he lost her.” 

“Then you know the Senator?” said Mistress Dorothy, in a surprised tone, “and 
will introduce me?” 

“1 don't know whether 1 will or not. He is my worst enemy.” 
“Why?” 
“Well, you see, he is always doing something 1 don't approve of. Listening to 

lobbyists, for instance.” 
“But he never does.” 
“Oh, yes; he is likely to do most anything when taken unawares. Who sent you 

here?” 
“Nobody. 1 offered to come. Three old ladies brought me to Washington. They 

came down here yesterday in the pouring rain to listen to Senator Hemps, and they 
all took cold. 1 did not come with them; 1 hate speeches. They meant to go see 
him and compliment him so that he would make a speech for them, but I believe 
that a man who is truly brilliant doesn’t care for flattery.” 

“I am not so sure of that,” he said, beaming his satisfaction. “I hope the old 
ladies are not going to die.” 

“Die! I hope not. 1 don’t love them, but 1 don’t want them to die. Nothing 
could be worse than traveling with three live chaperones except traveling with 
three dead ones.” 

“It seems to me,” remarked the Senator dryly, “that you are very capable of 
taking care of yourself. What do the three old ladies want? Pensions?” 

“Of course not!” she said indignantly. “It’s a ruin—a ruin on the James. They 
want to repair it, or keep it from going to more of a ruin than it is. Don’t you 
understand? It’s an antique and it ought to be kept there, and the river is washing 
it away; and if Congress doesn't appropriate something—I don’t know how many 
thousand dollars—to build a wall or dam to keep the water back, I reckon there 
won’t be anything left. The Daughters of the Revolution would tell you that every 
patriotic American ought to use every effort to preserve such ancient landmarks.” 

“To prevent their becoming watermarks, hey? Do you care so much about ruins?” 
“No, I don’t,” she admitted with charming candor. But I am sure that you are 

more patriotic.” 
Can't say that I am. I’ve heard about this old tower at Jamestown before. Easy 

enough to build a ruin to order in the West, or get up a cyclone for the purpose.” 
But we haven’t any cyclones in Virginia. Come, won’t you help me?” she said, 

laying her hand confidingly upon his coat-sleeve. Come, take me to Senator Hemps. 
I’m not afraid of him.” 

“Lord! what a wife you’d make for a politician,” he said, taking her small, 
gloved hand in both his own. “If women ever get their rights, you will be Presi- 
dent of the United States. As for the ruin, I’ll help you through—I’m John Hemps!” 

Sly Mistress Dorothy raised a pair of laughing eyes to the gallant Perry—had his 
courage not inspired her? Then she looked half fearfully at the tall, ugly man by 
her side. E. A. W„ ’98. 

“Why, I knew you all the time,” she said. 
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“1900” IN LESSER ARCADIE. 

SPRING. 

1 wandered o’er the meadows wide, 
And gazed upon the dawn’s first ray 

That tinged the mountain side. 
It was a day of early spring, 
And gayly did the wild birds sing 

To greet the birth of day. 

Close by my side the splashy stream 
Swept through the meadow bright, 

And on its bank the wild flowers grew 
In the silence of the night. 

From the marsh the plover flew 
With a cry of joy, 
Like a playful boy, 

Awakening from his dream. 

The storms of winter long have past, 
The earth no more is sad and drear ; 

No more the raging blast 
O’er the land we hear. 

The days are bright 
With gentle light; 
Spring’s fair flowers 
Fill all the bowers. 

Would I could join in nature’s lay 
And sing my joy this blithesome day 1 

W. MEREDITH SMITH. 

REMEMBRANCE. 

So that you may know I care 
This humble verse I sing, 

If a greater song I’d dare 
So that you might know I care, 
I’ve a fear that ill ’twould fare, 

And vain its notes would ring ; 

So that you may know I care 
This humble verse I sing. 

GERALD P. GARRIGAN. 

THE SONG OF THE SEA. 

Oh for my wild, wild mountain seat I 
Oh for the nook I’ll always bless, 

Where waving willows murmuring sweet 
My bosom soothed with soft caress I 

THOMAS MACMAHON. 

DAFFODIL. 

Daffodil nods her dainty head, 
Violet peeps at Sir Tulip red, 
Lightly the south wind ripples by, 
Turns to a laugh the lingering sigh 
Caught from the lips of Winter dead. 

Now blithely trip with sprightly tread 
Myriad troops of children led 
To play where daisies grow, and nigh, Daffodil nods. 

Slowly the book that should be read 
Drops, and the lines that should be said 
Fade from my memory, while I 
Follow in dreams the butterfly 
To greener fields where dewy-fed Daffodil nods, 

W. KURTZ WIMSATT 

DISAP POINTMENT. 
A wave from the sea would stray 

And wander over the land, 
But pouring forth its tears of spray 

It broke upon the sand. 

THOMAS VINCENT SULLIVAN. 

FAME. 

Strive from your birth, and rest nor day nor night 
That you may win immortal fame ; 

Unless upon your work smiles Fortune bright, 
Posterity shall never know your name. 

W. KURTZ WIMSATT. 
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THE MEXICAN INDIAN. 

Crumbled his monuments of clay, 
Fallen his pyramids to dust, 

Forgotten long his lordly sway, 
Changed his sword of rule to rust; 

The wild oak cleaves his temple floor, 
On the site of his town the pumas roar; 

His palace high 
Shall lift to the sky 

Its towers and turrets nevermore. 
The cities that glittered once as the morn, 

Lie like the ashes of dead flames, 
Vast tracts of ruins, sad, forlorn, 

And men now know not e’en their names. 

Dying, he wraps his blanket round, 
And tries to catch the echoes of a sound 
Down in the dim embers of the West, 
Like the murmur of some great city blest 
With deep, deep and eternal rest. 

The memory of his youth has left his age, 
His history is but a blotted page, 
Locked in forgetfulness his past, 
And far, far out is cast 

The golden key 
Into the fathomless sea. 

W. KURTZ WIMSATT. 

WHEN VIOLET BLOOMS AND LILA ' BLOWS. 

Grateful the grove, cool, green the dell, 
Sweet bursts its bud the blushing rose, 
And every rippling brooklet flows 

With laughter from its crystal well, 
When violet blooms and lilac blows. 

On every side the flowered rows 
Of hedge with springtime music swell, 

Soft under foot the green moss grows, 
And lightly nods the gay bluebell, 

When violet blooms and lilac blows. 

Down in the dale the dun cow lows, 
Far sweeter than e’er Orpheus’ shell, 

And everywhere young Nature shows 
Her love for fields where mortals dwell, 

When violet blooms and lilac blows. 

W. KURTZ WIMSATT. 

SONNET. 

THE FLAG. 

A peoples pride. Thou charmest the soft air, 
Which Summer has in her glad equipage, 
And when the wintry blasts from their grim cage 

Of northern ice, with cruel lashes dare 
To strike the sacred folds, then Spring so fair 

And bounteous Autumn gentlest wiles engage 
To soothe away the snowy tyrant’s rage 

That their sweet breath may kiss you free from care. 

What wonder, then, if in the angry pride [leap 
Which warriors know, blades from their scabbard: 
To hurl to horrid death in chaos deep 

The wretch who dares our holy flag deride. 
In every clime, in every age, more grand, 
Wave ever, emblem of a chosen land. 

“ARCHIAS.” 

RONDEAU. 

THE VIOLET. 

The violet blue, in sweet array 
Down in the meadow ’midst the hay 

Grows, while the dewdrops fair adorn 
Her presence chaste and flowers forlorn 

Make for her sake a glad display. 

Once on a dreary morning gray, 
Ere sun had sent his brightening ray 

Plucked there, an elf of summer born, 
A violet blue. 

He and his elfin comrades gay 
Their dying treasure bore away 

To fairy haunts. There ’midst the corn, 
Dead and of all its beauty shorn, 

Found he, that foolish, sorrowing fay, 
The violet blue. 

G. P. G., 19’. 

TO M . 

There’s a voice in the wind softly sighing 
The name of a friend slowly dying. 
There’s a star in the sky brightly shining; 
It’s my friend. What need of repining. 

JOHN E. LAUGHLIN. 
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We regret very much to announce the 
severe illness of our esteemed President, J. 
Havens Richards, S. J. An attack of nerv- 
ous prostration, due to overwork, confined 
him for some time to his room. Though 
sufficiently recovered to move about, he has 
been ordered by his physicians to lay aside 
all care of government and seek rest and 
recreation at the seaside. 

He left the College Wednesday, April 
6th, with the sincere regrets of his faculty 

With the beauty and joy of Easter come 
cheering thoughts to teacher and student, 
weary perhaps of the long monotony of the 
scholastic year, its colorless rambles in 
classic fields, its arduous clambering to 
Mount Parnassus’ dizzy heights, its deep 
delving after philosophic truth. 

It is in many ways a happy circum- 
stance that, as we near the home-stretch of 
our collegiate career, nature bursts into 
sympathetic life and bloom. Sun-bright 
skies, swelling buds, opening flowers speak 
lessons of hope, and encourage us to final 
effort and glad success. The song of the 
birds blend with man’s ‘Alleluias;’ our Al- 
ma Mater, robed in vernal shades and early 
blossoms, seems to smile in renewed beauty 
upon her sons, while the breeze stealing 
through the groves, the river rippling at 
her feet, echo the glad harmony of the 
Easter anthems. We feel that the glory 
of Life’s spring-time is ours, that vistas of 
radiant promise open before us, that to 
youth in its joyous strength all things are 
possible. 

But spring is the season of work 
as well as of gladness. Beautiful as are 
its flowery ways, the husbandman dares 
not linger therein. The broad fields must 
be upturned for the planting, the seed 
sown, the lengthening days spent in stren- 
uous effort if he would win the future har- 
vest. 

Nil sine magno 
Vita labore dedit mortalibus. 

And this, as true of class-room and 
study-hall as of field, factory and mine. 
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The next three months should he for all 
of us a time of earnest work and sincere 
endeavor. 

Our feet should not lag nor our strength 
falter under the attack of spring fever; that 
is unfortunately sometimes endemic at this 
period of the year. 

A strong dose of good will and' con- 
science will generally stay its deadly course 
and enable us to keep bravely on and un- 
der smiling skies and all genial influences 
reach the goal that is so near. 

EDITOE. 

LULLABY. 

Over the hills to the far away, 
Fly, Baby mine; 

Over the hills of the vexing day 
Into the land of the far away, 
Where none but dreaming babies stray 
With goblins and elfs and fairies to play, 

Fly, Baby mine. 

Into the land where the skies are bright, 
Fly, Baby mine, 

Into the valley of beauty bright; 
Where naught is trouble—all delight— 
With never a moment of sullen night, 
With never a “boogey man” to fright, 

Fly, Baby mine. 

Into the land of quiet peace, 
Fly, Baby mine; 

Where little it matters if foes increase, 
Where little it matters if friends decrease, 
Where music and joy hold eternal lease, 
Into the slumberland of peace, 

Fly, Baby mine. 
M. B. K., ’98. 
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OUR 
LIBRARY 
TABLE. 

In the opening month of the year, when 
nature awakens, it was to be expected that 
our magazines would present us with a 
goodly array of poems suited to the happy 
Spring-time. Yet, we have not found it 
so. What are we to conclude from the 
dearth of good poetry? Yerses are pub- 
lished in the leading periodicals that our 
board of editors would hardly accept for 
“Lesser Arcadie.” 

The Atlantic prints two poems, the first 
a sonnet on a love that is fellow to rough 
weather at sea or on the mountain-top, 
which is praiseworthy for its unity of 
theme and some striking expressions, and 
the second a song of joy for April “in the 
Yorth,” where April alone is really 
known. The verses of this second poem 
are irregular in character; the author 
varies the number of accents at will and 
the stanzas though pleasant enough to the 
ear lack careful finish. 

Harper’s has two sonnets, the first, a 
vague and indefinite attempt to explain 
how men meet death without fear, the other 

a strange reflection on free will whicli 
contains little poetry. The Cradle-song is 
a sweet and musical lullaby, though not 
remarkable for beauty either of thought or 
of expression. “Bloom-time” is a light, 
valueless, love-plaint and the verse on 
April is hardly imaginative enough to merit 
printing. 

In the Cosmopolitan we find only one 
piece of verse, another reflective sonnet in 
which the poet dreams of the bliss of being 
born perfect, that is, wfith complete posses- 
sion of all faculties and of thus enjoying 
the charm of new sensations in conscious 
childhood. 

* * * * 

All of the verse in the Catholic World 
is religious in subject and in sentiment. 
Seldom does it reach the poet’s imaginative 
heights. Indeed most of the writers have 
not avoided the triteness, common to al- 
most all pious poetry. The sonnet on the 
Resurrection and the prayer at Easter are 
both devout, but it is difficult to see any 
reason for their being expressed in verse, 
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other than the will of an author who had 
no poetic inspiration. Neither the short 
narrative poena on the two monks, nor the 
Passion Ode is free from the same charge. 
In the latter, some of the lines are obscure 
and the connection of the last two verses 
with those that precede, is not at all evi- 
dent. 

* * * * 

Bret Harte’s poem in the Century will 
be read because of the author’s name. Not 
having read any of his other poems, we do 
not know whether he deserves the praise 
that has been bestowed upon him. Were 
this his only poem, it would be strange, in- 
deed, if he were ever ranked among the 
poets. There is a little song of ten lines 
to the wind, without much thought or 
rhythm. We note the words heaven, even, 
and driven, used as if rhymes. A re- 
flective poem on “Loyalty” is well written, 
but there is so much mediocre verse in the 
world that one wonders why more is daily 
published. The verse in lighter vein is 
clever. It does not claim the rank of 
poetry. 

* * * * 

To Scribner’s must be awarded the palm 
for poetry this month. There are two 
good poems on nature: “Arbutus,” the 
first pink pledge, the hint of spring, 
and “The Sweetest Singer,” a poem on the 
wind. Then there is a poem called “In- 
carnation,” descriptive of a street scene in 
which the shadow of a carpenter carrying 
“a tray of tools, a timbered frame,” re- 
minds the author of the cross-laden Saviour 
on His way to Calvary. It is very well 
put. Best of all we find a narrative poem 
entitled “The Toiling of Felix, a Legend 
on a New Saying of the Christ.” Its sub- 

ject is the holiness of labor, suggested by 
the words, “Raise the stone and thou shalt 
find Me; cleave the wood, and there am I,” 
which occur among the fragmentary say- 
ings, found recently in Egypt. We shall 
not mar the effect of the poem by quoting. 
The lesson it teaches is told with great 
imaginative power and is fraught with 
great import for an age, when so many of 
the toilers are full of bitter discontent. 

* * * * 

It is with a sigh of relief that we be- 
take ourselves to the articles of interest. 
In “The Uses of a Literary Center” in the 
Century, it is denied that favoritism plays 
any part in the selection of literary matter 
for publication. The reason given is the 
practical impossibility of such favoritism 
from a commercial point of view. 

“Superior talent, practically applied, will 
have little trouble in making room for it- 
self; but at the bottom, where the minor 
work is done, as in every other profession, 
even the waiting-lists are overcrowded.” 
If this be true, it ought not to be difficult 
to find better work in verse than is pre- 
sented in these April magazines. 

* * * * 

The answers of President Thwing to the 
Cosmopolitan questions on education are 
admirable. We commend their careful 
study to all college men and take the 
liberty of making a few extracts. 

“To me either power, or social efficiency, 
or character, or culture, represent a 
far worthier ideal for education than hap- 
piness.” 

“I would not be understood as opposing, 
in even indirect ways, the educational 
value of any modern language; but I would 



316 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

be interpreted as saying that Greek and 
Latin do have a unique value. They, 
Greek and Latin, can do for the student of 
modern languages what no other linguistic 
agent can accomplish.” 

“It is also to be suggested that linguistic 
studies represent the human mind, while 
scientific studies represent material nature, 
j’he sciences embody man's knowledge >>f 
the physical world; language and literature 
man’s knowledge of himself. The one is 
the interpretation of the history of the 
globe, and the other the interpretation of 
the human soul. The classics, both an- 
cient and modem, stand for humanity. It 
is significant that they are, in the- students’ 
phrase, called ‘the humanities.’ ” 

“The value of the personality of the 
teacher in fitting men for life is quite as 
great as—and some would say far greater 
than—the value of the studies which are 
pursued. Students forget the teachings 
of their professors.... Students never for- 
get their teachers, and, be those teachers 
worthy, students never cease to sing the 
hallelujah chorus in their honor. . . .The 
force and the sweetness, the purity and 
the power, the love and the justice, the 
sheer, perpendicular, massive, noble char- 
acter of the college teacher, as impressed 
upon boy or girl whom lie instructs, is of 
far greater consequence than the content 
of the learning which he conveys. Such 
training, too, is the best preparation that 
one can have for taking up the active work 
of life. It is also never to be forgotten 
that, in this common and urgent demand 
for what are called practical things, practi- 
cal studies, practical methods, the most prac- 
tical thing is the man himself. Lie is the 

one who is to practice, to do and to work; 
and therefore, whatever fits him to see 
clearly, to think soundly, to reason ac- 
curately and swiftly, to feel purely, to 
choose rightly, is accomplishing and fitting 
him to accomplish the most practical 
things in this most practical world.” 

These citations are long, but they by no 
means exhaust the flow of wisdom in the 
President’s article. It is a good work to 
give such sound ideas the widest possible 
extension. 

* * * * 

Prof. Brander Matthews has a very use- 
ful article in Scribner’s, on “The Conven- 
tions of the Drama.” He distinguishes 
between the permanent and essential con- 
ventions which are always necessary and 
temporary conventionalities, depending on 
changes of fashion. Each generation 
prides itself on getting closer to nature, 
but each seems to substitute new conven- 
tions quite as arbitrary as those discarded. 
He considers the scenery, the costume, the 
character of the language, the aside and 
the soliloquy. The paper is worthy of 
careful study. 

In “the Point of View” the needlessness 
of personal publicity, unless desired by au- 
thors, is dwelt upon; for books succeed be- 
cause of what is put between the covers of 
them, not because helped by advertise- 
ment. “It is pathetic how eager people 
are to read something that they think will 
do them good.” 

* * * * 

A champion of Experimental Psychol- 
ogy which was assailed by Prof. Muenster- 
berg in the February Atlantic, answers the 
attack in the April Forum. The cham- 
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pion is Prof. Charles B. Bliss of New York 
University, a Yale Doctor of Philosophy 
who spent a year as assistant in the Yale 
Psychological Laboratory before he was 
appointed professor at New York in 1894. 
The article is interesting as showing the 
other side of the question at issue, and the 
enthusiasm for the new science is gratify- 
ing, but it may well be doubted whether 
the value of psychological experiments for 
the training of the young has been at all 
demonstrated. We cull the following ex- 
tract as a sample of the writer’s defense 
of the Yale book on Psychology: 

“The author deliberately proposes 
to use the word ‘sensation’ in its every-day 
sense, without any reference whatever to 
things or to sensations in themselves. He 
says plainly that he proposes to call the line 
which he draws on paper one of his sensa- 
tions, and to call the yard-stick with which 
he measures this line another of his sensa- 
tions. Any man has a right to choose his 
own language, so long as he makes himself 
clear.” 

But surely no man has the right to pre- 
tend when using his own language to be 
using words in their every-day sense. 
Where shall we stop? Are the people with 
whom we converse our sensations? Is the 
whole material word one of my sensations? 
Such language seems to be not merely mis- 
leading hut false. 

The articles on literary subjects in this 

month’s Forum are scarcely above com- 
monplace hack-work. 

* * •* * 

The Praeco Latinus, published in Phila- 
delphia, at 1328 Spring Garden Street, 
by Arcadius Avelanus, continues with en- 
thusiasm to advance the noble work to 
which this learned gentleman has so ar- 
dently devoted himself. Its object is to in- 
crease the use of Latin as a living speech, 
and to foster Latin literature, an object 
which should be dear to every lover of true 
learning, especially to every Latin profes- 
sor in the land, and above all, to Catholic 
professors and to the Catholic clergy of. the 
country. 

In the March number we read an appeal 
to the clergy to interest themselves in this 
work and to show their appreciation of its 
value and necessity. Copies have been 
sent to all the high dignitaries of the 
church, to the seminaries and to 500 priests 
in America. Catholic newspapers should 
help the cause by bringing it to more public 
notice. This number contains, besides, ex- 
cellent articles, poems and translations 
from Shakespeare, a very exquisite piece of 
satire on those modern graduates who fancy 
themselves omniscient, despite their shal- 
lowness of their knowledge in every line. 
We have read the “Colloquium Triviale,” by 
Cn. Crabro, with keen pleasure, and believe 
there is great hope for Latin literature in 
America when she produces such brilliant 
Latin scholars as the author of this dia- 
logue. 

THE LEPER. 

Men fear my cactus skin, and, trembling pale, 
E’en shun to see my thorns of hideous mien; 
Nor heed the soul my Gardener hath seen, 

The cactus bloom, most chosen of this vale. 
MICHAEL EARLS. 
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OUR EXCHANGES. 

Our best exchanges give a deal of atten- 
tion to the short story, and they do well. 
For the short-story not only aids much to 
neutralize the proverbial dullness of the 
amateur critique and essay; but it, next to 
light verse, ought to be the collegian’s 
strong point. 

Of an age, when the fancy is liveliest, 
the imagination, for the purpose, suffi- 
ciently developed, if only there be added 
a moderately disciplined judgment and 
some alertness of observation—presuppos- 
ing, of course, an ordinary command of 
language—why should not the college 
man or woman write a readable short 
story? 

* * * * 

The Amherst Lit., particularly, seems to 
excel in this respect. And we wish to add 
that, in its March number, at least, there is 
nothing dull to offset. “The Blindness of 
Us, the Exalted,” is especially meritorious. 

* * * * 

Lovers of Dickens will be pleased with 
the “Pickwick Memorabila” in the last 
number of the Vassar Miscellany. The 
book reviews in this magazine are unusual- 
ly good, and display a clear discernment of 
literary merit. “Points of View,” written 
in a liphter vein was very enjoyable. 

The masterly manner in which the Alma 
Mater from Sidney, Australia, is gotten 
up, reflects much credit on those entrusted 
with its publication. We would suggest, 
however, that a little more attention be 
given to the exchange department. 

* * * * 
A “Talk on Collins” is a well-written 

critique in the Cornell Magazine. We can- 
not repress our admiration of the typogra- 
phical make-up of this periodical. 

* * * * 

The editor-in-chief of the Mountaineer 
a former student of Georgetown, would be 
a valuable acquisition to any college maga- 
zine. Every number of this paper con- 
tains several goods articles over his signa- 
ture. 

* * * * 

Pleasant, indeed, would be the task to 
mention all the articles of merit in our last 
batch of exchanges, but space forbids us do 
more than return thanks for the pleasure 
afforded by a perusal of the March num- 
bers of the Aloysian, Columbia Lit., Nas- 
sau Lit., Red and Blue, Williams’ Lit., 
Holy Cross Purple, Niagara Rainbow, 
Fordham Monthly, Dial, Agnetian Month 
ly, and William and Mary Monthly. 
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LAW SCHOOL. 

While the war cloud has been hovering over 
our country, and the halls of Congress have 
resounded with the eloquence of many states- 
men, and the daily press has painted in most 
glowing colors the various events which have 
taken place on both sides of the Atlantic, 
while all these exciting scenes are being 
enacted, the law students have met their 
enemy, have fought their battle, and have 
come off the field, we sincerely hope, victori- 
ous, for the examinations on the matter for 
the second term were held during the middle 
of March, and as usual they were up to their 
high standard of severity—the paper on Torts 
being extremely far-reaching and unbending. 
The new term brings to our lecture platforms 
many familiar faces. The post-graduates will 
have the pleasure of listening to Justice Shep- 
pard, Senator-elect McComas, and Prof. Ham- 
ilton. The seniors will hear Senator McComas 
and Prof. Douglas, while the juniors will have 
a rare treat in the lectures of Prof. Douglas 
and Prof. Perry. The many friends of Prof. 
Hamilton will rejoice to hear that he is rap- 
idly recovering from a severe attack of grippe, 
and will soon be able to resume his duties at 
the law school. On the evening of March 26 th, 
the law school debating society held a meet- 
ing for the election of officers, and after much 
wire-pulling, and various political moves the 
following ticket was elected: President, Mr. 
Herman Shade; Vice-President, Mr. Carroll 
Purman; Secretary, Mr. P. E. Kilcullen; 
Treasurer, Mr. Gerald Von Costel; Sergeant- 
at-Arms, Mr. Lloyd M. Telman. 

R. J. W. 

MEDICAL NOTES. 

With the advent of April, the medicos are 
reminded of the fact that the final examina- 
tions are close at hand and that the school 
year is rapidly drawing to a close. 

The commencement exercises of the Class 
of ’98 will take place at Columbia Theatre, on 
the evening of May 12th, and already prepara- 
tions are being made for that occasion. 

The following committees have been ap- 
pointed, viz: 

Banquet—Gorman, Baum, Reynolds. 
Invitations—MacNamee, Barron, Delaney. 
Decorations—Clarke, McClure, Adams. 
Finance—Gwynn, Kilroy, Kemp, Walker. 
Executive Committee—Gwynn, Kilroy, 

Kemp, Walker, Johnson, Wallace, Wellin, 
Reiter. 

The Graduating Class of this year is the last 
class to follow the course of the night school. 

When three years ago it was decided to 
change the Medical College from a night to 
a day school, some predicted that this change 
would not prove beneficial. Subsequent de- 
velopments, however, have convinced the fac- 
ulty and friends of the college that the deci- 
sion which regards this question was a wise 
one, and any proposal to return to the previ- 
ous system would not be deemed worthy of 
consideration. 

The final examinations will commence on 
April 21st, and continue until April 30th. 

Dr. Porwood’s lectures on Military Surgery 
excite more than ordinary interest, especially 
at the present time, owing to our strained re- 
lations with Spain. 
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There is little doubt but that many of the 
prospective M. D.’s will be found in the van 
of our army in the event of war. Aside from 
the interest lent to these lectures by the ru- 
mors of war, the careful manner in which Dr. 
Forwood prepares his lectures, the charts 
which are of a superior order, specimens in 
wax, which vie in vividness with the reality 
and also many of the death-dealing- implements 
whose direful effects modern surgery is com- 
bating would claim the attention of students 
at any time. In the march of progress and 
steady improvement in the methods of war, 
it is evident that military surgery has kept 
the pace. D. J. MeCARTHY. 

GRADUATE SCHOOL. 

The Divine Comedy has occupied the minds 
of the class in Comparative Literature dur- 
ing the past month. In our journey through 
the realm of literature under Fr. Shandelle’s 
directions, no stay has been more enjoyable 
than this one—at the masterpiece of Dante’s 
genius. The second paper in the course has 
been announced, viz.: A criticism of the 24th 
Canto of the Paradiso. 

Dr. Stiles, of the Biological Department, has 
become attached to the embassy, recently ap- 
pointed by the United States Government to 
look after American interests in the present 
dispute concerning our exports to Germany. 
The embassy is to ascertain, by actual obser- 
vation, the foundation of the German claims 
and report at once. Dr. Stiles sailed on March 
19th. 

After finishing the dissection of rabbits, the 
class in practical biology is now taking up the 
study of flowering plants. The first lecture in 
the course was illustrated by specimens of 
practically all of our spring flowers. The first 
trip of the year into the surrounding country 
was recently taken by the class under the 
guidance of Prof. Judd, and a very profitable 
day spent in the fields in studying the flowers 
in their original settings. 

Fr. Doherty’s course in psychology continues 
to hold the attention of nearly the entire 
post-graduate class. The fundamental ques- 
tions of conception, judgment and reasoning— 

together with the various theories of modern 
philosophy upon these problems—have been 
carefully gone over by the reverend lecturer. 
The almost perfect attendance at these lec- 
tures is a well-deserved tribute to Fr. Doher- 
ty’s popularity and scholarly attainments. 

Fr. Welch has concluded his lectures on His- 
torical Criticism, and is now taking up the 
History of our Constitution. Many of the law 
students are in attendance at the lectures of 
the latter course. 

The class in Post Elizabethan Literature is 
now making a study of the literature of the 
nineteenth century. A paper has been an- 
nounced for May 1st—the last of the course- 
on “The Literature of the Victorian Era.” 

The philologists are just now busily engaged 
with the origin and development of the dia- 
lects of America. Our reverend Dean, in con- 
fining his lectures within this sphere, is mak- 
ing very practical what is usually a specu- 
lative and historical study. 

We understand that some of our classmates 
will compete for the Journal prize—for a 
Critical Essay on Aubrey DeVere—open to the 
students of the University. Apropos to this, we 
would also remind them of the several prizes 
which the Century Publishing Co., of New 
York, has thrown open to competition by col- 
lege men. The conditions of this literary con- 
test are posted on the bulletin in the lower 
corridor, or they may be found in any recent 
issue of the Century. We trust that George- 
town men will not be backward in the laud- 
able endeavor to win the laurel leaf from so 
broad a field as our entire American graduate 
student body. 

JOHN J. KIRBY. 

COLLEGE NOTES. 
Happy as the month of March was, if we 

consider the satisfaction which plenty of out- 
door entertainment gives as happiness, few 
events of any importance happened within the 
College walls. It is with great regret that 
we must insert the resolutions of condolence 
at the death of two of those most dear to our 
comrades. 
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“A little joy to temper the sorrow of each 
day passing.” 

Let us, therefore, be happy while we may. 

At the beginning of each base-ball season 
it has been customary to hold a mass meeting 
of the Athletic Association and to place be- 
fore its members a statement of its financial 
condition and its prospects. On Monday even- 
ing, March 28th, the meeting was held in Gas- 
ton Hall and was very largely attended. Mr. 
John McAleer, ’98, vice-president of the Asso- 
ciation, was in the chair, and called the house 
to order with a well-worded speech, telling of 
the purpose of the meeting, thanking the 
members for their support in the past and 
begging them to be as loyal in the future. He 
then called upon the president of the class 
of ’99, Mr. Thomas J. Cullen, Rhode Island, 
who, having seconded Mr. McAleer’s exhorta- 
tion, assured the gentlemen present that the 
class of ’99 would try to precede all others in 
loyally helping the Executive Committee in 
their efforts to uphold the honor of George- 
town. Mr. D. J. Cleary, Mass., president of the 
class of 1900, then made an address. He said 
that while Mr. Cullen and his classmates 
might do much good by their efforts, they 
would have as rivals the members of the class 
of 1900. Mr. J. P. Fitzpatrick, Pa., represent- 
ing the class of 1901, vouched for the support 
which the freshmen are always ready to ren- 
der. The treasurer of the Association, Mr. 
Francis Byrne, ’99, Del., tendered his report 
and showed that, on account of the great ex- 
pense attending the payment for the grand 
stand, just completed, the finances were in a 
most deplorable condition. Urging the stu- 
dents to be generous in their contributions 
and in the discharging of their fees, he asked 
the boys to come to the assistance of the com- 
mittee with both moral and substantial help. 
Mr. Harry R. Gower, Iowa, of the senior class, 
then told of the constant increase of interest 
at Georgetown in athletics, and he showed 
how many a time the moral support of the 
student body had assisted in bringing victory 
to teams representing the College. Messrs. 
P. A. H. MacMahon, ’98; M. A. Head, ’98; 
Stephen H. Douglas, 1901; of the Committee, 
made reports of their departments, and Mr. 
0. Ceppi and Mr. J. McKellar, of the Prep. 

School, made speeches. M.. John Kirby, of 
the Post Graduate School, also addressed the 
meeting, and his eloquent remarks were 
greeted with great applause. The vice-presi- 
dent then adjourned the meeting. 

Every member of the College will join with 
us in thanking the students of the Prepara- 
tory School for the entertainment which 
they afforded us, by their representation of 
the drama, “Major John Andre,” on the even- 
ing of March 24th. The play was well ren- 
dered and a gold medal was given to James 
Cowardin, of Richmond, Va., for the most 
clever acting-. 

It does not belong to this part of the Jour- 
nal to comment upon the success of the ball 
team, but it will certainly be allowed us to 
notice the enjoyment afforded by the semi- 
weekly games. No longer discontented faces 
are to be found on half holidays, but all have 
something better to do than to mope and (if 
it be allowed to say so) study. But the ball 
games would be much more enjoyable if the 
weather bureau would send us hotter weather. 

But mentioning ball games reminds us that 
the big events are close at hand, and with 
them come the Easter holidays. There is no 
need to expatiate upon the delight with which 
these days are expected, for the name “holi- 
day” seems to be synonymous with that of 
“pleasure;” we can only mention that at 
Wednesday noon the holidays commence, and 
the following Wednesday marks their woeful 
close. The students who wish to visit their 
homes are allowed to do so. My! but we have 
looked forward to this time ever since Jan- 
uary 3d, and sincerely hope to be able to 
make the fulfillment far exceed the anticipa- 
tion of the event. 

GARRIGAN. 

RESOLUTIONS. 

Whereas, we, the members of the Philono- 
mosian Society have ascertained with deep 
sorrow the bereavement that has befallen our 
fellow-member, Mr. F. J. O’Connell, jr., in the 
death of his father, whom Divine Providence 
has seen fit to summon to his eternal reward; 
therefore, be it 
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Resolved, That we, the members of the 
Philonomosian Society, tender to our fellow- 
member and his bereaved family our heartfelt 
sympathy and condolence in the great loss 
which they have sustained; be it, further 

Resolved, That a copy of these resolutions 
be presented to the afflicted family and that 
they be published in the Georgetown College 
Journal, and also be inscribed upon the min- 
utes of the meeting. 

(Signed) 
JOS. PAUL FITZPATRICK, 
JAMES P. B. DUFFY, 
ALLAN A. KENNEDY. 

On the death of the mother of L. F. Jorrin. 
Whereas, it has pleased Divine Providence 

in His infinite wisdom to call unto Himself the 

beloved mother of our esteemed classmate, 
Leonardo F. Jorrin, and 

Whereas, by her death he has suffered the 
irreparable loss of a wise counsellor, a faith- 
ful friend and a devoted mother; be it 

Resolved, That we, the members of the 
Class of ’99, while deeply moaning his sad af- 
fliction, do hereby tender to him our sincere 
condolence and heartfelt sympathy; and be it 
further 

Resolved, That these resolutions be printed 
in the College Journal and a copy of tnem la- 
sent to our bereaved classmate. 

THOMAS J. O’NEILL, 
CHARLES LE B. TAYLOR. 
THOMAS F. CULLEN, 
FRANCIS J. BYRNE, 
CHAS. De B. CLAIBORNE, 

WITH THE OLD BOYS. 

Mr. J. Neal Power, A. B., ’95, L.L. B., ’97, who 
won the Merrick Medal in ’95, and was one of 
Georgetown’s representatives in the victory 
won in debate with Boston College in 
’95; and also with the New York Uni- 
versity Law School in ’97, has once more won 
high encomiums for himself and praise for his 
Alma Mater. At the eighteenth annual func- 
tion on March 17th, of “The Friends of Ire- 
land,” an organization that has as members 
many of the most prominent citizens of all na- 
tionalities of New York City, Mr. Power spoke 
to one of the seven set toasts of the evening 
and, if we are to believe the statements of 
many present, made the “hit” of the evening. 
This is saying a good deal when we note 
that some of the best public speakers in New 
York City were among those who responded 
to toasts. The President, Hon. John J. De- 
lany, in introducing the speaker who followed 
“our Neal,” drew the attention of the ban- 
queters to the merit of the young orator’s ad- 
dress and the unusual pronounced applause 
which it elicited. The toasts responded to 
were as follows: “The Day We Celebrate,” 
Gen. James R. O’Beirne, formerly president 
Board of Charities; “The United States—Our 
Country,” ex-Congressman James W. Covert; 
“The American Irish,” Richard Hutchinson, 
Esq.; “The Law,” Judge George F. Roesch; 
“The City of New York,” State Senator T. C. 
O’Sullivan; “The Press,” J. Neal Power, and 

“Woman,” Assistant District Attorney Mau- 
rice Blumenthal. Neal is destined to rise to 
the top. 

We regret to announce the death on Sun- 
day, March 13th, in New York City, of the es- 
teemed wife of Mr. Charles N. Harris, Class of 
’71, who has our heartfelt sympathy in his sad 
bereavement. 

Mr. J. Fairfax McLaughlin, President of the 
New York Society of Georgetown Alumni, has 
named the following gentlemen who, with the 
President, Vice-President J. Vinton Dahlgren 
and Secretary-Treasurer Thomas Walsh, will 
constitute the Executive Committee. Francis 
Duffy, A. B., ’79, Edward D. O’Brien, A. B., ’91, 
and John P. O’Brien A. M., ’95, LL.B., ’97. 

Preparations are being made for the annual 
dinner which will be held during the third 
week in April. 

At a recent meeting of the Board of Educa- 
tion of Greater New York the nomination of 
Wm. H. Maxwell, of Brooklyn, who was elected 
to the position of Superintendent of the 
Consolidated School System, was seconded by 
Commissioner John G. Agar, A. B., ’75. 

John J. Catler, formerly Class of ’98, who 
covered first base on our base-ball team of ’93 
and ’94, is now finishing his studies at the Col- 
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lege of Physicians and Surgeons, has been act- 
ing as coach to the Fordham College team, 
which promises well. Joe Tobin, formerly of 
Class of ’99, Georgetown, is a strong candidate 
for the position of short-stop on this team. 

We are delighted to be able to announce 
that the eloquent lips of popular Jack Leahy, 
A. M., ’95, L.L. B., ’97, who was one of George- 
town’s representatives in her last and memor- 
able debate with Columbian University in 1895, 
have lost none of their cunning. At the 32nd 
annual banquet, in St. Louis, Mo., of the 
Knights of St. Patrick, an organization that 
has among its members many of the promi- 
nent public men of Missouri—our “Jack” 
spoke to one of the set toasts—an old and 
popular theme with him, “The Ladies,” and by 
his force and magnetism thrilled his hearers." 
The other toasts and speakers were: 

“Welcome,” President R. D. Lancaster. 
“The Day We Celebrate,” ex-Congressman 

John F. Finnerty, of Chicago. 
“The Spirit of ’98,” Rev. P. W. Tallow. 
“The United States,” Hon. Campbell Clark, 

M. C. 
“The Future of Erin,” Mr. Willis Leonard 

Clanahan. 
“Jack” is very much in demand at present 

as a speaker. He has been invited to deliver 
an address at the great celebration in Ireland 
this summer of the Uprising of ’98, which he 
and his mother contemplate attending. Con- 
gratulations, Jack! and continued success. 

William Garland, of the Class of ’96, George- 
town Law School, is now a traveling repre- 
sentative of the Brown M’f’g. Company, of 
Nashville, Tenn. 

Charles A. Calhoun (L.L. U., ’96, L.L. M., ’97) 
has been admitted to the Missouri Bar and 
taken up the practice of law in St. Louis. All 
success to you, Charles. 

John J. Douglass, L.L. B., ’96, is now asso- 
ciated with Judge J. L. Walsh in the practice 
of the law in East Boston, Mass. 

Andre Scanlan, A. M., ’95, is now conducting 
an insurance business. 

One of our staunchest friends and most reg- 
ular contributors is Mr. Earls, M. A., ’97, who 

with Clarke Waggaman, ’98, is doing the con- 
tinent. For the benefit of those who would 
wish to learn some details of Mr. Earls’ so- 
journ abroad, we take the liberty of publish- 
ing one of his recent letters: 

Dear Mr. L.: When you are in need of a 
few lines to fill an awkward vacancy on one 
of your pages, perhaps the enclosed quatrain 
will serve you. 

The last Journal was very welcome as a 
news-bearing messenger from Georgetown. I 
am very anxious to learn of the result of the 
Philodemic debate. The base-ball schedule 
shows a very interesting list of games for 
campus diversions this spring. 

We had the pleasure the other evening of 
hearing some vocal selections by Mr. Thomas 
Semms, a quondam student of Georgetown. 
Mr. Semms is at present a vocal pupil of a 
Parisian master and it is not improbable that 
his rich baritone voice will be heard in the 
opera after his course has been completed. 
Our interchange of reminiscences about 
Georgetown was not the least interesting part 
of our dinner. I extend you a very cordial in- 
vitation to a musicale which Mr. Semms will" 
give at our house about Easter time. Mr. 
Semms has promised to bring out some of his 
music and Mr. Franck, of our house, and or- 
ganist of the Jesuit (Jolleg’e of Vaugirard in 
Paris has volunteered as accompanist. 

Yesterday I spent an hour at Vaugirard 
College, while Clarke Waggaman was taking 
an examination in the authors. Clarke has 
also had an examination with Father Orbon of 
the Sulpitian Seminary. 

With very kind wishes to Rev. Father Rich- 
ards, and all my friends, I am 

Very sincerely, 
MICHAEL EARLS. 

The following letters from Mr. Chas. A. 
Esling, M. A., ’89, glow with so much loyalty 
for old Georgetown that we cannot resist the 
temptation of publishing them: 

“Dresden, February 23, ’98. 
“Dear Father Richards: 

“I have been sick for six weeks with influ- 
enza; keeping like the monks of old, a septua- 
gesimal pre-lenten fast, which has the advan- 
tage of lightening the penance of the “regu- 
lar” one—what there is of it here—which isn’t 
much. Now, whenever I get sick, I am apt to 
get poetical for want of something else to do; 
and behold how generously I have bestowed 
some of the evidences of my tediousness upon 
the College Journal; whose editor sometimes 
asks for such things when I have not any- 
thing to give. 
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I see by the “Standard” that the Philadel- 
phia alumni still live, but it reads to me as if 
there had not been enough “Chinese fire- 
works” to make outsiders yearn for admis- 
sion to the annual round table. 

“As ever, yours devotedly, 
“CHARLES H. A. ESLING.” 

“February 26, 1898. 
“My Dear Father Richards: 

“You will be surprised, perhaps, at getting 
so many communications from me all at once, 
after my long silence, but your surprise will 
not be greater than was mine when, this 
morning, I received that bundle of long-de- 
sired College Journals. I did not know what 
had struck me. The Journal is so changed, so 
“grayer” and “bluer,” both of which are ap- 
propriate to a quarter-century Jubilarian, 
and when I read such poems as “Nunc Dim- 
mittis” and Eg-an’s “He Came,” I was shocked 
at my own boldness in presuming, even un- 
consciously, to contribute verses to such a 
formidable “magazine.” When I was nearly 
through with reading the entire set, I hap- 
pened to open an uncut leaf, and there I 
learned that I was an A. B. ’83. Why have you 
not sent me that diploma? I also learned 
that my residence in Dresden seems to be of 
indefinite duration. Well, it does look that 
way, doesn’t it? It almost makes me feel 
grayer and bluer too to find my children talk- 
ing to me in a strange tongue, and sometimes 
even acting as interpreters for me. But the 
climax is reached when my little boy corrects 
my German pronunciation. Then I sit right 
down on him: ‘No, sir, my pronunciation is 
quite correct; it is North German, while yours 
is only Saxon.’ Score one for pa! I was 
charmed also to read the reminiscences of 
dear old Father Sumner. My little girl dresses 
daily in Georgetown colors. 

“Yours, as ever, 
“CHARLES H. A. ESLING.” 

The poem mentioned in the former of the 
two letters has been crowded out from this 
number, but will appear in our next. 

On the morning of March 12th, J. Walter 
Blandford—law—private secretary to Attor- 

ney-General Griggs, died at his residence, 
1760 Q street northwest, Washington, D. C. 

Mr. Blandford was about 30 years of age, 
and had only been married about two months. 
He was most popular with every one who 
knew him and had a legion of friends. The 
ability of Mr. Blandford had been appreciated 
by many distinguished men; he first became 
connected with the Department of Justice, 
when Mr. Olney was Attorney-General. In the 
year he was associated with Justice McKenna, 
former Attorney-General, he gained the con- 
fidence, love and esteem of his superior. When 
Mr. McKenna went on the Supreme Court 
bench he was anxious that Mr. Blandford 
should accompany him, but Attorney-General 
Griggs also desired the services of such an 
aole man and induced Mr. Blandford to re- 
main with him. 

The Journal extends its heartfelt sympathy 
to the relatives and many friends of Dr. Syd- 
ney feappington, of Liberty, Md., who passed 
away on the afternoon of March 20, 1898, aged 
71 years. 

The R. Rev. Mgr. Januarius de Concilio, pas- 
tor of St. Michael’s Catholic church, Jersey 
City, and a member of the Society of Alumni, 
died at the rectory of that church March 22d. 
He was born in Italy and was 60 years cf age. 
Mgr. de Concilio had been in failing health for 
some years. He went to Europe in 1896 for 
the benefit ol his health and returned in 
June last. The title of Monsignor was be- 
stowed upon him by the Pope in 1887, in rec- 
ognition of his services, and also as a reward 
for his theological writings, which have come 
to be regarded as text books by the church. 
Of his works may be mentioned “Catholicity 
and Pantheism,” “A Treatise on Logic,” 
“Science and Religion.” He also wrote two 
plays. 
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NEWS OF THE MONTH. 

MERRICK DEBATE. 

We regret very much the necessity of 
crowding out the speeches of the Second Af- 
firmative and the Second Negative, in the re- 
cent Merrick Debate. Mr. Samuel A. Wagga- 
man, ’98, was the second speaker for the af- 
firmative to the question: 

“Resolved, That a National University, with 
control over collegiate degrees, would be ex- 
pedient.” 

In a well-delivered discourse, abounding in 
beautiful imagery and oratorical figures, he 
proceeded to show that, if in the days of 
Washington, the need of a national university 
was felt, this need, instead of diminishing, had 
now become most imperative for the nation's 
honor and glory. The line of reasoning was 
similar to that employed by James Russel 
Lowell, who maintained that America would 
never have a real literature until she had ac- 
quired a national consciousness, until she had 
got a common head as well as a common body, 
and this will never be until Washington shall 
have become the capital where every kind of 
culture is attainable on as good terms as else- 
where—and why not even on better, since we 
are rich enough? 

Mr. Thomas J. O’Neill, ’99, was the second 
speaker for the negative, and the last of the 
debate. The speaker set out to prove that 
“For the American people to establish such 
a university, and to give it such enormous 
power, would be inexpedient: First, because it 
would be contrary to the fundamental prin- 
ciples of our institutions; secondly, because it 
would lower the standard of education; third- 
ly, because it would be impracticable in Amer- 
ica.” And well indeed did the speaker acquit 
himself of the task set before him. In direct 
contrast to the former speaker, Mr. O’Neill 
sacrificed grace of diction and metaphor to 
attain more directly his end. Ilis speech was 
an accumulation of convincing facts, which 
were marshalled in close array to batter 

down the offensive and defensive arguments 
of the opposing side. The speaker was fre- 
quently interrupted by applause. 

The Holy Week services were conducted, as 
usual, in Dahlgren Chapel, with the exception 
that this year the sermon was omitted and 
no cards were issued. The visitors, however, 
who came, as usual, to attend the ceremonies, 
were admitted. The music and singing under 
the direction of Rev. Father Deck, S. J., was 
excellent. A new feature in this regard was 
the introduction into the choir, of a number 
of small boys from Trinity School. The clear 
soprano and alto voices of the young' choris- 
ters, in harmony with the tenors and basses 
of the regular choir, greatly enhanced the 
beauty of the impressive ceremonies of Holy 
Week. 

Besides the dramatical representation of 
Major Andre,” the students enjoyed, during 

the past month, two other entertainments in 
Laston Hall, of a more solid and instructive 
nature. 

The first was a lecture on Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, by Dr. James Field Spalding, for 
many years pastor of the oldest Episcopalian 
church in Cambridge, Mass. Dr. Spalding’s 
conversion to Catholicity about six years ago, 
caused quite a stir in New England, where he 
was held in high repute as a scholar in Scrip- 
ture and Literature. 

The lecture was most interesting; for the 
Doctor is perfectly conversant with his sub- 
ject, and is a practiced speaker. Dr. Spald- 
ing’s estimate of Holmes’ worth places that 
writer high among our American essayists 
and poets; very plausible reasons were of- 
fered to show why this worth was not gener- 
nllv armrecia.ted. .>.- - \ ally appreciated. 

Enjoyable as was the lecture on ^ 
was, perhaps, surpassed in intep^gl? tj^t^aLoS'1 

Senator A ^ Mr. Burton, State Senator Am>ipj Adefaide, 
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Kansas. The subject 01 this gentleman’s lec- 
ture was “Financial Panics.” The speaker 
manifested great powers as an orator, and his 
vivid description of the panic of ’93 will be re- 
membered long as one of the most eloquent 
bursts of oratory that have been heard in 
Gaston Hall. 

The lecture teemed with practical lessons. 
The cause of the great panic, according to 
Mr. Burton, was man’s violation of the law of 
God: “In the sweat of thy face thou shalt eat 

thy bread.” Men wished to get rich too fast; 
they speculated—a commercial term for 
gambling—they started “booms.” The booms 
collapsed, and so did men’s fortunes. An- 
other principle strongly emphasized by the 
speaker, was that young men should form the 
habit to spend less than they earned. This 
together with the principle of work, men- 
tioned above, we might say comprises the gos- 
pel for the youth of America, These two 
rules offer a sure road to lasting success. 

AFTER THE STORM. 
The wind grows calm, subdues its angry 

might; 
The sea subsides and slowly comes to rest; 
And “rosy-fingered dawn” a welcome guest, 

Throws off her uncongenial robe of night. 

The sun tears through its veil of fleeing mists, 
To gaze upon the ocean’s broad expanse; 
It seeks an object—that escapes its glance, 

Naught save the Stormy Petrel here exists. 

Some timbers rise and fall upon the sea, 
Some spars and planks, a corpse or two— 

that’s all; 
The sighing waters are a funeral pall; 

The waves croon a low and dreai-y elegy. 
' —E. B. N., Amherst Lit. 

IN THE STORM-KING’S HEART. 

When windy, old, blustery March blows in 
The trees shrink closer together, 

And, swaying, they whisper and wail and sigh 
For the time of the bee and the heather. 

But the violet’s heart is gay and glad, 
And she murmurs a fragrant prayer, 

Then a smile creeps into the fierce king’s eyes. 
For he knows that his sweetheart is there. 

O! the sky is blue and the trees sway light, 
And the winds croon a lullaby low; 

They sing to the violet sweetest of songs, 
For she’s the king’s dearest they know. 

—M. S. S., Mount Holyoke. 

NIAGARA. 

Some vast despair, some grief divine, 
Doth vigil keep 

Forever here; before this shrine 
The waters weep. 

Methinks a god from some far sphere, 
In sportive part, 

In ages past wooed Nature here 
And broke her heart. 

—R. L., Niagara Rainbow. 
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ATHLETICS. 
Notwithstanding the announcement that 

the dual meet with Pennsylvania had been de- 
clared off, it will take place on the afternoon 
of May 7th. When it was understood that 
our track team was not to meet Pennsy’s, a 
great howl of discontent went up, and Mr. 
Chas. de B. Claiborne, ’99, manager of field 
and track athletics, exerted himself to quell 
the discontent by bringing about the dual 
meet. 

Although Georgetown has been crippled by 
the departure of some of her track men, es- 
pecially Mr. George Lyons, who was looked 
upon as a sure winner of the half-mile run, 
yet it is expected that she will make a very 
good showing against Pennsylvania, which is 
now the best equipped college in athletics of 
this country. Before publishing the follow- 
ing prospectus, we wish to remind the readers 
that Pennsylvania was an easy winner of the 
inter-collegiate games at Mott Haven last fall, 
that Harvard and Cornell both failed to take 
any firsts in their dual meet with Pennsyl- 
vania, and that more really first-class men 
are at present wearing the red and blue than 
those wearing the colors of any other 
college or university in America. It is, there- 
fore, surprising to know that Georgetown 
stands a very fair chance, although not for 
victory, at least of making a fine showing 
against their rivals. 

Mr. Chas. Claiborne, with an impartial judg- 
ment of the merits of the athletes of both col- 
leges, assures us that the probable outcome of 
the games will be as follows: i 

One hundred-yards dash, Georgetown, ei 
points; 220-yards dash, Georgetown, 6 points,1 

and Pennsylvania will capture 2 points in each 
of the foregoing events; 1,4-mile run, George- 
town, 3; Pennsylvania, 3; 14-mile run, George- 
town, 1; Pennsylvania, 7. In the mile, the 
crack runners from the Philadelphia institu- 
tion are expected to take all the 8 points. 
Both the half-mile and mile bicycle races 
should be very easy for Georgetown, but as 
a precaution we might allow 1 point in each 
to Pennsylvania. 220-yards hurdles, George- 
town, 2; Pennsylvania, 6. The pole vault, 
Georgetown, 1; Pennsylvania, 7; high jump, 
Georgetown, 1; Pennsylvania, 7; putting the 
16-lb. shot, Georgetown, 3; Pennsylvania, 3; 
throwing the hammer, Georgetown, 3; Penn- 
sylvania, 3; and in the broad jump, George- 
town, 2; Pennsylvania, 6; making totals of 42 
points for the home college and 56 for their 
opponents. Would not that be a fine showing 
for Georgetown? But the red and blue need 
not be ashamed that we should score so many 
points against them, for just look at the 
names of the men who are in training. 

Bernard J. Wefers is too well known to 
need any commendation in these notes. Some 
said that Bernie would never get back into 
his old form, but his work at present proves 
the statement to have been false, for he is 
still able to show the number on the back 
of his shirt to any college sprinter. He will 
run, and is expected to win the 100 and 220- 
yards dashes. He may also run the 440-yards 
run; Joe Collins, Julius Walsh, Jack Cody and 
Moran Barry are the other men who will rep- 
resent the College in the short dashes. 

With Julius Walsh, W. Desez and Harry RufE, 
and perhaps Bernie Wefers, we should be able 

Owen, Owen . • TJailor and draper* 
-423 ELEVENTH STREET NORTHWEST- 

■ L nun: COSTUMER - 
Amateur Theatricals a Specialty. Regalia and 

Paraphernalia for Secret Societies. 

OLLEGE CAPS AND GO“NS. 8 



328 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

at least to score in the 440. Claiborne, Deve- 
reaux and John Sheridan have been making- 
good time in training, and may surprise peo- 

ple on the 7th of May. Applegarth and Desez 
are training for the half-mile run. The former 
is developing into a fast man, and the work 
of the latter bids fair to surpass all his previ- 
ous records. 

Fred Schade, “Zimmy” Moran and Danne- 
miller will ride in the mile and half-mile bike 
races. 

Frank McAnerny and Douglas, last season’s 
hurdlers, are still in fighting trim, and Chas. 
Horsey and O’Brien are the latest finds. 

The field events have found many more ad- 
mirers than in former years, and consequently 
may claim a few points. Big Frank Smith 
and W. Doyle are still with us, as the shot-put- 
ters and hammer-throwers, and a new man, 
O’Conell, by hard training, seems to be able 
to keep from being laughable at any games. 
The high jump and pole vault are a little dis- 
heartening when we see the records of some 
of Pennsy’s men, but we place those events 
in the hands of M. Walsh, Julius Walsh, Clai- 
borne and Sheridan, and know that what hap- 
pens they will do their best; and lastly, the 
broad jump will have as its defenders M. 
Walsh, who should certainly get a first or a 
second, B. J. Wefers and J. O’Shea. 

You see, we are not so badly fixed after all, 
for we have men who are not only able but 
willing to work hard to win victories, or may- 
be, honorable defeats, for Georgetown. 

G. 

Contrary to predictions, we have a very good 
“hitting” lot. They are the fastest team on 
the bases that Georgetown has ever had, and 
if they can overcome a tendency of training 
for “the long-distance throwing contest,” dur- 
ing the games, the “blue and gray” will float 
over many a conquered field before Com- 
mencement Day. 

“Eddie” Bach has not as yet reached his 
proper form, as was demonstrated during the 
first two innings of the game; but we all 
know what Bach is capable of, and it is a 
pretty safe bet that he will make some of the 
big teams “bow” during Easter week. Dowd 
is a “mird.” He not only pitches superbly, but 
is a “bird.” He not only pitches superbly, but 
keeps the entire team in good humor by that 
contagious and eternal smile. 

Johns Hopkins has a good pitcher in Hitz- 
ratt, the former well-known twirler of Prince- 
ton, but he will be practically useless to the 
team for the reason that they have no one 
who is capable of holding him. The game 
was scored as follows: 

Georgetown. R. 
Fleming, 2b 1 
Hafford, 3b 3 
Walsh, rf  2 
McCarthy, If 3 
Moran, ss 4 
Maloney, c 3 
Downes, cf 2 
Casey, lb 3 
Bach, p i 1 
Dowd, p 1 

H. P.O. A. E. 
12 10 
3 10 2 
2 110 
10 10 
10 11 
3 10 4 0 
3 0 0 0 
3 6 0 0 
0 12 0 
0 12 0 

Totals 23 17 21 11 3 

It will be unnecessary to describe in detail 
the games played thus far; this has been al- 
ready well done by the Washington dailies. 

The first game of the season was played 
with Johns Hopkins, and proved simply a 
good opportunity for practising. It had been 
whispered around before the game that Johns 
Hopkins was a “dark horse.” She, or he, as 
you please, undoubtedly is, and, judging from 
what we witnessed, will hold fee simple to 
that sobriquet for the rest of the year. The 
game served, however, to form an idea of our 
own team, and a very pleasant idea it is. 

Johns Hopkins. R. 
Hollenbeck, ss. & cf 2 
Swaine, 2b 0 
Wirt, 3b 2 
Joyner, lb 1 
Hitzratt and Rickett, p.. .2 
Wight and Warren, c 0 
Talty, If 0 
Fletcher, cf 1 
Diggs, rf 0 

H. P.O. A. E. 
2 12 0 
0 2 10 
0 0 2 1 
19 0 0 
0 15 2 
13 10 
2 2 0 2 
0 0 0 0 
0 0 0 0 

Totals  8 6 18 
G. U 2 1 7 3 3 
J. H. U 4 2 0 0 2 

11 5 
7 x—23 
0 0—8 
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Two base hit, Moran, HafEord, Casey, Walsh; 
three-base hit, Maloney; home run, Hafford; 
stolen bases, HafEord 2, Walsh 1, McCarthy 1, 
Maloney 3, Dowd 2; first base on balls, of£ 
Hitzratt 3, off Rickett 6, off Bach 3, off Dowd 
2; hit by pitched ball, Hitzratt 2; struck out, 
by Bach 3, by Dowd 4, by Hitzratt 2, by Rick- 
ett 2; passed balls, Wight 4, Warren 3; left on 
bases, Georgetown Univ. 3, Johns Hopkins 5; 
wild pitches, Bach 1, Hitzratt 2; time of game, 
two hours and fifteen minutes; umpire, Caro- 
lus Green. 

GAME WITH GALLAUDET. 
The game with the “dummies” was very 

quiet. The only thing of interest was the 
discovery of two excellent pitchers in the 
persons of Downes and Miles. For the 
“mutes” the work of Fritz Baumgardner in 
left field was up to the high standard he has 
maintained for the past six years. 

The game was scored as follows: 
Georgetown. R- 

Halford, 3b 1 
Fleming, 2b 2 
Moran,   0 
Walsh, rf 3 
McCarthy, If 2 

Maloney, c 2 

Downes, p. & cf 0 
Casey, lb 1 
Sullivan, cf 2 

Miles, p 0 

H. P.O. 
0 2 
2 1 
0 0 
3 2 
0 1 
3 4 
2 0 
1 10 
0 0 
0 1 

A. 
3 
1 
1 
1 
0 
2 
1 
0 
0 
0 

E. 
1 
0 
1 
1 
1 
1 
0 
0 
0 
0 

Totals 11 11 21 9 5 

Although Lafayette’s men would be more at 
home in canvas than in flannel, still they are 
no disgrace to the diamond, and they have 
material that will yet rival their well-known 
achievements on the “gridiron.” 

Nevins occupied the box for Lafayette and 
in spite of his “rep.” he was found with pleas- 
ing regularity, the findings “in toto" amount- 
ing to a home run, a three-bagger, a two-bag- 
ger, twelve base hits, two sacrifices and a 
base on balls. Fleming, HafEord and Downes 
were among the most prominent prospectors 
in these discoveries. 

Dowd demonstrated for Georgetown and 
again demonstrated that he is “all right.” 
Maloney’s backstop work was brilliant, par- 
ticularly his throwing to bases. Walsh made 
a superb catch in right field, robbing Wal- 
bridge of a three-bagger, at least. In fact, 
the work of the entire team was eminently 
satisfactory and presages a very bright fu- 
ture. 

The game was scored as follows: 
H. P.O. A. E. 

112 1 
14 2 1 
2 4 3 1 
110 0 
10 0 0 
16 3 0 
110 0 
2 10 1 2 
2 0 3 0 

12 27 14 5 

Georgetown. R- 

Halford, 3b 2 

Fleming, 2b 3 
Moran, ss 1 
Walsh, rf 1 
McCarthy, If 0 
Maloney,   2 

Downes, cf 1 
Casey, lb 1 
Dowd, p 0 

Totals  11 

R. H. P.O. A. E. 
.0 0 3 0 1 
.1 0 0 0 0 
.10 2 10 
.1 2 0 4 0 
.0 0 7 0 0 
.01010 
.0 1 2 1 0 
.0 0 5 0 0 
.00100 

Totals  3 4 20 7 1 
Georgetown  2 6 0 2 0 1 0 11 
Gallaudet  0 0 0 0 0 3 0— 3 

Two-base hits, Maloney 2; bases on balls, by 
Downes 3, by Miles 1, by Rosson 4; hit by 
pitcher, by Miles 1; double play, HafEord to 
Casey; umpire, Mr. Carolus Green; time of 
game, 1 hour and 40 minutes. 

GAME WITH LAFAYETTE. 
Georgetown made Lafayette the victim of 

her third straight victory. The former con- 
tests were hardly fit criteria, but the game 
with Lafayette proved conclusively that we 
have the best team since the “Georgetown 
sluggers” of ’95. 

Gallaudet. 
Baumgardner, F., If. 
Davis, ss  
Stutsman, 3b  
Rosson, p  
Brooks, lb  
Waters, rf  
Geilfuss, 2b  
Andree, e  
Barham, cf  

Lafayette. R- H- P-O. A. E. 

Hile,   1 1 4 5 1 

Reese, If 0 1 3 0 9 
Kelchner, rf 1 0 1 0 0 
Walbridge, ss 2 2 3 2 1 
Bray, cf 1 1 4 1 

Lauer, lb 1 0 11 1 1 
Hubley, 3b 0 113 0 
Worthington, 2b 1 1111 
Nevins, p 1 2 9 3 0 

Totals  8 9 24 16 5 

Georgetown  1 2 3 3 1 0 0 1 x—11 
Lafayette  0 3 0 1 1 0 0 0 3 8 

First base on errors, Georgetown, 4, Lafay- 
ette 2; left on bases, Georgetown 5, Lafay- 
ette 7, first base on balls, off Dowd 8, off 
Nevins 1; struck out, by Dowd 4, by Nevins 5; 
home run, Fleming; three-base hit, Hafford; 
two-base hits, Downs, Nevins, Reese; sacrifice 
hits, Walsh, Downs; stolen bases, Hafford, 
Fleming, Maloney 2, Bray, Hubley, Casey; hit 
by pitcher, by Dowd 1; passed ball, Maloney; 
umpire, Mr. Nicholson; time of game, two 
hours and thirty-five minutes. 
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GAME WITH LEHIGH. 

Despite the unfavorable weather this game 
proved most interesting. The following ac- 
count is taken from the “Washington Post,” 
of April 7th: 

Yesterday’s game at Georgetown, between 
the blue and gray and Lehigh, was a battle of 
the pitchers and proved one of the finest con- 
tests of the twirlers ever seen on the George- 
town campus. Bach, for the McCarthy aggre- 
gation, was in superb form, and the 
cold, bleak, biting weather had no debilitating 
influence on his arm. His practice during the 
past week has given him fine control of the 
ball, and he pitched like a hot-weather twirler 
on a July day. 

Only three hits were secured off his deliv- 
ery. He used both speed and pace change and 
the visitors were disheartened as early as the 
fifth inning. Pitcher White, of Lehigh, almost 
divided honors with Bach. It was a hard 
game for him to lose, as he was hit safely 
but half a dozen times, and had he been given 
good support at the bat he would have won 
his game with comparative ease. White has 
good control and good speed and a clever slow 
ball. A pitchers’ battle at this early stage of 
the season is a remarkable event in either col- 
legiate or professional ball, and the game 
ought to figure in the red-letter events of the 
season. The pitchers monopolized practically 
all the honors. 

Maloney, for Georgetown, gave Bach fine 
support, and again gave an excellent exhibi- 
tion of throwing. Capt. McCarthy made one 
change in his infield by transferring Downes 
to third base and shifting Haiford to left field. 
Capt. McCarthy and Backstop Maloney made 
four of the six hits that Georgetown secured 
off White. 

The score: 
Georgetown. 

Hafford, If  
Fleming, 3b.. . 
Moran, ss  
Walsh, rf  
McCarthy, cf... 
Maloney, c  
Downes, 3b.... 
Casey, lb  
Bach, p  

R. H. P.O. A. 
.10 10 
,0 0 6 1 
,3 0 2 3 
,0010 
0 3 3 0 
12 7 4 
0 10 1 
0 15 1 
0 0 2 2 

E. 
0 
0 
1 
0 
0 
0 
1 
0 
0 

Totals 4 6 27 11 2 

Lehigh. R. H. P.O. A. E. 
Pomeroy, 3b 0 0 0 2 0 
E. Grace, ss 0 0 1 1 0 
Cannen, c o 1 8 2 1 
J. Grace, lb 0 1 12 1 0 
James, cf o 0 2 0 1 
White, p 0 0 0 2 0 
Reese, 2b o 0 0 2 0 
Reed, If l l i 2 0 
Farnham, rf 0 0 0 0 0 

Totals  1 3 24 12 2 
Georgetown 2 0 0 0 0 0 0 2 x—4 
Lehigh 0 0 0 0 1 0 0 0 0—1 

Left on bases—Georgetown, 2; Lehigh, 2; 
first base on balls, off Bach 4; off Farnham 5; 
struck out, by Bach 6; by White 8; sacrifice 
hit, Reese; stolen bases, Hafford and Casey; 
double play, Bach to Fleming to Casey; um- 
pire, Mr. Green; time of game, 2 hours. 

KIRBY. 

BOOK NOTICES. 

We acknowledge the receipt of the follow- 
ing books, but are compelled to delay a re- 
view of the most important of these until our 
next issue: 

“Pere Monier’s Ward;” a novel, by Walter 
Lecky; from Benziger Brothers; 12 mo., cloth; 
$1.25. 

“Science of the Bible,” by Rev. Martin S. 
Brennan, A. M.; from B. Herder, St. Louis, 
Mo.; 12 mo., cloth; $1.25. 

“New Rubaiyat,” by Conde Benoist Pallen, 
Ph. D., LL. D.; also from B. Herder; cloth; 
50 cents. 

“Mariolatry: New Phases of an Old Fallacy,” 
by Rev. Henry G. Ganss. Paper cover, 25 cts.: 
from the Ave Maria, Notre Dame, Ind. 

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. 

D T MI JRPHY^*INSURANCE AGENT..*..* 
* -U mviM 941 p STREET NORTHMEST^^=i 

B. F. GOTTWALSf 
pbotoorapber, * ♦ 

STUDIO : 
... 913 
ft! Pennsylvania 
1 Avenue 

Northwest 

f SPECIAL RATES TO C0L- 
| . . LEGE STUDENTS . . 

My Carbonettes are peerless for 
$ vigor and artistic effect. 

HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW   

t>owe»®rme flban&olins att» Guitars? 
They are the finest yet. 

Zanders and Stayman, 1327 F Street N. W. 

PIANOS, ORGANS AND SHEET MUSIC 
EVERYTHING IN THE flUMC LINB  


