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One place there is on earth 

Where a man shines out a man, 

Through the mists of gold and birth; 

Where straight without shame or ban, 

He may stand of want forgetful, 
Though the years to come be fretful, 

And rich with sad toil regretful. 

Thank God, here a man is a man. 

Four years in all a life 

May he that is poor but a man, 

Cross the gulf of need and strife, 
Which after but wealth can span, 

And rank as his deeds are taken, 
Though soon he rudely waken, 

By the rich and the proud forsaken. 

Thank God, here a man is a man. 

W. K. WIMSATT, ’00. 



FRANK X. O'BRIEN. 

IAEATH is a hard and tearful master, 
' ^ even when he waits until old age to 

claim his service. Yet when we see him 
strike down a youth in the very bud of his 
manhood, let us not forget that the wis- 
dom of God guided the stroke. 

On the 22d of July, 1899, at Alien- 
hurst, New Jersey, in the twentieth year 
of his life, died Frank X. O’Brien. In 
behalf of his classmates, as a tribute of 
their respect and an expression of their 

sorrow, I offer the following short sketch 
of his life here at Georgetown, a model 
which any collegian may follow, and be 
proud in doing so. 

Frank O’Brien entered Georgetown in 
’97, and made the then sophomore class. 
He gained our good-will at once and to 
such a degree that October saw him one of 
the half-backs on the class football team. 
From the very first he became immensely 
popular, and the crowd always dropped 
into his room at recess. I remember that 
we used to call his room the “Club.” 
He made many friends that winter, and, as 
far as 1 can recall, no enemies. Before va- 
cation came he was one of the most prom- 
inent men in the University, having played 
on the 1900 baseball team, and on the 
reserves. It is hard to tell how popular he 
was, but to realize it you have only to go 
through the rooms of the old boys and 
look at their collections of the group pho- 
tographs so dear to every college man. 
You will find him in almost every one of 
them, and usually he is the most promi- 
nent figure in the group. Every boy that had 
a camera wanted a picture of his friends, 
and Frank was the friend of every one. 

In the fall of ’98 'Varsity football, after 
having been suppressed for four years, was 
again allowed, and Frank went out for the 
team and of course made it. He played 
right half-back, but was injured so badly 

in the first game that he was forced to retire 
for the rest of the season. But you could 
not keep him out of it altogether, so in the 

excitement before the second Virginia foot- 
ball game he wrote this song, which I take 
the liberty of reproducing here: 

Air—“Joy ” (in Weber and Field’s Pousse Cafe.) 

Way down in Virginia, 
Where the mud is red and thick, 

We faced some pig-skin chasers, 
And made them deathly sick. 

We crushed their orange blossoms— 
They could not play a bit— 

O, we tore their line to pieces, 
And the score was ten to nit. 

Chorus— 

Georgetown, that’s the team for me— 
Georgetown, cheer for victory! 

Georgetown, Georgetown, you’re a dandy; 
You can lick the U. of V. 

When Kenna bucks the center, 
And Casey turns the end, 

All cheer those brawny heroes, 
As to their work they bend. 

Sam Owens is a lulu, 
And Smithy is a find; 

Just push the ball to glory, 
And never look behind.—Cho. 

Hawaii Honolulu, 
You’re short but long on top. 

O ! Moore and Jones will perish 
Before they take a drop. 

A1 Murphy and Walsh are tackles, 
And Barry’s on one end, 

Old Greenlie’s on the other; 
On both you may depend.—Cho. 
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The chorus of this song has been sung in 
every football and baseball game since it 
made its initial appearance. But I am going 
ahead of my order of time somewhat. At 
the opening of school he was elected Mana- 
ger of baseball for the season of ’98 and ’99- 
Nothing can better show the confidence 
placed in him than this, as it is the highest 
office and the greatest honor that can be 
given by the students. 1 think ! can say, 
without offence to any one, that he secured 
the finest schedule of games it has ever 
been Georgetown’s fortune to have—cer- 
tainly he was Manager of the best team 
that ever represented us on the diamond. 
His hard work in this office, coupled with 
the enormous amount of labor which he 
gave to the Glee Club, prepared the way 
for the illness which ended in his untimely 
death. He used to write letters until twelve 
and one o’clock at night, for sometimes a 
week at a stretch, and the strain was too 
much for his nervous system. He was 
forced to undergo an operation for an ab- 
noid growth in the throat, in February, 

1899, and he never fully recovered from 
its effects. About Easter he was so ill and 
run-down that he had to resign the base- 
ball Managership. At this time he was but 
a shadow of the Frank who had entered 
college in 1897; he was so thin and pale 
that it was pitiful to look at him and re- 
member how strong and full-of health and 
life he once had been. Frequent and ter- 
rible headaches made all study or activity 
an impossibility to him, yet in the final ex- 
aminations he stood well to the front in his 

class. Through it all he was the same 
cheerful, witty Frank that he had ever been. 
And in speaking of his wit 1 am reminded 
of the marvellous faculty he had for telling 
the most incredible stories in such a plausi- 
ble and innocent way that even one who 
had known him for a long time could not 
always judge whether he was joking or 
not. 1 used to bring strangers over to the 
college and get Frank to come along and 
point out and explain the objects of inter- 
est in the buildings and grounds. His his- 
tories were always different, always won- 
derful, and always believed. In short, he 
was one of those few men to be found only 
at rare intervals whom everyone loves and 
everyone follows. His memory is riveted 
upon us, and I beg that I may be spared 
the pain of telling of his death, though its 
peace and holiness was beyond even the 
hope of most of us. We would think of 
him as living and as he was in the old days 

•—as one who has gone, rather than as one 
who will never return. And we who were, 
and are, his classmates, as once we gloried 
in him, even above the rest of our fellow 
students, so now, in the common sorrow 
for his loss, cannot but drain a more bit- 
ter grief than those who were not bound 
to him by the bonds of class. To us, then, 
he has entered on his final happy vacation, 
and in time, through the mercy of God, he 
shall welcome us all in that joyful reunion 
when the class shall be formed again to 
lose no more members through all eternity. 

W. K. WlMSATT. 



THE PROMISED LAND. 

THERE is at the present day in the cen- 
tral portion of Idaho a country almost 

as wild and unknown as it was when the 
old explorers and trappers crossed it in the 
early part of the century. Here the Sal- 
mon river takes its course, and here the 
bear is sovereign of the vast forest. 
. Last summer, with a party of six, 1 jour- 
neyed off to this wild land. We set forth 
from Weiser, Idaho, a small town on the 
Oregon Short Line, and turned our faces 
to the north. The Weiser river and the 
little Salmon were soon left behind, and we 
passed through the portals of a wilder and 
more vast region; a trailless volcanic land 
which showed, as an old Indian told us, 
“ the anger of the Great Spirit in the days 
before the white man was born.” 

After we had entered the gateway, which 
was a deep, narrow canon, we came upon 
a lake set in the mouth of an extinct crater, 
and on the shores of this lake we camped. 
Our surroundings were sublime. In front 
of us stretched the lake, bathed in the 
solemn red of the sinking sun; surrounded 
on all sides by steep walls of dark basalt, 
which rose right from the water, while high 
snow-capped ridges, the whiteness here and 
there broken by dark patches of spruce or 
pine, formed a background to the whole 
scene. To the west rose the mountains that 
formed the rugged gateway, through which 
the sun was sending its dying fire. For a 
little while the narrow gorge burned with 
the ruddy glow, and then all was dark. 
But to the east the new moon hung sus- 
pended, like the sword of Damocles, above 
the silver tops of the snow-capped mount- 

ains. It is no wonder, then, that as dark- 
ness fell and our blazing fire cast its flicker- 
ing light, we sat iifsilence, while afar the 
lonely coyote’s howl sounded dismally on 
the keen, frosty air. 

The next morning we were early astir, 
and as the sun tore the gauzy veil of vapor 
from the towering peaks, we were on the 
trail again. We passed around the edge of 
the lake and started up the bench-land that 
arose from the north end. As we went 
higher and higher the view became more 
and more grand, until at last, reaching the 
top of the ridge, we turned. The lake was 
invisible, and in its place were billows of 
white vapor that hid even the walls of the 
crater and the lower bench. Under the 
warmth of the sun the clouds slowly dis- 
persed, only to gather again as the sun sank 
below the western mountains. 

On we pushed through deep valleys, 
along winding rivers and over steep divides. 
The country was heavily timbered here, 
save where the demon, fire, had left his 
brand, or the more terrible slide rock had 
scarred the mountain sides. But after we 
had gone some distance the nature of the 
country changed, and instead of sloping sides 
heavily timbered, there now rose on every 
side of us straight, shattered walls of rock. 
Here and there there suddenly jutted out 
from the ground strange-shaped rocks, and 
you could almost fancy dark copper-colored 
forms gliding in and out among the splin- 
tered fragments. There v/as present among 
those walls a supernatural silence that we 
dared not break; even our horses seemed 
to feel the awe, and softly picked their way. 
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Rougher and rougher grew the path, until 

finally the walls came together, leaving only 
a narrow fissure for the stream to pass 
through. The banks, which lose hundieus 

of feet on either side, were tiered as the 
amphitheatres of old. There was a sign- 

board here surmounted by a skull, which 
said, “ Turn back ; ” but we heeded it not; 
we were entranced by the strange presence 
of the place, that whispered to us, “ You 
must go on.'! So on we went. Up, up 
the dizzy sides we went, sometimes pulling 
up our horses by ropes until at last the 
summit was ours. 

As we reached the summit of our climb, 
a sight met our eyes too vast and awesome 
to be told in words. The narrow gorge, 
through which the creek gushed with a 
thundering noise, had terminated, and we 
stood on the edge of a deep basin. Im- 
mense piles of rock arose above each other 
like the shattered columns of some huge 
Pantheon of prehistoric ages. 

The Almighty Painter had been lavish 
with His brush, and here colors unproduci- 
ble alike by pen or brush made the scene 
brilliant. Belov/ in .the very center of the 
basin there glistened a turquoise lake fringed 
with the tall, somber tamarack. 

Here we camped. We had found a place 
where the hurry and nervousness of modern 
man did not penetrate, and we meant to 
enjoy it. Many were the trips we took ex- 
ploring that wild region; now up the gorge 
fishing, now across the range to the dark 
forests of larch and fir, and now on a tour 
along the rocky sides of a deep canon that 
opened to the north. Here lived the bear, 
the lion, and the deer, as they used to live 
in other fields before railroads and the ava- 
rice of the huntsman drove them to seek 
this asylum, prepared for them and fortified 
against all but the most undaunted. 

Hardships there are to be undergone, but 
if a man once braves them with determin- 
ation and spends some months in this wild 
region he will understand what it is to live, 
and on the first soft days of spring, when 
the air has that soft earthy smell about it, 
there will come to him a yearning, the 
yearning that makes those who have drunk 
of the fountain of Trevi return again to 
Rome, and he will leave his desk, worry, 
and friends behind him and rush to that 
country where the air is free, the water pure, 
and the ground as yet undesecrated by what 
men call civilization. 

A campfire with a sweet pipe after a 
hearty dinner is said by those who love to 
tell us of their foolish fancies to be most 
conducive to good spirits and conversation. 
To this I agree most heartily, for on this 
trip the fact was proved over and over 
again. 

Every night as darkness settled down we 
would pile high the logs on the fire, fill our 
pipes, and talk. There was one man in the 
party, a half-breed Indian, who used always 
to lead at these story-telling seances, and 
his stories, told in a quaint, Remington way, 
made many an evening pass pleasantly. 

One night we were having quite a heated 
argument as to which was the hardest to 

kill, a deer or a v/ild turkey, and finally we 
appealed to Jack, the half-breed, to settle 
it. He took a few whiffs at his pipe and 
then said: “ Well, the deer he hear Injun 
cornin’ and look up. Injun he stop and 
stand very still; deer see black thing, but 
he say, ‘ Mebbe so Injun, mebbe so stump,’ 
and go on eatin’. Injun he come nearer, 

and deer he hear ’im agin and look up. 
Injun stop still, and deer say, ‘ Mebbe so 
Injun, mebbe so stump,’ and he go on eatin’ 
till Injun get right up near and kill ’im. 
But turkey he hear Injun and look up. 
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Injun stop still and crouch down, but he no 
fool turkey. Turkey he see ’im and shouts 
to the others,4Injun! Injun! Injun!’ and 
they all fly away.” 

In the forest on the other side of the 
range all kinds of game abounded, espe- 
cially the fool hen. This is a most peculiar 
fowl, and well earns its title of “ fool.” It 
seems to become paralyzed with fear when 
approached, and instead of running away, 
stands still, and is easily killed with a stone 
or club. I have myself in the course of a 
few hours killed as many as twelve with 
stones. 

To give some idea of the roughness of 
the country, I will tell a little incident that 
befell me. 

One morning I started out before break- 
fast to try and find a place to cross the 
creek on whose banks we were camped, and 
which, on account of the melting snow, was 
very high. I pushed up the creek for about 
eight miles, and then, as the stream had 
made quite a turn, I started to cut across 
to camp. It was about noon when I started 
back, and darkness still found me in the 
woods. I built a, fire that night and lav 
down by it, and at the very first streaks of 
dawn 1 was up again and walking, or rather 
climbing, over dead trees and through brush. 
I tiaveled that day until nearly noon, and 
finally reached camp, which was, when I 
started, no more than eight or ten miles 
distant. During that time I saw no less 
than six silver-tip bears and two bald-faced 
ones, but being unarmed, I left them to pur- 
sue their ways. 

By this time the nights had begun to get 
cold, and we no longer sat around the camp- 
fire, but sought the warm but prosaic Sibley 
stove. Round the stove we used to gather 
and talk into the small hours on every 
known topic, and many were the astound- 
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ing and weiid tales spun while pine knots 

loaied and crackled in the stove, turning its 
usual blackness to red. 

One night as we sat around the campfire 
old Jack said we had better be moving, as 
he had heard “ Thunder Mountain ’’ mut- 
tei ing that day as if it was tired of our stay. 
But one of the boys protested, saying he 
wanted to kill a grizzly bear, and would not 
leave till he had done so. He had hardly 
finished when a deep rumbling told us that 

“ Thunder Mountain ” was speaking, and 
as the wind howled through the dead trees 
we drew closer and piled more wood on 
the fire. 

The next day from ash-colored clouds 
the slow-falling flakes began to descend, 
and we were forced to pack our horses and 
start for civilization once more. But we 
had delayed our start too long. After a 
few days our provisions gave out, and the 
snow, which was now about a foot and a 
half deep, still continued to fall. A dismal, 
not to say dangerous, prospect was before 
us high up as we were in the mountains, 
our provisions gone, and a blinding snow- 
storm raging. Reach Burgdorf’s cabin we 
must that night or never. It was “ Pike’s 
Peak or bust ” with us that day. How we 
got through the day with nothing to eat I 
cannot tell, but get through it we did; and 
as we rode into our last camping-ground, at 

Burgdorf’s warm springs, where food sup- 
plies awaited us, the sun shone red through 
the breaking clouds, the snow ceased, and 
the next morning dawned clear and cold, 
with a fine snow-shoeing crust on the snow. 

After a week of fine weather we bade 
farewell to old Fred, and Jack, mounted 
our horses and rode off, both sadly and 
gladly, to the south and home. 

THOMAS VINCENT SULLIVAN. 



CAUSES WHICH LED TO SPAIN'S POLITICAL DECLINE. 
(PRIZE ESSAY.) 

IN the history of nations no single people 
has ever suffered so extended a loss of 

domain as has befallen the inhabitants of 
the Spanish peninsula. But a century ago 
the whole of South and Central America 
and a large portion of the North American 
Continent acknowledged her supremacy. 
To-day her possessions include a few islands 
all but severed from any real obedience to 
her commands. She has fallen from the 
greatest maritime nation to the rank of one 
of the most insignificant. Her voice is no 
longer heard with fear and respect in the 
courts of the world; her armies are deci- 
mated, her fleets demolished, her credit 
worse than bankrupt. And yet this was 
once the nation that boasted of the pos- 
session of an entire continent; that sent 
armies to the halls of the Montezumas, and 
whose galleons carried to her shores cargoes 
of precious metals, the ransom of kings. 
To-day she finds it almost impossible to 
borrow money at any interest. Her fall 
was as meteoric as her rise, proving that 
with all her brilliancy the essential element 
of stability was wofully lacking. 

In order to ascertain the fundamental 
causes of Spain’s political decline an accu- 
rate knowledge of her people and their his- 
tory is primarily necessary. If we were to 
seek in her comparatively recent disasters 
the true reasons for the steady diminution of 
her national prestige, we would be guilty of 
glaring superficiality. The immediate causes 
of her decline in the scale of nations are 
not so extremely difficult of recognition. 
We all know that the loss of her South 

American possessions was largely due to the 
rapacity and incapacity of the governors 
sent to these provinces. 

This blind and persistent mismanagement 
lost for her half a continent. It is equally 
apparent that the overwhelming defeat she 
received at our hands in the late war may 
be attributed to some extent to her unpre- 
paredness and lack of modern appliances. 
Yet were we to content ourselves with as- 
signing these reasons as the real causes of 
the decay of her power, we would signally 
fail in our purpose. The blunders and 
weaknesses of government are but the 
symptoms of a disease deep rooted in the 
body of the nation, and it is the purpose of 
this paper to diagnose that disease. 

Let us, therefore, review the history of 
Spain in the same manner a physician would 
read the statement of a puzzling case in 
pathology. Let us trace her ancestry for 
that taint which has resulted in her present 
enfeebled condition. Let us apply on an 
enlarged scale the laws of heredity. 

The early history of Spain is shrouded 
in mystery and legend. The first inhabi- 
tants of whom we have reliable data were 
the Celtiberians. These, as the name im- 
plies, were people of joint Iberian and Cel- 
tic origin. Of this nation we have little 
accurate knowledge beyond that they were 
a wild warlike people unversed in the sim- 
plest arts and sciences. 

The Celtiberians appear to have enjoyed 
uninterrupted possession of the land until 

the Phoenicians, attracted by the extreme 
fertility of the soil and the mineral wealth 
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with which it abounded, established trading- 
posts and taught the natives to extract the 
precious metals from the earth. Their in- 
fluence, however, on the daily life and cus- 
toms of the Celtiberians was slight, for, 
content with satisfying their commercial 
instincts by trading and bartering for the 
native produce, they made no attempt to 
subjugate the land or to extend their do- 
minion beyond the confines of their mar- 
kets. 

Reports of the fabulous mineral wealth 
of Spain gradually spread to all nations of 
the then known world. About 800 B. C. 
some Greek traders established a small col- 
ony on the southern coast of Spain. Like 
their predecessors, the Phoenicians, they 
were influenced only by the commercial 
instinct, and had no ideas of conquest. 

Then came the Phocians, who settled 
in Catalonia and soon became a considera- 
ble power in the land. Finally the Car- 
thaginians, as a result of a victory over the 
Phocians, gained a foothold in Spain. 
This enterprising African republic had long 
watched with envy the progressive pros- 
perity of the Tyrians, the onslaught of 
their armies was irresistible. The prov- 
inces of Andalusia, Granada, Murcia, Valen- 
cia and Catalonia were forced by Hamilcar 
to admit the Carthaginian supremacy. At 
length Hasdrubal, Hamilcar’s successor in 
command, by his great conquests and am- 
bitious designs, attracted the attention of 
Rome. The details of the quarrels which 
ensued and the final victory of the Roman 
arms is too well known to need recital. In 
the year 217 B. C. the major portion of 
the land fell under Roman rule, though her 

supremacy was still contested by the Car- 
thaginians. The Roman domination exer- 
cised a considerable influence on the char- 

acter and customs of the people, and when 
in the beginning of the fifth century the 
Goths invaded Spain, the arts and sciences 
had begun to leave their impress. These 
barbarians swept down upon the land with 
terrific onslaught, holding it in subjection 
until the advent of the Moors in 711 A. D. 
Of all the various peoples who have settled 
and colonized Spain, the Moors have left 
the deepest impress on the customs and 
character of the Spanish people. 

Their power was broken in 1492, but 
their blood is still great from Basque to 
Catalonia. Though the arts and sciences, 
and their influence were especially virile 
and permanent, the last Moorish temple 
and Oriental facade will have long since 

crumbled into dust, ere the distinctively 
Eastern cast of intellect, which the introduc- 
tion of this Arabic blood produced, shall 
have been eradicated from the character of 
the Spanish people. It exhibits itself in 
many and striking ways; we see it in their 
love of display and childish vanity, in their 
overbearing, arrogant pride. Especially is 
it noticeable in their supreme self-confi- 
dence. The Spaniard implicitly believes 
that he is innately superior to people of 
other nations. The poorest beggar in the 
street has all the airs and manner of a cour- 
tier. Now, this cast of mentality may have 
been productive of excellent results when 
the main business of man was to fight, 
when the supremacy of nations was upheld* 
by the force of arms, and commerce played 
a secondary part. But this impulsive, un- 
reasoning arrogance and impetuous valor 
stands them in slight stead now that war 
has developed into a science, depending 
more upon reason and cool nerve&than up- 
on mere physical daring. It is not at all 
unreasonable to attribute to this Oriental 
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strain which runs through their blood many 
of their subsequent disasters. Thus the 
prime and efficient cause of her present en- 
feebled condition may be attributed to this 
taint in her blood, and the weakness undei 
which she is now laboring may be rightly 
diagnosed as Orientalism. 

As to the immediate cause of Spain’s 
political decline little is necessary to be 
said. The keynote of her downfall has 
been the mismanagement of her colonies. 
Nor have we to go far to find the cause of 
her failure to properly direct the affairs 
of her possessions. She has never endeav- 
ored to conciliate the peoples she has con- 
quered, nor made any attempt to consoli- 
date the interests of her citizens at home 
and abroad. She has ever treated the in- 
habitants of her colonies as subjects rather 
than as citizens, allowing them no real voice 
in their government. It has been her policy 

to view her colonies only as sources of rev- 
enue and as legitimate objects of govern- 
ment. As a result, her colonies have ever 
looked upon her as a tyrant and task- 
master rather than as a protectress and 
mother country. This alienation of senti- 
ment and interest ended in most cases in 
open revolt and ultimately in their com- 
plete independence. 

Much of her failure in her colonial rela- 
tions may be directly attributed to the cor- 
ruption of her officials, which must have 

had at least the tacit approval of the home 
government. Now, in order to attain such 

an unanimity in wrongdoing among so 
many different officials it is only reasonable 
to suppose that they must have had un- 
common bonds of mutual interest; and 

the bond which held them so firmly to- 
gether in the pursuit of their governmental 
malpractices was the strong and malicious 

bond of Masonry. It is no secret that 

to-day the men who hold the power in 
Spain are Masons. This has proven the 
cogent and direct cause of her present en- 
feebled condition. Masons have made great 
progress in Spain. Among their members 
are numbered most of her great statesmen 
and politicians. Through the influence of 
this society public office has come to be 
considered rather in the light of an oppor- 
tunity of satisfying self-interest than of a 
sacred duty to be performed in the best in- 
terest of the State. To this spirit, engen- 
dered by the selfish ends of Masonry, may 
be attributed much of the corruption which 
has sapped the strength of the nation. For 
years the Spanish soldier has been forced to 
submit to open-handed robbery. His pay 
has been deliberately mulcted. The accou- 
trements furnished him have been of the 
shabbiest and most worthless character, and 
any attempt on his part to secure justice 
from his superiors has invariably met with 
the most discouraging and threatening re- 
joinders. This conduct is responsible for 
the demoralized condition of her forces 
which was apparent during the late war. 

When officers set the example of cor- 
ruption and dishonesty it is not to be ex- 
pected that the rank and file will prove 
efficient and trustworthy. It is difficult to 
realize the extensive proportions which cor- 
ruption has assumed in Spanish politics. 
Only a year or so ago the fact was elicited that 
a governor of Cuba retired after a compara- 
tively short term with three million dollars 
more than he possessed when he was ap- 
pointed to office. Numerous instances of 
similar governmental malpractices could be 
cited. Such conduct on the part of the 
officials of any country can be productive 
of but one result, national ruin. And never 
more certainly did ruin stare any people in 

the face than it does Spain to-day, labor- 
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ing as it is under that condition of exter- 
nal and internal affairs which to-day con- 
front the nation. There is but one hope, 
but one remedy. The disease has reached 
its crisis, and nothing but decisive and 
rigorous treatment can prove effective. 
Let her purge her politics. Let her ap- 
point capable and disinterested men to 
positions of trust and public confidence; 
but this course is impossible as long as the 
dominating influence of the Masonic order 
remains unbroken. 

Some have attempted to charge the de- 
cline of Spanish power to the influence of 
the Roman Catholic Church. Of late we 
have heard much talk of priestly domina- 
tion and the priest-ridden peasantry. Were 
it not that such terms really carry the con- 
viction of positive proofs to many who are 
ill-informed or blindly prejudiced, we could 
well afford to pass them over with the silent 
contempt which their baseless and ignorant 
origin deserves. But as they so readily ob- 
tain credence even with people whose edu- 
cation and evident ability should teach them 
better, it is our duty to answer plainly the 
accusation. 

Perhaps the best proof of the falsity of 
such charges is that at the time the Church 
was most potent Spain was at the very 
zenith of her glory. The prosperity of 
Spain began with the reign of Ferdinand 
and Isabella. At no time in her history 
was the Roman Catholic Church more of a 
power in her government and politics. No 
one with even a slight knowledge of Span- 
ish history will deny the truth of this 
statement. Any attempt to lay at the door 
of the Church the responsibility of Spain’s 
downfall rests on not a single historical 
fact, and is plainly the work of ignorance 
and prejudice. 

The belief that much of Spain’s misfor- 

tune is due to the lack of energy of her 
people has gained considerable ground in 
this country. Nor is it a difficult task to 
discover the origin of this totally erroneous 
conception of the Spanish character. We 
have undoubtedly obtained this notion 
from our experience with Spanish subjects 
in her tropical possessions. It is true that 
those who have left Spain and settled in 
the tropics have, as will all men born in 
northern latitudes, succumbed to the ener- 
vating influences of the climate. This 
much we admit; but that the Spanish peo- 
ple are a nation of sluggards, we have very 
good reasons for denying. Such a charge 
is really too false on its very face to call 
for any refutation. No nation of drones 
could ever have achieved the enormous 
conquests and commercial successes which 
have fallen to the lot of Spain. The con- 
quest and colonization of Central and South 
America was not the work of an ndolent 
race. 

Of late years her lack of progress in the 
material arts and sciences has seriously ham- 
pered her. The real cause of her pitiable 
monetary condition is traceable to the fact 
that she is a consumer rather than a pro- 
ducer. Her manufacturing interests are 
ridiculously small in size and importance 
when compared with like industrial enter- 
prizes of other nations. This deficiency 
compels her to expend annually large sums 
of money which under more favorable 
trade influences would go to swell the 
profits of her home industries. 

No people of Eastern blood has ever 
proven ultimately successful when pitted 
against the Saxon or Latin races. Though 
the Orientals obtained a strong foothold in 
Europe, they have steadily lost ground. 
To-day Turkey is threatened upon all sides, 
and could not of herself resist the attacks 
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of any of her neighbors, Greece, perhaps, 
excepted. 

Many attempts have been made tg> ex- 
plain the decline of a people so gifted and 
valiant. The host of capable and eminent 
men who have sprung from her ranks for- 
bids us to attribute it to lack of mentality, 
but does not prevent us from charging it to 
the peculiar kind of mentality characteris- 
tic of the people. The ultra-conservative 
tendency and the fatalistic sentiment are 
the two distinguishing features of their 
character. 

These two qualities we see well exempli- 
fied in the Spanish people through whose 
veins flows a well-defined strain of Eastern 
blood. 

The ultra-conservative tendency springs 
not so much from ignorance and apathy as 
from a foolish sense of pride. To adopt a 
new course would be to admit that the 
former one was not the best; and this is 
exactly what they do not wish to do. 

True to their Eastern blood, there is a 
quite noticeable inclination on their part to 
leave things to the care of fate and await 
the issue with folded hands. No principle 
could prove more ruinous than this policy 
of deliberately despairing of the efficacy of 
one’s own exertions and leaving all to the 
arbitrament of a head-and-tail system. 

Of these two characteristics, the former, 
namely, the lack of progressive tendency, 
has ever played the more important part in 
this downfall. 

If Spain is to take her proper place among 

the nations of the world she must be regen- 
erated. First of all, it is necessary for her 
to obtain a competent and trustworthy ad- 
ministration ; secondly, she must retrench 
her expenditures; thirdly, her educational 
facilities for the masses must be improved ; 
and, fourthly, her industries must be put on 
a proper basis. 

To conclude, the fundamental cause of 
Spain’s failure to maintain her own in this 
age of progress and material activity is, as 
we have seen, due to the strong infusion of 
Oriental blood. 

The direct and immediate causes for the 
loss of her national prestige may be referred 
to the mismanagement of her colonies, the 
corruption of her officials, and, lastly, her 
ruinous and extravagant financial policy. 

It is difficult to believe that the nation 
which has given to the world so many gifted 
and eminent men, that has ever been re- 
nowned for its chivalry and honor, shall 
ever sink into obscurity. It is true, Spain 
is down on her knees, her very national 
existence is threatened, her people are split 
into factions; but there is that in the in- 
domitable spirit of this brave people which 
leads one to hope that she will rise again, 
that she will once more lift her head and 
proudly take her place among the nations 
of the world. If courage and patriotism 
can accomplish this, it will be done. A 
Spaniard may be a failure, but he is seldom 
a coward. 

E. A. MCCOY, ’OO 



MANLO, A RELIC OF THE QZARKS. 

IN a valley of the Ozarks, called by the 
Indians “The Home of the Wind,” hid- 

den from the world by many lofty tree- 
topped mountains, is all that remains of the 
“ boom ” town Manlo. There, surrounded 
by mighty forests on all sides, it lies en- 
sconced in the very bosom of the mighty 
hills, as if seeking retirement from the 
world’s cold criticism of its fitful gleam of 
life and its dismal failure. Soon it will be 
secure, for nature is fast completing the 
ruin which the departing life of the place 
began, and then all that remains will be but 
a memory or a tradition, handed down to 
future generations of simple mountain-folk, 
that they may heed not the passable and fix 
not their hope in human ambitions. 

Situated a long distance from any road 
of commerce, the town is quite inaccessible 
to trade, from which fact the cold eye of 
business draws the conclusion that it was 
only another case where the glamour of gold 
blinded the clear vision of judgment, and 
indeed that was the cause of its ill success. 

The history of Manlo, as of many an- 
other town of like mushroom growth, was 
the same old tale—a wandering prospector 
found near its present locality some slight 
traces of gold. A company was organized, 
a large tract of land secured, the discovery 
of the precious metal published far and 
wide, and soon there came a wild rush from 
every quarter to the new Eldorado. In a 
short time trees were felled and the land 
cleared; houses were built, including those 
essential concomitants of civilization, a 
bank, a grocery store and a tavern, which 
were located on three of the corners of the 
principal square, while the fourth corner 

was set aside for a town hall, which was to 
do service as a meeting place and a school- 
room. A furnace was erected for smelting 
the gold, contracts of all kinds were let out 
by the town authorities who had been 
elected by ballot while yet the logs lay 
piled about on the site of the prospective 
town. 

And so the new town arose, and what 
had but a few days before been virgin for- 
est now teemed with life, and became the 
home of human toilers seeking for the 
precious metal. Like some fungus growth 
that rises into being in the night the town 
grew, and like it too it was doomed to as 
short-lived an existence. Gold! they 
might as well have dug for the antipodes. 
What disappointment must have shown on 
the faces of the weary men as they trudged 
home each evening in the growing shadow 
after a day of fruitless search and bitter 
toil! • How they must have regretted the 
day, when dazzled by the bright prospects 
so enticingly pictured to them, they had 
left their homes to start out anew in life ! 
For a short time they continued their vain 
efforts, until at length the truth could no 
longer be concealed, and they were forced 
to admit that their hopes of gold were fu- 
tile. The boom had burst, and as eager as 
they had been in their rush to the place, 
just as eager were they now to fly. 
Scarcely had two days passed, and the 
place was as lonely as it had been when as 
yet no human tread had resounded in its 
dark woods, and all the more desolate be- 
cause of the signs of a once bustling activity 
that still remained. • 

Years have gone by since the wild boom 
63 



MANLO, A RELIC OF THE OZARKS. 63 

of Manlo, and now, as you approach its 
silent remains, a feeling akin to awe holds 
you entranced. 

You see the long row of houses, stores 
and dwellings, silent and desolate; a few 
standing, many more torn and dilapi- 
dated by the wind that rushes along the 
dismal street, shrieking as if in joy at the 
failure of human hopes and causing the 
owner of a dilapidated log cabin, who, 
with an army of rats, is the sole resident, 
to giasp his trusty Winchester and kick 
nervously the logs into a bright flame. 

The old furnace stands a short distance 
to one side, with its walls breached and 
falling. The stack, tumbling to the 
ground, still has one end nearly in its 
original position; the other, hidden by 
the vines that soon will cover it entirely, 
remains upon the ground, destined to be 
at last but a hiding place of foxes and 
rabbits. 

Beyond this, in the very main street, 
stands a wagon, or rather a broken, dis- 
mantled fragment, the wheels fast drop- 
ping apart, and the whole thing a most 
significant indication of the suddenness 
of the rush from the place when once it 
was started. Even the bucket of the town 
well is lowered into the depths, that were 
once so pure, but now are sullied by the 
crumbling of the banked curb, as if some 
worthy townsman, stopping at its hos- 
pitable side, had left the crane in the air, 
not deigning to lower it, so great was his 
desire to depart. 

Soon will the streets of this queer town 
be the best shaded in the world, for the 
kings of the woodland that'once ruled su- 
preme there, until the axe of civilization cut 
short their sway, now are sending forth their 
offspring, the young saplings, to reassert 
their control of the lost dominion, conceal- 
ing at the same time man’s defeat in their 
new triumph. 

There is an atmosphere of vague isola- 
tion about the place which seems to rest and 
quiet one when one looks far up the valley 
at the huge hills on either side, giving a 
narrow view of far-away blue mountains 
as through a gate. In and out steals the 
mist, uncertain whither. Sometimes when 
the sun is low, a shadow, a gaunt, rough- 
clad shadow, slips through the gathering 
gloom like a fantasy. It is the sole resi- 
dent—the solitary hunter, who in the lone- 
liness of the woods makes a scant living 
from the skins of the foxes that have made 
their dwelling-holes in the abandoned cabins 
of the former townsmen. 

With all its present appearances of ruin 
and devastation, the view of Manlo still 
carries a weight of meaning to a reflective 
mind. But even this must pass away, as 
the illusory mists that rise in the mountain, 
and the coming years will know naught of 
this quaint, little town in the wild Ozarks 
but what the mountain breezes will whisper 
to the lofty pines as they rush by into land 
of utter space. 

A. CREED GRACIE, ’01. 



A PEEP FROM A WINDOW. 

WHAT a beautiful carriage that is on the 
opposite side of the street! See how 

the spirited horses paw the ground and 
champ their jangling bits impatient to be 
off again; how sleek their glossy, well- 
groomed coats, and what a fiery look they 
have in their large brown eyes! The coach- 
man sitting like a statue on the box, and the 
footman standing at the carriage door, are 
comfortably clad in long warm great-coats 
and fur capes. 1 can_see very plainly even 
from my window here the soft leather 
seats inside, the arm-rests and comfortable 
cushions. What a snug place that carriage 
is, and how I should like to ride in it! The 
horses would prance—the footman mount- 
ing the box would sit up very straight; 1 
should settle myself on the cushions, the 
coachman would crack his whip and oft' we 
should go ! Then for a long merry spin 
over the smooth roads. What a delight to 
breathe in deep draughts of the sweet cool 
air, to see the trees, bushes and well trimmed 
hedges flit by like phantoms, and to feel 
all the exhilaration of movement! 

Think not that the inside is the most 
beautifufpart; look at the dark rich panels; 
see how they reflect all that is going on in 
the street around. Have you noticed the 
lamps, shining and glistening, as if they had 
caught a portion of the sun’s light and stored 
it up! O ! he should be a rich and happy 
man, who rides in such an equipage. 

See, he is entering the carriage now! He 
must be a surly fellow, for he never even 
noticed the footman as he civilly touched 
his hat. 

They are off now; the powerful bays 
draw the heavy carriage, as if it were a 

feather’s weight behind them. Ah! See 
them fling up their heads, as the whip is 
cracked ! 

’Tis strange that 1 see in the panels an 
entirely different scene from that of the 
street and its busy passers-by; yet it- is 
there as distinctly as if it were painted on 
the polished wood. There is a long red 
building plainly visible standing in the 
midst of a desolate field, where there are 
no green grasses, fair flowers or budding- 
trees but a stubby growth of weeds and 
stunted bushes. Along the miry road that 
leads to it comes a throng of people. 1 can 
see pale-faced men and weary women and 
there—let me look closer—there are chil- 
dren too among them; all are swallowed 
up by the red brick dragon, and now the 
chimneys begin to belch forth black smoke, 
which hangs in the air like a thunder cloud, 
dark and forbidding; as the furnace doors 
are opened for an instant to receive coal 
into their red maws, men can be seen work- 
ing like demons in the ruddy glare, grimy 
and dirty, toiling ceaselessly. The misery 
depicted on their faces is sharpened in the 
case of many by a sullen look of despair. 
What a scene of desolation and squalor! 
It seems to be a large factory in full opera- 
tion. 

1 wish 1 knew the man’s name who carries 
such pictures on his carriage panels; but 
the red script initials beneath the window, 
which would tell me all, are fading rapidly 
as the carriage rolls down the street, and 
finally are lost altogether, as it swings 
around the corner. 

H. J. F., ’Of. 
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DESOMMES' REVENGE. 

/'"ONSTERNATION has seized upon the 
inhabitants of Kenner, a littie town sit- 

uated a few miles above New Orleans. For 
days the river has been gradually rising, and 
it now threatens to burst its frail banks and 
flood the surrounding country. The placid 
waters have become a wild, furious tor- 
rent. On and on rushes the mighty Mis- 
sissippi, whirling and seething in its mad 
plunge for the Gulf. Spurred on by the 
fast melting snows, the great river dashes 
on, menacing the homes and lives of the 
dwellers along its banks. 

Its tawny waters leap and hurry like a 
thousand unchained furies, uprooting the 
aged oaks that had guarded its boundaries 
for years, eating into the yellow banks like 
a hungry monster, devouring all within its 
reach. 

The stately homes of the planters are 
protected from these mad waters only by 
the levees. These are now crowded with 
groups of anxious men watching the fast- 
rising current. At some points the yellow 
waves lap the very tops of the levees. At 
these threatened points gangs of negroes 
hastily fill sacks with earth to build the 
levee higher and higher. Every plantation 
has sent its full quota of men, and all are 
busy fighting the merciless tyrant. Here 
and there anxious overseers ride up and 
down cursing and giving orders. But all 
their efforts seem fruitless, for slowly but 
surely rises the maddened flood. 

For miles along the river bank all is ex- 
citement, all is fear. The aged and infirm 
have already been carried to higher ground. 
The children and the more timid of the 
women are hurrying to the same place of 

refuge, while here and there some women, 
braver than the rest, stand before their 
doors with blanched faces turned riverward, 
awaiting the last signal to flee, expecting 
each minute to hear the wild shout of warn- 
ing and to see the onward rush of the pent- 
up waters. 

Where our story centres are two planta- 
tions, lying on either side of the river. 
One belonging to Fred Desommes is ex- 
tensive, large and well kept. The other is 
the property of Louis Devreux, a young 
Creole, and like most of the plantations of 
the old regime is fast falling to decay. 

The two men who had been the dearest 
of friends are now the bitterest of enemies. 
The unconscious cause of this feud between 
the once fast friends was a young and beau- 
tiful Creole girl named Louisette Vallon, 
who had come to live in the vicinity some 
years before our story begins. She had 
not been long in the neighborhood when 
she began to receive the attentions of both 
young planters. Gracious and kind she 
was to both. But love is blind, they say, 
and so it proved to be in this case; for 
Louisette’s heart remained untouched by 
the handsome, wealthy, young Desommes, 
and was captivated by his more plain and 
poorer friend Devreux. 

It was a happy day for Devreux and 
Louisette when they stood before the altar 
of the village church and plighted their 
troth as man and wife. The church bell 
that rang out so merrily on their wedding 
morning touched a sympathetic chord in the 
hearts of all save the rejected suitor De- 
sommes. From the moment the dreamy- 
eyed Creole had accepted Devreux, Desom- 
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mes had ceased to speak to his successful 
rival. In his solitary rides over his planta- 
tion he brooded over the matter and had 
gradually worked himself into a state of 
hatred and anger against the man whom he 
considered the wrecker of his happiness and 
the robber of the woman he loved. 

“ Had not Devreux used some underhand 
method against me,” he thought, “she 
never would have preferred Devreux. For 
am 1 not handsome, of better family than 
Devreux, and have 1 not the finest planta- 
tion in the Mississippi delta ? Have 1 not 
wealth enough to buy him out ten times 
over ?” Thus he thought, and his hatred 
grew until he became possessed with the 
one idea of how he could best wreak ven- 
geance on his enemy. 

Night was coming on, bringing all the 
horrors of darkness to increase the weird 
terror that had reigned during the day along 
the banks of the torrent. The waters still 
rushed on in their wild course, carrying 
past huge wrecks of trees and masses of 
brushwood that told of ruin and destruc- 
tion further up the river. Desommes, on 
horseback, rode up and down the levee, en- 
couraging his men to keep a watchful eye 
on the weaker portions of the banks, so as 
to prevent, if possible, the first appearance 
of a leak. A couple of his most trust- 
worthy overseers he armed with rifles and 
stationed along the river to prevent any at- 
tempt that might be made to injure the 
levee, for in times such as these there was 
always danger that some one, through de- 
sire for self-preservation, might attempt to 
cut his neighbor's bank. Strict orders were 
given, therefore, to shoot any suspicious 
character who might be seen tampering 
with the levee. Nothing more could be 
done, and all were waiting in fearful expec- 
tation of the worst. 

As Desommes now sat on his black mare 
gazing at the levee, and realized that soon 
either one or other levee must give be- 
neath the excessive strain of rushing water, 
there suddenly flashed upon him that the 
hour of his revenge had come. Could he 
but cut the opposite levee he would save 
his own broad acres, destroy the home of 
his hated enemy and blight the happiness 
that should have been his own. 

At first the enormity of the guilty deed 
filled him with horror. He shrank from 
the foul thought. There arose before his 
mind the awful consequences that would 
follow on his act—the happy home de- 
stroyed, the country laid waste, perhaps the 
lives sacrificed. 

In a frenzy he drove his spurs into his 
horse’s flanks and rode madly along the 
bank towards the northern boundary of his 
property. Here he drew rein, and, dis- 
mounting, strode towards the edge of the 
bank. Moored to the shore was his boat, 
protected from the rushing current by an 
arm of high land that projected into the 
river. The oars were in the boat. Near 
by on the bank were several farming im- 
plements, left there by the farm hands when 
they hurried away to protect the weaker 
walls below. What dire influence had 
brought him to this spot where all the 
means for carrying out his unholy pur- 
pose were to be found ? 

Without allowing himself to dwell on the 
nature of his project, Desommes seized a 
spade from the ground, rushed to the boat, 
undid the fastening, and setting his oars, 
in a moment was pulling wildly for the op- 
posite bank. 

It was a fit night for such a deed. Dark 
lowering clouds obscured the sky. The 
rush of the speeding waters was the only 
sound that broke the stillness of the night. 



DESOMMES’ REVENGE. 67 

Faint, glimmering lights could be- seen on in front. In an instant his boat is whirling 
the opposite side, and towards one of these around in the clutch of the maddened tide. 
Desommes directed his course. It was a For a moment he lies stunned and bewil- 
hardy deed to venture out on the river at dered; then quickly recovering himself, he 
such a time. The current was swift, and seizes his oars, which haply have not left 
the mass of floating wreckage made it a the locks, and regains control of his skill, 
perilous and foolhardy act to attempt to Without looking up or taking his bear- 
cross to the opposite shore. higs, he pulls with redoubled vigor. Soon 

But Desommes was strong and had often the mile of eddying water is crossed, and 
before ventured out on the rushing water his prow touches the levee. All is silence, 
when no one else would dare. Yet even save for the roar of the mighty rivei. He 
he would have hesitated on such a night as 
this, had he not been blinded by his desire 
of revenge. 

As he passed out on the river, keeping 
his boat's prow well up stream, his heart 
beat fast. He could see dark forms with 
lighted lanterns patrolling his own levee. 
They were the guards he himself had sta- 
tioned to watch the banks. What if his 
enemy had guards! What if his own 
guards should detect him! These thoughts 
came to him as he rowed madly out in the 
whirling water. How the river rushed and 
hissed in its headlong course! How the 
waves beat against his boat, and seemed to 
call out to him to turn back from his fear- 
ful errand! 

For a mile before him stretched the 
seething mass, flecked here and there with 
flakes of foam-like spectres leaping on the 
waves. Now and then a huge tree would 
rush by, looming out of the darkness and 
disappearing again like some dread mon- 
ster of the deep. At the weird sight his 
guilty heart quailed, but his desire of 
revenge spurred him on. 

Faster and faster he rowed, striving to 
banish the whirl of thought from his brain 
by the energy of his labor. 

Hark! what is that ? His boat has 
struck a floating stump, and he falls back 
heavily, striking his head against the seat 

ties his boat and leaps ashore. Quickly he 
makes a tiny ditch in the bank. It is 
enough. The torrent will do the rest. 

His work is done; his revenge is accom- 
plished, for the pent-up waters will in a 
moment ravage his enemy’s fields. The 
hated Devreux is ruined. 

Elated at his success he pushes off from 
the bank. Suddenly a rifle shot rings out 
on the night air and is heard above the 
noise of the rushing waters. Desommes 
falls headlong in his boat, dead, shot by 
one of his own men, whom he had stationed 
along the levee to guard against just such 
a villain as himself. The darknw of the 
night, the unthinking fury and fierce hatred 
that had actuated him, the blow on the 
head he received when thrown back heavily 
in his boat, all had so confused him that 
unwittingly he had turned about in mid- 
stream, and had regained his own side of 
the river, there to spread ruin and destruc- 
tion over his own land and to meet sudden 
death. 

On the other side of the river two are 
keeping anxious watch, Devreux and his 
bride. They, too, have done all that could 
be done. The rest is in God’s hands. But 
anxiety will not let them rest; with strained 
eyes they keep their ceaseless vigil, noting 
the stealthy rise of the stream. Higher and 
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* higher it rises, inch by inch; now it almost 
covers the top. “ God help us,” murmured 
Louisette, as she clung closely to her hus- 
band. Strange! as they watch, the water 
rises no higher. Stranger, still! to their 
startled fancy it seems to recede. It is re- 
ceding, slowly, grudgingly, as if loth to 

give up its victory, yet, still receding. 

Somewhere along the river the levee has 
given away. The Devreux plantation is 
saved; but, alas! for those other victims 
of the flood. 

G. LEGUERE MULLALLY. 

IP THOU DIDST KNOW. 

If thou didst know how Love has set me free, 
How he has filled my soul with purity, 

How in the twilight hour when dreams hold sway 
He limns me radiant pictures of a day 

When I shall realize my hope of thee— 
How he has filled my life with melody 
And smoothed life’s discord into harmony, 

Why, in thy heart thou wouldst rejoice for aye 
If thou didst know. 

Along my dreary path of life ’tis he 
Strews violets and lily blooms, to be 

A type of thee to cheer me on my way; 
1 know that thou thy secret thoughts wouldst stay, 

And give thy heart and all thy love to me, 
If thou didst know. 

EDWARD B. KENNA. 



THEIR “ DE PROFUNDIS.” 

IN her cosy parlor sat Mrs. Carson. Her 
little boy stood beside her, his arm affec- 

tionately thrown about her neck. She had 
been an invalid for months, a sufferer from 
heart trouble, but she had striven to hide 
from her darling son all betrayal of her 
ailment. 

“ Mamma, is it true that the souls in Pur- 
gatory are helped by our prayers ?’’ asked 
little Aloysius, his bright eyes peering into 
hers. 

“ Yes, Allie, dear, the souls in Purgatory 
are helped by our prayers. Now that they 
have appeared before God and have been 
judged by Him, and the sentence has been 
passed upon them, they can no longer 
merit for themselves. They are doomed 
to suffer until they have sufficiently atoned 
for their shortcomings in this life.” 

As Mrs. Carson spoke, there was a chok- 
ing sensation in her throat; her voice fal- 
tered, and her eyes filled with tears, as she 
looked into those innocent little blue ones 
of her only child. 

She beheld in the face before her a re- 
semblance of one who had long passed to 

his judgment, and who, perhaps, this day 
was numbered among those unfortunate 
souls. 

Her thoughts were of her husband. 
When Aloysius was but six months old, 

George Carson was carried off by heart 
disease, snatched by death and hurled into 
eternity without one moment’s warning. 

It is true, that Mr. Carson was what 
might be considered as a practical Cath- 
olic. Being converted from Protestantism, 
-j few months before his union with Mrs. 

Carson, he became deeply interested in 
everything connected with the Church, and 
tried to persuade his people to embrace the 
faith, but to no purpose. 

To-night of all nights, Mrs. Carson felt 
his loss more keenly. It was the sixth an- 
niversary of her little boy’s birth. Her 
mind was carried backward and she was 
revelling in the past. 

“ As sorrow’s crown of sorrow is in re- 
membering happier things,” so it was with 
her. She recollected her happy days spent 
with George during their betrothal, then 
the happy event, when they were united, 
and finally their blissful days of home- 
life ; her delight when the little boy came 
to her to brighten her days, and how soon 
this was changed into sadness by the sud- 
den death of her husband. The memory 
of her past joys were “ sweet and mourn- 
ful to her.” 

“ Why, Mamma! you are not crying ? 
Has Allie done anything to offend you ? ” 
asked the little boy, climbing upon her knee 
and placing his little arms around her neck, 
looked into her eyes for a reply. 

Brushing aside her tears, and kissing her 
darling, the mother said: “ My dear little 
boy, Mamma should have had better con- 
trol over her feelings. You must pardon 
me for my weakness. It is so like a 
woman to give way to tears, but for your 
sake I must restrain them, since I would 
teach you, by my example, to be coura- 
geous and more resigned to the will of 
God. You are six years old to-day, my 
child. Your baby days are passed, and you 
are no longer ‘ mamma’s baby boy,’ but 
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‘ mamma’s little man ’ and I can confide 
my cares and troubles to you. Your papa 
died when you were but six months old, 
hence you have no recollection of him. 
Your question about the souls in Purgatory 
brought back the memory of his death. 

“ In your little prayers, I have always 
taught you to say, ‘ God bless my papa 
and all the poor souls in Purgatory,’ and I 

never considered your prayers finished unless 
you added something for the Holy Souls. 
You have never understood the reason why, 
your mind was too immature to grasp its 
meaning, but now I will explain to you. 

“ Your papa died without the sacraments, 
my child, and though there never was a 
better man than he in the eyes of the peo- 
ple, no one knows what he was before 
God. No one knows whether or not he 
was prepared at the last moment to appear 
before this awful Judge. 

“ Hence, he may be detained in Purga- 
tory for awhile, until he shall have appeased 
the wrath of God. This is why 1 have 
taught you to pray for him and ask God 
to bless him. 

“Never forget my injunction to you, 
child, and never forget to pray for the Holy 
Souls, that they may be loosed from their 
sufferings. And, furthermore, never cease 
to pray for me if 1 should be called away 
before you.” 

Kneeling down, mother and child recited 
aloud, as was their practice during the 
month of November, the “ De Profundis.” 

“ Eternal rest grant to them, O Lord,” 
were the last words of Mrs. Carson, and 
before the child could make the response, 
“ and let perpetual light shine upon them,” 
she was no more. 

E. C. D, 
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ODE TO ADMIRAL DEWEY. 

Honor the brave 
With a nation’s joyful lays; 

Honor the brave 
With a nation’s song of praise. 

Out the glowing pageant lead, 
Let the happy music blow, 
As befits a nation’s gladness; 
Fly the darkening cloud of sadness; 
Give the great the victor’s meed. 
Let the happy music blow, 
Out the glowing pageant lead! 

Noble sailor this is he— 
Thy own pupil-friend—from thee 

He learned to brave 
The battle’s rage, 

To dare the hoary-headed wave. 
O Goddess, write upon thy page 

His name, his deeds. 

This is he— 
Who, far in the tropic’s sea, 
Woke the tardy, slumbering Dawn, 
Woke the sun-resplendent Dawn 
With his cannons’ thundering roar. 
As they spoke from sea to shore 
And from shore unto the sea, 

With blinding flash, 
And answering crash,— 

Returned to us with fame. 
With the thunder of acclaim 
Let us honor yet his name. 

Forget the pampered Mars, 
Forget the woe of wars, 
And praise fair Peace for aye, 
Forever and for aye. 

H. J. F. 



ARLINGTON. 
ON passing the gateway tread softly. 

The ground upon which you now 
stand is holy. Let no boisterous laughter 
be heard in this hallowed spot. Here sleep 
in their last resting place not men who 
fought for fame, but heroes who deemed 
it a sacred duty “ to do and die ” at the 
call of their country. 

As you proceed along the walk where 
the sturdy oak trees stand as sentinels, a 
sight almost sublime spreads before you. 
On the right, drawn up, as it were, into 
companies, each commanded by its own 
sergeant, is marshalled in sacred silence 
the army of the dead. The little head- 
stones, some with names on them, others 
only numbered, stretch out across the'green 
in serried ranks. The sun, filtering through 
the leaves of the trees, makes play of 
golden light and shadow across the tombs. 
As life was to these soldiers a mixture of 
brightness and sorrow; now shadow and 
sunshine together hover over their graves. 
They sleep at peace with all the world. 
The trees stand as the only sentinels to 
their eternal bivouac. The birds chirp 
their plaintive little songs to hold them in 
their slumber, while from off their graves 
a squirrel busily garners his store of nuts 
for the approaching winter. 

To the left, on the other side of the 
walk, are the more pretentious monuments 
of officers buried here. Even in death do 
they preserve their dignity apart from the 
humble private. 

Now, further along on the right side a 
heavy stone marks the spot where are 
buried those soldiers who were picked up 

from the battlefield. These have not even 
a number. All in one grave they are laid 
together, and over them are inscribed the 

sorrowful words: “Unknown dead. Requi- 
escant in pace.” Their return from the 
war has no doubt been anxiously awaited 
by dear ones. Oh ! the pity of it! Un- 

known ! 
Further on again to the left is the for- 

mer residence of Gen. Robert E. Lee. The 
house is built in colonial style, with mas- 
sive pillars supporting the lofty porch. 
From this porch, in the far distance Wash- 
ington appears like a fairy city raising to 
heaven, as it were, in thanksgiving, her 
many tall steeples. The domes of the 
Capitol and the Library gleam in the sun- 
light, and in the foreground the Monument 
rises white and beautiful, while the broad 

Potomac flows beneath. 
A little to the right of the house, on die 

green sward of the hill, sloping to the 
Potomac, is a handsome shaft of polished 
granite marking the grave of General 
Sheridan. It seems as if all differences of 
opinion having been set aside between 
them, the Northern General has come to 
be the guest of the Confederate Com- 
mander, and to make his resting-place 
where he can look forever on the beautiful 
city whose crown his valor helped to re- 
tain. Perhaps in that “undiscovered coun- 
try from whose bourne no traveller re 
turns ” these two noble leaders have really 
joined their hands in eternal friendship. 
Who knows ? 

73 
PRESTON P. EDMONSTON. 
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NOVEMBER. 

Now gentle Summer’s gleam, 
Y our mellow gleam, 

Of sunny joy that lightened all your land, 
But yesterday, 

Like some stray star-beam gliding o’er the strand, 
Or bloom of dying flowers, shall pass away— 

Your pleasant dream. 

Now, too, shall fade your day, 
Your radiant day, 

That once would linger with your glowing eve. 
Cold winds shall moan, 

Night weep and grey groves call to birds that leave 
“So must we grieve long weary weeks alone 

Till dawn of May.” 
CHARLES J. MARTELL. 

RONDEAU. 

The Autumn skies are clear and blue; 
Rich is the woods’ autumnal hue; 

The autumn wind now chants sad lay, 
While fades the dying year away, 

And leaves its scenes to mem’ry’s view. 

The fields where once the violet grew 
Now glisten bright with morning dew, 
The sun lights up with grand display 

The Autumn skies. 

The friends in bygone days 1 knew, 
Like Autumn leaves are now but few, 

But of those whom I see to-day, 
There’s one who o’er my heart holds sway 

Whose eyes with lustre would imbue 
The Autumn skies. 

DEATH. 

Wider than all four winds have blown, 
Rules my gruesome lord, grim Death, 

His heaven’s song, hell’s moan, 
His too the deathbed groan, 

His the last breath. 

So sing unto my lord a knell, 
(For all but God and Death must die), 

Beneath whose awful spell 
High heavens and deep hell 
And earth all lie. 

W. K. W. 

A PHOTOGRAPH. 

The sunlight knew and loved her for the laughter 
in her eyes, 

And for the witching smile that gladdens like the 
summer skies, 

And wrought of her an image, finely touched with 
blushes rare, 

And so the world is richer for this visage debonair 
C. J. M., 1900. 

,^s 
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“ Why should I send my son to college 
since it is my intention to make a busi- 
ness man of him ? College education is 
of no use to him, so I won’t waste the 
time”’ This is the objection to college 
education offered nowadays by the illogi- 
cal. It can have no weight in the mind of 
a fair and reasonable man. Is a college 
education practical for all purposes ? Is 
it the cause of greater success in any 
state of life, commercial or professional ? 
If he will weigh both sides carefully 

from an unprejudiced point of view; if 
he will look around him for examples, 
and ask the successful man’s opinion, 
his objection will be swept away. If he 
judge otherwise, we must attribute it to 
the fact that he has not considered the 
question in its fullest scope, or that he 
has reasoned falsely. But these are bold 
statements. We shall endeavor to adduce 
some proof of them. 

First of all, what does a college edu- 
cation afford; or, rather, as someone has 
said, what is the “ college business P ” 
President Dwight answers: “Mind build- 
ing, ... not in a sense that there 
will be no change or development in all 
the years which follow, but in the sense 
of complete readiness for the beginning 
of the educated life of mankind.” Since, 
then, the college business is mind build- 
ing, it must have two important elements. 
First, seeds of knowledge are sown; 
secondly, a system of discipline, moral, 
mental and physical, is instilled in the 
youth. It is not the intention to fill the 
mind with all knowledge, but rather to 
train the mind to grasp the knowledge 
that may come in the future, to infuse 
principles by which that knowledge may 
be attained, to develop in the mind the 
power of discrimination and distinction, 
and, finally, to pave the way for whatever 
specialized works one may choose to fol- 
low in after years. Were it possible for 
anyone to obtain all knowledge by a col- 
lege education, we are sure he would take 
the step to acquire it without one hesi- 
tating thought. For the mind, from its 
very nature, seeks to know and perfect 
itself. In this do we differ essentially 
from the brute, whose nature is to reach 
perfection without any extraneous aid. 
But we, intellectual beings, to become 
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perfect or to develop our mind in any 
way, must bring in some exterior aid. 
We must prepare our mind just as a 
sculptor trains his hand for the delicate 
work he is to follow. A foundation 
must be laid upon which our after- 
occupation builds. The reason must be 
developed, the memory strengthened, the 
powers of observation trained, and the 
power of concentration increased ; all of 
which a college education accomplishes. 

This mind building is valuable in any 
business. It adds to that business in- 
stinct the power to foresee, to reason and 
to discriminate. It makes the mind 
active, ready to grasp every opportunity, 
and to meet difficulties. It teaches it to 
weigh things with a keener judgment, 
to follow up events with greater rapidity 
of understanding, and, finally, to have a 
broader range of comprehension. Of 
course, we naturally presuppose a train- 
ing in the business one is engaged in. 
We do not say that the man fresh from 
college has all the advantages. We main- 
tain our assertion only in regard to the 
college man who takes a business train- 
ing after he has finished his college 
course. Furthermore, in your business 
dealings, if you find the merchant to be 
a man of pleasing address, of good man- 
ners, and of an intellect well balanced 
and cultivated, are you not going to take 
all these into consideration, provided 
your bargain with him is as good as with 
any other man ? You will prefer him 
not only because he serves your business 
purposes, but also because he affords you 
a certain amount of pleasure by his com- 
pany. You feel, while in his presence, 
his accomplishments as well as his busi- 
ness instincts, and you will seek every 
opportunity to be with him. Even 

though your own mind be not cultivated 
you cau value the cultivation in the 
other. 

Finally, what position does an edu- 
cated business man hold among his 
fellow-men in business ? On account of 
his talents he is the leader in all their 
social affairs. His power to lead and 
govern men makes him the presiding 
officer in their clubs and meetings. He 
is the man wanted at all social functions 
held among business men of his acquaint- 
ance. He is the first called upon to 
make a speech, to head a delegation, to 
represent his business associates in any 
congress, and, finally, to settle difficulties 
outside the ordinary business man s 
grasp. If such be the case, his popu- 
larity will be greater, his influence felt, 
and his business increased. He will be 
respected not only for what he is worth 
in this world’s goods, but also for liis in- 
tellectual attainments. The coarse and 
uncouth, even though they are as shrewd 
as he in money matters, must yield to 
him in the preference of men. 

Finally, education gives the mind the 
occupation God intended for it. Had 
He intended man to be merely a money- 
maker or a bargain-seeker, He would not 
have given him the other powers of the 
mind. A man who knows only how to 
buy in the cheapest and sell in the dear- 
est market is little better than a well- 
trained dog, if only the money-making 
instinct were among its accomplishments. 
Money is of no use if one is unable to 
get the proper enjoyment out of it. Let 
us grant, however, the business man this 
one great advantage—the power of mak- 
ing money. If he have no other accom- 
plishment, how unenviable is his lot. 
What beauty or pleasure is there for him 

3cj 
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m nature ? His money will buy him the 
works of the best authors, but what en- 
joyment will he get from them? He 
has his art gallery, purchased with his 
millions, but what in the artist’s touch 
will appeal to him ? Assuredly nothing. 
His mind lacks that delicate sense of 
perception of the beautiful. His soul 
lacks the appreciation of all that is 
noble and inspiring. His nature, hard- 
ened by the greed for money, has lost all 
its sympathetic touch. All his pleasure 
consists in his bargains. Yet he feels in 
his own soul that it is not genuine. He 
craves for something beyond; his very 
nature makes him do so. To satisfy this 
longing, to fill up this empty space in 
his life, is his one desire, and in his fail- 
ure he is miserable. Unsatisfied though 
he be, he knows no other use for his in- 
tellect. He is like the archer who thinks 
his hand was made for nothing else but 
to draw the bow. Why do you suppose 
Andrew Carnegie puts his money into 
libraries instead of turning it over to 
charity ? Being a man who has acquired 
an education through the books he has 
gathered around him, he recognizes that 
everyone needs that education to be 
happy. In his youth he had access to a 
library, and now, perceiving the benefits 
that he gained from his frequent hours 
spent there, in his philanthropic work he 
endeavors to provide for others. He 
places the intellect above money, as does 
every man who knows its value. We 
affirm, without fear of contradiction, 
that every successful business man of 
to-day, when he looks to the statesman 
leading the people, when he hears the 
irator moving the passions of the audi- 
mce, or reads the opinion of the promi- 
nent man of letters, would willingly give 

a large share of his money could he have 
only a part of their accomplishments. 
How does the millionaire compare with 
the illustrious member of the French 
Academy ? Why does Society, so called, 
always open its doors to the man of let- 
ters and not to the “ noveau riche ?” Be- 
cause it knows that the intellectual man 
has something gold cannot buy. Its 
votaries seek his company to find the 
only pleasure that can satisfy them. 
Finally, we add that the objection we 
have endeavored to disprove is one that 
only a man who has never received an 
education will offer. We have never met 
a college man who is not willing to do all 
m his power to give his son an education 
equal to his own, if not a better one than 
that which he himself received. If he 
should refuse to do so, when it is in his 
power, we are compelled to say that his 
education was not the proper one, and 
that he has not taken the proper advan- 
tage of it. 

T+ • * ,, * * * it is a matter worthy of' note that the 
great universities of our country, which 
some years past would scarcely allow a 
Catholic to enter their walls, are now seek- 
ing Catholic patronage. The spirit of 
toleration on the part of Protestant in- 
stitutions is spreading. In all noted ed- 
ucational establishments, whether for 
boys or girls, there are many Catholics, 
and year by year the number has been 
constantly increasing. The initiative to 
this disposition to attract Catholics has 
come not so much, we fancy, from any 
spontaneous generosity on the part of 
these institutions as from the desire man- 
ifested by Catholics themselves to share, 
in the educational advantages which they 
offer; for, within the last decade, all in-. 
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teres ted in educational matters must have 
noticed the growing inclination on the 
part of Catholics to have their sons and 
daughters educated in the Protestant 
schools of the country, rather than in 
Catholic institutions. 

The reason of this preference on the 
part of Catholic parents is not so much 
because a better mental training can be 
had in the former, as because there is 
offered in Protestant colleges a broader 
field. for cultivating society, for making 
friendships that will be of service in the 
after-college days in lifting oneself into 
the sphere of higher social life. No one 
who actually knows the real standing 
both of Protestant and Catholic colleges, 
will hesitate to say that Catholic colleges, 
though left to their own resources, can 
impart a training equal to that given by 
those not of Catholic faith, enriched, as 
they are, with bountiful bequests and 
generous endowments. 

But when there is question of seeking 
a means of education for a boy or girl 
the true Catholic parent cannot, if he 
would be mindful of his responsibility 
towards his charge, content himself with 
the choice of such place as wall furnish 
the young mind with mere mental acqui- 
sitions. Education, as we have learned 
from the discussions of recent date, is a 
broad term. It includes the storing of 
the mind with facts, with arts and sci- 
ences; but it goes further in its scope. 
It means the training of the moral being 
of .the individual. It means the mould- 
ing of the inner conscience, which is the 
intellect, inasmuch as it distinguishes 
between right and wrong. It means the 
imparting of principles that may guide 
one in the path of moral duty. It means 
the direction of the. individual through 
those years, when nature is most impres- 

sionable, in the practice of moral acts 
conformable to those principles, so that 
habits of good may be formed that will 
withstand the shock of the rude world 
when the years of training are ended. 

To find such a school should be the 
aim of every Catholic parent who rightly 
appreciates the obligation he lies under 
of providimg for the spiritual as well as 
the mental welfare of his child. Now, 
it must be clear to every one that such a 
training cannot be obtained in an insti- 
tution where all mention of the super- 
natural must be avoided, where indiffer- 
ence to all religion is made the rule, and 
where the only attempt to mould and 
fashion the moral element of the scholar 
is made along the lines of natural reli- 
gion, of politeness and social seemliness. 

The period of college life is the most 
impressionable of all a lifetime. If it 
is difficult for a man or woman fully 
grown to withstand the baneful influences 
of daily surroundings, how much more 
difficult must it be for the youth, whose 
mind is still unformed, who is led more 
by feelings than by reason, when he finds 
himself constantly in Protestant society, 
amid friends w'ho, though naturally kind 
and good in themselves, have been led 
through home training and hereditary 
prejudice to look upon the Catholic faith 
as something too antiquated and conserv- 
ative for our present enlightened age! 

Not that we insinuate for a moment 
that there exists in these institutions any 
overt disposition to malign or oppose the 
Catholic faith, but it is the spirit of in- 
difference to all religions, the absence of 
positive means of instilling the saving 
principles of Catholic doctrine, that will 
do more harm, perhaps, than downright 
open opposition. 

It is not well to put young faith to the 
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trial. It is not well to place a Catholic 
boy or girl in social circumstances where 
he or she may be forced to live in per- 
petual apology for the teachings received 

' in earlier days. Some there are, no doubt, 
who will pass unscathed through the. or- 
deal, but for one out of ten who so sur- 
vives the test, there will be nine who, if 
they do not suffer shipwreck of their 
faith, will at best come forth with that 
spirit of indifference, that laxity of prin- 
ciples on matters of faith, that will make 
of them no very strenuous upholders of 
Catholic teaching. 

These remarks have been suggested by 
the account, recently brought to our 
notice, of the action of Archbishop Cor- 
rigan, in the New York diocese. On 
Sunday, October 15th, there was read in 
all the churches of his diocese a circular 
letter of the Archbishop, in which he 
comments in forcible terms on the cus- 
tom prevailing among the wealthier Cath- 
olics of sending their children to non- 
sectarian schools, and points out the ser- 
ious evils that will result from such a 
course. We regret that we cannot repro- 
duce at least a portion of the circular. 



The Red and Blue in its October effort 
presents an assortment of literary articles 
that makes it worthy of a place among 
the very first college publications. There 
are essays, stories and verses, all of value. 
Of the essays, that upon “ The Letters of 
Lady Montagu ” is the best, and certainly 
arouses an interest in that literature 
which the writer styles “ the lost art.” 

The fiction is good, but the literary 
critic excelled himself in a masterly- 
written critique upon “ The Great Ameri- 
can Novel,” in which he rapidly reviews 
each of the novels that may be said to lay 
any claim to this title, and assigns reasons 
why each is unfit for it. He says “ Rich- 
ard Carvel ” is “too aristocratic”; “ Hugh 
Wynne” “too amazing,” and “David 
Harum ” “ lacking in historical quality.” 

* * * * 

In the October number of the Purple 
as an opening article is a letter to Mr. 
Henry D. Sedgwick, Jr., upon his article, 
“ The Vitality of Macaulay,” in the be- 
ginning of which the writer says: “Pleas- 
ant it is to find a critic who can for a time 
disregard the shrill demands of the petty 
scribblers of our day and discuss for his 
readers with hearty appreciation and in 
vigorous language the great writers of 
the earlier half of the century, the friends 
of our literary affection, the divinities of 
our literary worship.” How true a re- 
mark, indeed, in this age of so much 

empty review work, where the writers 
strive after nothing but matter—mere 
empty words to fill out their criticism. 

The writer shows that he has made a 
very careful study of the subject, the 
first requisite for a critic who would set 
others aright, and with attractive style 
points out the defects, withal glaring 
enough to every educated Catholic reader, 
which mar the writings of Macaulay. 
The “ History ” has formed the opinions 
of many readers of the past and present 
generations, of those at least among them 
who have not discrimination enough to 
discern that all apparent beauty is not 
always truth, and that an attractive or- 
nate style may often clothe ideas that are 
false and judgments that are insecure. 
We would wish for the article of “ A. B. 
E.” greater publicity than it can hope 
for in a college magazine. 

Why does not the Purple have more 
poetry in its columns ? Why not carry 
out the principles laid down in the Sym- 
posium. “ Does poetry decline as civili- 
zation advances ?” Surely “ imagination, 
poetry’s realm, should not be allowed to 
pass away.” Of course we are aware that 
in giving such counsel we expose our- 
selves to such rejoinder as was made last 
month by the trenchant editor of a col- 
lege magazine in a Southern State, to 
those who had deplored the absence of 
poetry from its pages. He searches the 
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poetic effusions of some unfortunate con- 
temporary and gives a sample which, 
while it may justify the severe strictures 
of the writer, may mislead one into the 
belief that poetry means “ soft-pated sen- 
timent” about “a pair of blue eyes,” or 
“a chestnut-hued curl,” “a moonlight 
night, a rippling brook, a sixteen-year 
old maid.” Perfection in verse-writing, 
as in other arts, will come with practice, 
and the advantages to be gained from 
poetic composition in the refinement of 
the “higher feelings,” the development 
of literary taste, and the cultivation of a 
better prose style, are weighty enough to 
prevent the discarding of poetry from a 
medium which professedly seeks all these 
objects. 

* * * # 

The University of California Magazine 
comes a welcome visitor to our table. It 
contains an instructive article on “ The 
Basis and Need of Alumni Devotion to 
the University.” We could wish that 
our alumni could read just such an arti- 
cle and imbibe that spirit of devotion to 
their Alma Mater which the paper urges. 

The paper on “The Historical and 
Literary Value of the Bible ” shows quite 
an intimate knowledge of the Bible, and 
bespeaks a love for the subject which 
argues well for the future. We hope to 
see more from the Avriter. 

“ Student Life in Tokyo ” gives us the 
views of one familiar with the country of 
which he speaks, expressed with care and 
accuracy. The only piece of fiction is 
engaging, and the fact that it is to be 
continued only arouses our interest the 
more. We do not doubt but that the 
writer will take advantage of the inter- 
esting situation and give us another in- 
stalment or a finis as attractive as the 
beginning. 

The Aloysian has a praiseworthy tone 
of cheerfulness pervading all the articles 
of the autumn number,which is not found 
in the magazines of some of the larger in- 
stitutions. All of the articles concern- 
ing the Prince-Priest, Demetrius A. Gal- 
latzin, do justice to the noble life of that 
great missionary and reflect credit upon 
the Ararious writers. One of the series, 
“ A Sketch,” especially embodies thought 
and a true conception of the worth of 
the subject. 

“ Bessie’s Composition Book ” contri- 
butes some gracefully written pages upon 
“ the pleasure of receiving letters,” which 
should have interest for us “ toilers up 
the rock-bound aclivityof knowledge,” to 
whom a letter is such a source of enjoy- 
ment. 

* * * * 

The Chimes possesses, among other 
good qualities, the charm of good verse, 
but we cannot fathom that sentence about 
ourselves in their Exchange column. We 
would suggest that a little more space be 
allowed the Exchange editor, then, per- 
haps, the danger of such future mysteries 
might be elimated. 

* * * * 

The Xavier is as attractive as of old. 
The answer to “ The Dying of Death ” is 
an aggressively written criticism, con- 
taining sentences that show care and 
thought. “ L’Allegro,” a jingling piece 
of verse, leads us through “the gossamer 
land of love,” with winsome art, truly an 
artistic effort of an imaginative mind. 

* * * # 

The Cornell Magazine presents us with 
three rather interesting stories, illustrat- 
ing phases of life at Cornell, with perfect 
delineation of characters which make 
them all the more attractive. Of the 
verse, “ Errant Boy ” is the best offering. 
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It is creditable on account of its excel- 
lency of metre and rhythm. 

* * * # 

The neat cover of the Alpha certainly 
deserves our praise. The neatness of its 
apparel should give it the place of honor, 
for good appearances, among college pub- 
lications, that its name signifies. 

“Bessie’s Bed Time” is a graceful lit- 
tle piece of poetry, and the prose articles 
are well written, though we might prefer 
an occasional article in a somewhat lighter 
vein. 

^ JjC 

“Our Lady and the Liturgical Year” 
is the opening article in the Agnetian 
Monthly, in which the writer imparts 
some useful knowledge concerning the 
various days consecrated to the Holy 
Mother of God, and gives us some advice 
that is worthy of consideration, especially 
when coming from the learned daughter 
of such an institution as Mount Saint 
Agnes. 

A well-written essay on the difficult 
subject of “ Mythology; Its Bearing 
upon English Literature,” sustains the 
reputation for heavy literary work of the 
staff of the Agnetian, which we feel sure 
will he sustained throughout the coming 
year1, if, indeed, their first effort is any 
standard by which to judge succeeding 
numbers. 
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The Vassar Miscellany for October, 
the fiction number, contains a number of 
excellent short stories. “ Eor Memory’s 
Sake,” the opening story, is the best. 

The chief character, called by the sim- 
ple villagers “ the strange, silent gentle- 
man,” for the sake “of her who once 
walked beside him,” conciliates two young 
people whom he finds are estranged on 
account of a heartless jest. It is written 
in a neat, elevated style, with sufficient 
pathos, and shows charming skill of plot 
and treatment. 

The editorials are good; that one espe- 
cially upon the motive of how easy a mat- 
ter it is to run a college paper when 
“only freshmen and a few stray upper 
classmen appear to consider it an honor 
in the slightest degree to be represented.” 
The Miscellany is not alone in these dif- 
ficulties, nor is Yassar the only college 
where the middle classmen are so reticent 
with their literary efforts; but, to read 
the October Miscella7iy, you would rightly 
conclude that troubles have only added 
greater impetus to their desire to keep 
their magazine “equal to any other in 
the country.” 

A. 0. G. 



Glancing over this month’s magazines 
we find much to interest, much to please. 
Admiral Dewey holds an important place 
in nearly all of the numbers. Now that 
Dreyfus, no longer a prisoner, has made 
his exit, his name is rapidly passing into 
oblivion. 

* * * * 

Scribner’s for October has attracted our 
attention, not so much by its highly pleas- 
ing cover as by the excellence of its articles. 
Jesse Lynch 'Williams, whose newspaper 
stories have pleased us very much, con- 
tributes an article called “The Water 
Front of New York.” The illustrations 
are very striking and familiar. Mrs. 
John Drew, in her autobiographical 
sketch, with an introduction by her son, 
tells us many pleasant, as well as quaint 
anecdotes about the great tragedians. 
Joel Chandler Harris continues his chron- 
icles of “Aunt Minervy Ann.” Prof. 
Dwight L. Elmendorf sends an interest- 
ing paper on Teliophotography. In the 
latter part of the magazine, but by no 
means The least worthy of mention, we 
find the “ Letters of E. L. Stevenson,” 
which are as interesting as ever. 

# * * * 

Mr. Jacob C. Eiis,with his characteristic 
power, gives us, in the Atlantic Monthly, 
as an article, “Letting in the Light.” 
In it he speaks of the “ Old Mulberry 
Bend” of New York, the Italian quarter, 

the former scene of many disorders. He 
claims that crime has been lessened not 
by any police interference, not by politi- 
cal influence, so much as by the making 
of a park there, “ Letting in the Light,” 
as he is pleased to call it. 

>)< 

In the Century we find a timely esti- 
mate of Admiral Dewey, by Eear Admiral 
Sampson. It is short, but earnest. In 
it he compares the entrance of Dewey 
into Manila Bay with that of Farragut 
into Mobile Bay. Continuing, he refers 
to the war, and says it will have a won- 
derfully patriotic influence on the young 
people of the country. Prof. Benjamin 
Ide Wheeler has brought his history of 
Alexander the Great to a close. Mr. 
Paul Leicester Ford speaks of Franklin 
as Politician and Diplomatist. Mr. Craw- 
ford concludes his “ Via Crucis.” 

* * * * 

Harper’s is very nearly a fiction num- 
ber. Mr. Zangwill offers us “ Bethulah,” 
a story dealing with the coming of the 
Messiah. “The Indians on Trail,” by 
Mary Hartwell Catherwood; “ The Prin- 
cess Xenia,” a romance by H. B. Mariott 
Watson; “ Mr. McGran of Belfast,” by 
Seumas Macmanus; the third of the 
Whilomville stories, entitled “The Lover,” 
and “Tell-Tale,” by Mr. Crane; “Their 
Silver Wedding Journey,” by Wm. D. 
Howells. Lula Herbert writes interest- 
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ingly of Washington’s stay in New York, 
at the Franklin House, Franklin Square, 
under the title, “ The First American.” 

* * * * 

Mark Twain sends the best article to 
the Cosmopolitan that we have seen m 
any of the magazines this month. He 
dubs his skit, if such we may call it, 
“ Christian Science and the Book of Mrs. 
Eddy.” It is as humorous as Mr. T wain’s 
work usually is. The philosophical in-' 
sight is witty. Mr. Frank Ebenle gives 
a very interesting, as well as instructive 
paper on Zinc Mining. A plan for a 
National Clearing House is suggested by 
the editor, Mr. John Brisben Walker. 

* * * * 

Outing for October seems to be a racing 
number, for we find three articles relative 
to the Columbia and Shamrock. 

In his football review for ’98, Walter 
Camp says: “The conclusions to be drawn 
from the season’s play are that at last 
there is more general appreciation of what 
all-round play means, and that a team of 
only one style can hardly expect to win. 
Kicking was demonstrated to be of the 
greatest value, and those who have advo- 
cated a more extensive use of that part 
of the play have had their views conclu- 
sively confirmed.” George H. Brooke, of 
the University of Pennsylvania, writes an 
article on “ Kicking a Football,” which 
will be interesting reading to all players 
of the game. As, in the opinion of the 
best connoisseurs, the art of kicking is to 
take greater prominence in the play, those 
who wish to know all about the “straight” 
and the “whirling ” punts should read at 
once the present article. 

The North American Review for Oc- 
tober has an opening article on “ 1 he 

Peace Conference and the Moral Aspect 
of War,” by Capt. A. T. Mahan, U. S. N. 
The writer points out that the principal 
object that suggested the Hague Confer- 
ence, viz., the disarmament of the nations, 
rapidly fell into the background ere the 
first session was held, and was superseded 
in the discussions by the question of 
arbitration. 

“ Of the beneficence of the practice of 
arbitration, of the wisdom of substitut- 
ing it when possible for the appeal to 
arms, with all the misery therefrom re- 
sulting, there can be no doubt; but it will 
be expected that in its application, and 
in its attempted development, the ten- 
dencies of the age, both good and bad, 
will make themselves felt. If, on the one 
hand, there is solid ground for rejoicing 
in the growing inclination to resort first 
to an impartial arbiter, if such can be 
found, when occasion for collision arises, 
there is, on the other hand, cause foi seii- 
ous reflection when this most humane im- 
pulse is seen to favor methods which by 
compulsion shall vitally impair the moral 
freedom and the consequent moral re- 
sponsibility which are the distinguishing 
glory of the rational man and of the sov- 
ereign state.” 

In the preceding words may be seen the 
division of the subject as treated by the 
writer. He believes in arbitiation, but 
he holds that there are certain questions 
so intimately affecting the existence of a 
nation, and so imperatively appealing to 
the conscience of the State that it cannot 
forego its innate duty to defend its honor 
and its right by submitting to the judg- 
ment of an outsider, Avho, in view of cir- 
cumstances perhaps external to the main 
question, may sacrifice the claims of the 
nation submitting to arbitration. It may 
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happen that a resort to force is the only 
means for a nation to defend its honor 
and to carry out the dictates of its con- 
science, and a nation would “yield a will- 
ing acquiescence to wrong” should it 
yield to the judgment of an authority 
that would profess to be superior to its 
own conscience. The discussions had 
upon arbitration may do much to prevent 
precipitate action on the part of nations. 
But there may be “ instances of a com- 
munity believing, conscientiously and 
entirely, that honor and duty require of 
it a certain course, which another com- 
munity with equal integrity may hold to 
be inconsistent with the rights and obli- 
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gations of its own members. ... It 
is permissible most earnestly to hope that, 
m disputes between independent States’ 
arbitration may find a way to reconcile 
peane with fidelity to conscience, in the 
case of both; but if, when friendly sug- 
gestion has done its best, the conviction 
of ^conscience remains unshaken, war is 
better than disobedience; better than ac- 
quiescence in recognized wrong.” 

War, the author claims, is not an un- 
mitigated evil. There may be worse evils 
than war, as would be, for instance, the 
failure of a nation to carry out what the 
national conscience declares to be right. 



AT THE COLLEGE VAUDEVILLE. 
Will Shakespeare used to say that “All 

the world’s a stage,” and I fancy that Bill 
knew whereof he spoke. If we accept 
him in this regard the social side of col- 
lege seems to fill the place of “ refined 
vaudeville,” or on occasions something- 
less polite. The performance is neces- 
sarily continuous, but we have no change 
of hill weekly. Up-to-date garnishings 
of the old acts are all that we can look 
for, and yet there is a deal of amusement 
in it all. 

The sketches, monologues, singing- 
comedians, educated pigs, and trained 
monkeys of the mimic stage are with us; 
in fact, all that we lack are a few grand- 
motherly soubrettes. 

The new student is about the funniest 
thing on the bill. The poor follow en- 
ters college full of lurid visions of what 
current fiction has taught him to expect. 
Ever alert is he for a real-life representa- 
tion of his delusions, and by way of main- 
taining magazine traditions of college 
conventions he constantly wears a cigar- 

ette and a cane. He is scrupulously col 
legiate on all occasions, and bears with 
becoming modesty the burden of admira- 
tion which his capers provoke. How he 
does love to shout on the street cars and 
wave his cane in accompaniment until a 
“ Papa’ll whip ” sort of glance from the 
conductor shrinks this embryo collegian 
into terrified silence. He strives to im- 
press every one with the faot that he is a 
feckless college man out for just the most 
furious kind of a time that ever hap- 
pened ; said furious time, seen through a 
smoked glass, resolves itself into the fol- 
lowing : A ride on the street cars, a pack 
of cigarettes, a chocolate at Huyler’s, and 
three real loud shouts at some colored 
people, when the car is going fast enough 
to warrant this audacity. 

Of course your new men aren’t all like 
this, but the type is a common one, and 
is easily the “ top liner ” in the college 
vaudeville. His extravagances of man- 
ner are undoubtedly assumed with good 
intent, for, as I said before, he yearns to 
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realize the high ideals that his mind an- 
ticipated. 

Second on the bill, I am going to pre- 
sent the conversational expert and pre- 
mier of long-distance speech. He cer- 
tainly has a right to a place in “the con- 
tinuous,” for he has never been known to 
dam the torrent of his speech, though 
others have done it for him in quite an- 
other way. 

We all thought it such a pity that he 
could not have been up at Sandy Hook 
during the days when lack of a breeze 
prevented the international yachts from 
sailing over the course. The wind was 
all this way, and without a doubt our 
friend, had his engagements permitted, 
could have furnished a gust for the racers 
with wind to spare. Sir Thomas Lipton, 
however, has him under contract for next 
season, when, perched on the weather 
rail of a new challenger, our artist will 
sing “Asleep in the Deep.” At this mo- 
ment I can hear the thunder of his voice 
as I have heard it for days and days with- 
out cessation. 

At breakfast the monologue com- 
mences, breezes of talk, followed by cy- 
clones and typhoons, increasing in ve- 
locity in the manner of the weather 
reports. He never eats, for time he con- 
siders too valuable to be wasted in such 
a useless pastime as eating. Talking is 
his life-blood, and if in his waking hours 
he could not hurl bundles of verbiage 
into the air, I doubt not that he would 
expire. This phenomenon, however, is 
an excellent singer, likewise a king of 
the gridiron. Occasionally he charms us 
with a burst of song, and to all that know 
him need I say that this is manifold 
recompense for all the rest ? 

Yes, he also talks in his sleep. When 

blackest midnight enshrouds these Mi- 
nervan halls and the bell in the old clock- 
tower measures out the watches of the 
night, you may hear this Cerberus of ours 
“rattle his chain and bark” into the un- 
canny hours of night. 

What do you think of him ? Is it better 
to feature him or run him in to empty the 
house, just as they do in real vaudeville 
when they send on an inferior act to make 
room for the waiting crowd ? 

While you are thinking it over we shall 
run through the rest of the program 
briefly, just to show you how well estab- 
lished are our claims to a high-class show. 

We have an interesting recitationist 
who will tell you all about the Queen of 
Prance and the fifteen or sixteen years 
since he beheld her in all her maiden 
beauty. 

Dialect comedians we have from all 
quarters to please the children. The 
Carolinian, whose speech is not unlike 
that of his duskier fellow-citizen, is emi- 
nently qualified for a black-face turn, and 
the New Englander, if he drops his twang, 
retaining the broad a and the other An- 
glicanisms, can accurately impersonate 
the nob from Piccadilly or the coster from 
Mile End Road. 

Prom Indiana we have a natural ex- 
ponent for the Hoosier verses of Whit- 
comb Riley, while from our Chicago 
colony it will not be difficult to choose a 
moneyed pork-packing father whose 
daughter will marry into the English no- 
bility in a twenty-minute sketch. 

Some of the characters are common- 
place, and their humor is encrusted with 
moss—“ chestnuts ” we used to call them, 
but it would be hard to say why. Where 
did the choice of that word originate ? 
Years ago it was an expressive bit of 
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slang employed by the multitudes for the 
condemnation of all things that had out- 
grown their usefulness, hut a goodly bit 
of guessing could never determine the 
reason why. 

While we are on the subject of chest- 
nuts, we had best change the scene of the 
vaudeville from this worldly old play- 
house of ours to the green of yonder 
Elysian. Seen from here, the convent 
grounds afford a proper setting for a 
“Paradise Regained” or something not 
less dramatically celestial. To say that 
our neighbors across the way were not of 
this prosaic, workaday world would be a 
license permissible only to the dabster in 
poesy. Yet the contrary notion is the 
one we love to cherish. 

But what have chestnuts to do with 
all this, you may ask. Bear with me and 
I shall tell you. Chestnuts are the iriece 
da resistance of this ramble, and if you 
will now join me, I shall take up the 
thread and spin away. 

Perhaps it seems a sacrilege to include 
a bevy of convent maidens in the king- 
dom of vaudeville, but we are all of kin, 
and the one touch of human nature is in 
us all. Hence the antics' of our dear 
friends across the way must serve as a 
finale to our theatricals. 

Picture on the film of your phantasm 
a mis-en-scene of sturdy oaks, rustic 
benches, and a crackling bonfire, the 
whole encircled by the inmates of our 
sister institution and you have the bare 
cold facts of this crowning act of all. A 
chestnut roast serves simply as an excuse 
for their gathering, the motive of which 
is presumably to honor the prowess of 
our football team. Between the courses 
of chestnuts and the rest of the indigesti- 

ble bill of fare, cheers for Georgetown 
punctuate the proceedings, and the same 
are formally acknowledged herewith. 

A cursory glance at the menu reveals 
the typical school-girl collection of 
cheese, biscuit, apples, pickles and olives, 
with such specialties as chestnuts, potted 
ham and cider, the whole being plenti- 
fully interlarded with the usual feminine 
condiment of conversation in unison. 
The noise resulting therefrom is not ex- 
actly like the cooing of doves, nor yet as 
boisterous as the clamoring of a Roman 
mob. Its exact description will be found 
somewhere in the range between these 
two registers. Within that earthly Par- 
adise fools ne’er step and angels ever 
tread, so that a view from the orchestra 
stalls is a privilege to be envied. 

I congratulate myself that I am able 
to furnish these data for our afterpiece, 
it is such a departure from the prosaic 
distractions of the humdrum never- 
changing diversions of our own mathe- 
matical playbill. I hope you will like it. 

By this time I guess you have had 
enough of the show, unless you have 
come down from the country, in which 
case you will remain until the door closes 
and the house is in darkness. There are 
countless other acts that I am sure would 
amuse you, but I sought only to establish 
our schoolday’s claim to the realm of 
vaudeville on the worldly stage. 

It is but right that the lighter side of 
things should have its stronghold among 
us, for sooner or later we shall all play a 
role in the more serious drama of life— 
perchance in melodrama, mayhap in 
tragedy. In the meantime vive la vaude- 
ville. 

0. L. DONAHUE. 



LAW SCHOOL NOTES. 

The Law School re- 
opened Its doors for the 
coming year on Wed- 
nesday, October 4th. 
Every seat of the main 
lecture hall and all 
the available standing 
room were occupied 
when Judge Morris 

rapped for order. After welcoming the stu- 
dents back to the Law School the speaker 
introduced Rev. John D. Whitney, S. J., Presi- 
dent of the University. The applause which 
greeted Father Whitney and the lusty “ Hoya, 
Hoy a, Saxas! ” that rent the air as he arose to 
speak attest the esteem in which he is held by 
the legal arm of the University. In a few 
choice sentences he congratulated the school on 
such an auspicious opening and welcomed both 
the new and the old students. He spoke of the 
success achieved by the University last year on 
the field of debate and of athletics, and said he 
trusted that even greater honors were in store 
for Alma Mater in the future. In closing 
Father Whitney made a strong plea for a closer 
unity among all the departments of the Uni- 
versity. 

Mr. R. Ross Perry followed the Reverend 
President, and as he arose to speak, it was 
plainly seen by the salvos of applause of the 
students, that some of those who last year had 
drunk in lessons of patriotism from his lips in 

the lecture-room had heard his splendid tribute 
to the hero of Manila at the Capitol exercises 
of the previous day. The opportunities which 
lay open to the young lawyer now in particular, 
when our country is extending its domain, were 
the gist of the speaker’s remarks ; and he drove 
his point home very effectively by citing, as an 
instance of the need of the lawyer in the new 
possessions, the request made by the American 
authorities in Manila for a skilful young law- 
yer who could advise them in the difficulties 
under which they are laboring. 

Mr. Perry was followed by each of the pro- 
fessors in turn, and all gave their welcomes to 
the returning students, while some of them 
gave what was not so welcome, at least so early 
in the week—an assignment of fifty or sixty 
pages of Pleadings or Personal Property or 
what not, “ the regular lesson.” 

This over with, the newly-elected member of 
the Faculty, Hon. Charles C. Cole, Associate 
Justice of the Supreme Court of the District of 
Columbia, was presented to deliver the custom 
ary annual opening address to the students. To 
say that Judge Cole made a favorable impres- 
sion is to put it mildly. He simply charmed 
everybody by his plain, practical, encouraging 
talk on the study of the law, what it means, its 
dignity, and the spirit with which, and method 
in which it should be undertaken. Its pursuit, 
according to the speaker, was a noble one, and 
if properly followed up, the law brought to its 
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devotees every happiness to be desired. He 
urged on all the necessity of earnest work, say- 
ing that legal skill was to be obtained in no 
other way. Judge Cole was loudly cheered at 
the close of his remarks. 

The last speaker of the evening was the Hon. 
Job Barnard, Associate Justice of the Uni- 
versity Moot Court of Appeals, whom President 
McKinley a few weeks ago appointed to the 
Supreme Bench of the District of Columbia. 
In acknowledging the warmth of his reception 
Judge Barnard said that he considered his re- 
cent elevation to the bench not so much a com- 
pliment to himself as to the Uuiversity, which 
had placed him upon the bench of its Court of 
Appeals. He spoke of the deep interest he 
always felt and would continue to feel in the 
work of the school. In praise of the Moot 
Court work he said that in his connection with 
the Washington Bar he had never heard abler 
pleas before the courts than he had the pleasure 
of listening to from the young gentlemen of the 
school in their work in the Moot Court, nor did 
he expect to hear any better in his new relation. 
The formal part of the programme over, the old 
boys were for the next hour or so kept busy 
greeting old friends, while the new men roamed 
around the corridors and lecture-halls in their 
endeavor to get acquainted as soon as could be. 

The students were rather surprised to hear 
the announcement that the esteemed Dean of 
the School, Hon. Jeremiah M. Wilson, had 
resigned during the summer. Mr. Wilson, 
“ Jerry,” as he was familiarly known, had en- 
deared himself to every student and graduate 
of Georgetown Law School with whom he had 
come in contact, and all, to a man, regret that 
business cares have forced him to relinquish 
his duties as Dean. While we new men have 
not had direct dealing with Mr. Wilson in the 
lecture hall, we know the high regard in which 
they hold him whom he regaled with Black- 
stone and with the rule in Shelly’s case; and 
we learned to love him from the stories we had 
heard of his sterling ability, his genial manner, 
and his willingness to aid and encourage the 
young student in his study of the law. It is 
gratifying to know that Mr. Wilson’s successor 
is so competent a man and one so well versed 
in the affairs of the School as Mr. George E. 
Hamilton, LL. D., who has been connected 
with the Faculty for many years past. Under 

his guidance we are sure that the work will be 
taken up with the same vigor as of yore, and 
that the Law School will continue its onward 
progress. 

On Monday evening, October 9, the Rev. 
Rector of the University gave a dinner at the 
College in honor of Mr. George E. Hamilton, 
the new Dean of the Law School. Besides the 
Rev. host and the recipient of the honor, there 
were present Judge Chas. C. Cole, Mr. R. Ross 
Perry, both Lecturers in the Law School; Dr. 
George L. Magruder, Dean of the Medical 
School; Dr. Joseph Taber Johnson and Dr. T. 
Morris Murray, Lecturers in the Medical School; 
Rev. Henry J. Shandelle, S. J., Dean of the 
Postgraduate Schools ; Rev. E. I. Devitt, S. J., 
and Rev. Rend1. Holaind, S. J., Lecturers in the 
Postgraduate Department; and Rev. James P. 
Fagan, Vice-President of the College. 

A new system of “ quizzing ” has been intro- 
duced this year. Instead of having the lecturer 
quiz his own class, special quiz masters have 
been added to the faculty, who will take full 
charge of the recitative portion of the course. 
In this way the number of hours devoted to 
lectures are increased, thus giving each lecturer 
the opportunity to go more into detail, and at 
the same time giving to the students the advan- 
tage of an entirely different presentation of 
the subject by a separate Instructor in the quiz- 
room. 

The lecturers during the coming season and 
their subjects are as follows : Professor Perry 
lectures to the Postgraduate and second-year 
men on Common Law Pleading; Professor 
Shepard, to the Postgraduates, on Constitu- 
tional Law ; Professor McGill, to the Postgrad- 
uates, on Probate Practice ; Professor Cole, to 
the second-year men, on Partnership ; Profes • 
sor Baker, to the first and second year classes, 
on Real Property ; and Professor Colbert, to the 
first-year men, on Personal Property. The 
Quiz Masters are Messrs. R. Ross Perry, Jr., 
and Mr. E. Richard Shipp. Professor Baker 
will, as usual, preside over the Moot Court, 
which holds its sittings every Thursday even- 
ing. 

We are pleased to note the marks of honor 
which were recently conferred on two members 
of the Law School Faculty. The choice of Mr. 
Ross Perry, Sr., to be chairman of the reception 
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committee that took charge of the celebration 
in honor of Admiral Dewey, was a very happy 
one, as evinced by the admirable way in which 
the duties devolving on that committee were 
carried out, and by the really beautiful tribute, 
which under the dome of the Capitol before the 
eyes of the scores of thousands assembled, and 
in the name of the people of the District, he 
paid to American valor, as typified by the hero 
of Manila, Again President McKinley honored 
us by the selection of Mr. Job Barnard to be 
Associate Justice of the Supreme Court of the 
District. We tender Mr. Barnard our felicita- 
tions on a well-deserved elevation. We know 
that his future career on the bench will be in 
keeping with his past life at the bar, for on no 
one could the ermine fall more gracefully or 
fittingly. 

The registration this year is much larger than 
last, and the entering class contains upward of 
one hundred men. This certainly speaks ap- 
provingly of the action of the Faculty, taken 
last year, by which the course in the Law 
School was lengthened to three years. 

The Debating Society of the Law School will 
reorganize this month. 

JOHN J. KIRBY. 

MEDICAL SCHOOL. 

The Medical School opened on October 2. A 
large body of students assembled and were wel- 
comed by the Dean of the Faculty, Dr. George 
Lloyd Magruder, who spoke of the special ad- 
vantages offered by the Georgetown Medical 
School, and detailed the work done in the past 
and contemplated in the future. 

The hopes entertained at the close of the last 
year for a prosperous opening in the present, 
have been amply fulfilled. On the opening 
day, there registered a larger number of stu- 
dents than were on the books at the close of the 
preceding year. Accessions have been made in 
the three higher classes, and the first year class 
is the largest had since the institution of the 
day course in the school. 

Many of those who matriculated this year are 
out of town students, which gives proof of the 
good work done by the able corps of professors, 
and of the growing reputation of the school. 
This is corroborated by the fact that the number 
of conditioned students has diminished, and that 

men of a higher order have presented them- 
selves for the various classes. 

The Faculty remains the same as last year, 
with the exception that the place of Dr. John 
J. Stafford, Professor of Chemistry and Toxi- 
cology, recently resigned, has been filled by Dr. 
John J. Hird, who as Lecturer and Demon- 
strator of Sanitary Chemistry, showed himself 
an able and efficient Professor, and was im- 
mensely popular with the students. He holds 
the important position of Chemist in the Health 
Office of the District, and is familiar with med- 
icine and sanitary methods. 

Practical work at Anatomy began October 33. 
Dr. Daniel McCarthy has become the Resi- 

dent Physician in Providence Hospital, this 
city, and his place has been filled by Dr. Arthur 
M. McNamee, who graduated in ’98 from the 
Georgetown Medical School. 

Dr. Irving C. Rosse, one of our distinguished 
Alumni, has written the following letter on the 
“Effects of Training,” to the editor of the 
Boston Medical and Surgical Journal. We in- 
troduce it here with the Doctor’s kind consent, 
knowing that it will be of interest to our ambi- 
tious athletes : 

“ WASHINGTON, Sept., 1899. 
“ MR. EDITOR : Long professional observa- 

tion of physical training, with actual personal 
experience in athletics and the holding of sev- 
eral records, of which modesty alone prevents 
the mention, must be my apology for saying 
that the articles by Dr. Darling, in your late 
issue, August 31st-September 7th, relative to 
the training of the Harvard crews, have been 
read with more than pleasurable interest. Dr. 
Darling assuredly deserves credit for the able 
investigation and study he has brought to bear 
upon a timely and popular subject that hereto- 
fore has been discussed either by athletes who 
knew nothing of medicine or by physicians 
having no practical or personal knowledge of 
athletics. The resulting conclusions from such 
divergent points of view, as many of us know, 
were consequently variable and of little worth. 
Happily such crude and conflicting views, no 
longer arbitrary constants, are less prevalent 
nowadays, since many of our intelligent physi- 
cians are not only tine athletes but have done 
much to break up obsolescent error and to 
spread sounder knowledge of physical training. 
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“Among the details that strike one in reading 
Dr. Darling’s study, it is quite possible to agree 
with him on the point that the effects of train- 
ing on the heart and kidneys in particular may 
approach unpleasantly near pathological condi- 
tion, and this is all the more evident when 
training has been injudicious, as we know much 
of it to be. 

“ To avoid the ill effects of training and to get 
the best results, Dr. Darling’s first suggestion 
as to preliminary work might be supplemented 
and emphasized by insisting upon graduated 
work ; for the ambition of most of our young 
athletes is to exceed their powers by trying to 
carry the ox before lifting the calf. 

“As to nourishment, it is generally known 
that prevailing notions as to proper food for 
athletes have greatly changed for the better 
when compared with those that obtained among 
trainers several years ago. There is still much 
room for improvement, and the recognition of 
individual preference as to diet suggest to the 
reflective mind that Mr. James Corbett is quite 
right in asserting that he eats and drinks what 
he likes when training, his object being to build 
himself up and to make himself ‘feel good,’ 
and that in consequence he always gains weight. 
It appears that in the dietary of the Harvard 
crew ‘no tea or coffee was allowed,’ and that 
‘ a dish of calves’-foot jelly with sherry’ was 
given each man during the last week after the 
morning row. The benefits of this dish are, to 
say the least, problematical, and the prohibition 
of coffee is still more doubtful. Not to enter 
upon a mootable subject, I have found in com- 
mon with many others that coffee in modera- 
tion is of great benefit in training. Naval offi- 
cers tell me that the reason why our sailors al- 
ways beat the British at rowing races is because 
our men drink coffee, while the British man-o’ 
warsman drinks cocoa. A considerable expe- 
rience with the United States Army, as well as 
two Arctic expeditions, convince me of the sal- 
utary physical effects of coffee. Wood-choppers 
have been known to work effectively for weeks 
on a diet mostly of cornmeal and coffee with- 
out milk. Some years ago, I was never in bet- 
ter condition than when sojourning temporarily 
at a farmhouse, with an improvised gymnasium 
in the backyard, where I lived on a diet of 
bacon, a few vegetables and coffee. In reciting 

the virtues of coffee, I but repeat the concur- 
rent testimony of many experienced and com- 
petent observers, all of whom believe it to be a 
mistake to withhold the moderate use of what 
is physiologically a permanent and diffusible 
stimulant of much value when great muscular 
effort and nervous fatigue are to be undergone, 
especially in a climate so capricious as ours. 

“The third point in Dr. Darling’s sugges- 
tions as to providing variety of exercise is, per- 
haps, his most valuable one as regards training 
for a rowing contest. Much contest in a boat is 
naturally called for when training for a race ; 
but this monotonous exercise should be varied 
with running and swimming. The judicious 
interpolation of these two exercises will greatly 
improve both wind and digestion and put the 
system in better condition to escape the possible 
ill effect of high arterial tension. I am aware 
that most trainers object to swimming as an ad- 
junct to rowing ; but what should we think of a 
trainer with so little notion of harmonious essen- 
tials as to allow a boxer no other exercise than 
that obtained from the gloves ? The swimming 
of race horses may also be mentioned in this 
connection as part of the training. But I am 
often told by rowing men that swimming weak- 
ens and causes loss of weight. This belief is 
contrary to the experience of myself and of 
others. I have done a great deal of rowing, 
and nothing gets me in better trim for that ex- 
ercise than to alternate this with the sport of 
swimming. Moreover, a course’of swimming 
always increases my weight. This was notably 
so two years ago, when I gained four pounds a 
months for three months, notwithstanding what 
somenaight consider an excessive swim every 
afternoon in the Potomac River. On another 
occasion, during an outing at Fort Monroe, the 
increased assimilation of food incident to swim- 
ming caused me to gain ten pounds in ten days. 
In addition to others of similar experiences, I 
may cite the case of a medical friend in Wash- 
ington, who has besides improved his rowing 
at least fifty per cent., which he attributes to im- 
proved condition brought about by swimming. 
Indeed, I feel so convinced of the utility of in- 
troducing variety of exercise and sports as an 
adjuvant means during training for a rowing 
contest that given two crews of equal capacity 

at the outset of training the one trained by m 
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method of alternate exercise would win every 
time. 

“ There is yet another hint of great value that 
is generally unobserved. When the men have 
been trained up to a high key it is wrong to 
keep them hard at work till the day of the race. 
In every respect, physically and mentally, they 
will be more fit if allowed almost complete rest 
for two or three days before the race. This 
will contribute largely to that state of euphory, 
or sense of well-being, so characteristic of per- 
fect training, and will put the men in the best 
cue to seize the psychological moment that falls 
to the victor in every contest. 

“Very truly yours, 
“IHVING C. ROSSK, M. D.” 

THE GRADUATE SCHOOL. 
Promptly on Monday, October 2d, the profes- 

sors opened their courses to an encouraging 
number of Postgraduates. It is gratifying to 
note that Psychology, Ethics, and Economics 
have found ready and enthusiastic admirers, 
and not merely followers of the regulation 
major. On this our lecturers, as well as our 
colleges, deserve to be congratulated. 

The success of last year’s Ph. D.’s has stimu- 
lated several Masters to enter upon the rather 
arduous preparation for the same degree this 
year. Direction is furnished by Fathers Devitt 
and Holaind in their respective branches. 

It is a happy sign of the adoption of higher 
ideals when we see so many special students 
from Law and Medicine attracted to the Meta- 
physics and Ethics of this department. 

Father Rene Holaind is preparing outlines of 
Moral Philosophy for his men, which we trust 
to find published ere long. 

A strong impulse in literary work is given by 
Father Shealy, who has proposed “The Modern 
Magazine” as the first of his Post Elizabethan 
papers. 

The fine collection of Middle English books 
is not allowed to remain obscure in its alcove, 
now that the quaint pages are illuminated by 
the sympathetic exposition of Father Shan- 
delle. 

On Wednesday nights the Biological Labora- 
tory swarms with students intent upon the 
charts or microscopes with which Dr, Judd is 
revealing the mysteries of nature. The class is 
the largest in attendance for some years, 

The work of this department would be vastly 
promoted by expeditions into parts of the Vir- 
ginias and Carolinas as yet unvisited by the 
quickened senses of the biologist. We have no 
doubt that the results to science would be such 
as to amply compensate the liberality of any 
donor of the requisite funds. 

Milton B. Lennon, A M.,’98, who did fine 
work under Professor Judd, is succeeded by 
his brother, Leo, now a Postgraduate. 

Well known as the Department is in intellec- 
tual superiority—witness the profound treatise 
on “Buddhism—Its History and Growth,” by 
Mr. Scott of the Postgraduate School—it also 
includes among its members several of our fore- 
most athletes. The names of men like Mulli- 
gan and Downes need no eulogy. 

Therefore, all things considered, the year 
now beginning should be a bright one for Post- 
graduates in every way, on the track and the 
diamond, as well as in the well-trodden arena 
of the intellectual gladiator. 

OBSERVATORY NOTE. 

During the nights of November 15-16, our 
astronomers expect an unusually brilliant dis- 
play of the November meteors, this being the 
date on which the earth, circling around its 
central luminary, crosses the orbit of a small 
comet discovered by the French astronomer, 
Tempel, in 1865. The November meteors, 
called Leonides, from their point of radiation 
in the constellation Leo, travel in the orbit of 
this comet, their period being about 33J years. 
They are scattered all along the path. This 
elliptical ring is, however, not uniform in den- 
sity ; there is a “ gem ” adorning it, i. e., over 
nearly of the orbit the meteors travel in 
dense shoals. This distribution of meteoric 
matter accounts for the fact that meteors are 
rather copious about the middle of November 
of every year, but only once in every thirty- 
three years the shower assumes extraordinary 
brilliancy. The 13th of November, 1833, and 
and 14th of November, 1866, brought magnifi- 
cent displays, and unless clouds spoil the sky, 
the night of November 15-16, 1899, will not 
disappoint watchers for meteors. According to 
the calculations of English astronomers the 
climax is to be reached November 16, 1 A. M. 
Unfortunately the moon, well nigh full, will 
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mar tlie beautiful phenomenon to some extent. 
Still it will be well worth while to sacrifice a 
few hours of sweet re3t in Morpheus’ arms in 
order to gaze at the wonders of the ‘ ‘ shooting 
stars ” that so strongly appeal to human imagi- 
tion. 

COLLEGE NOTES. 

On last Tuesday Mr. Koehler gave the first of 
a series of Shakespearian readings which he 
will give to Junior and Sophomore classes. Be- 
fore beginning “ King Lear,” the play from 
which he took his reading, he gave a short syn- 
opsis of the plot, and in a brief way analyzed 
the various characters. These readings prom- 
ise to be very interesting and will afford all a 
chance to hear Shakespeare well interpreted. 

The following are the officers of the Pool and 
Billiard Association: Ed. Byrue. ’01, Manager, 
J. Timmes, ’01, T. Moran, ’01, C. Williams, '03, 
M. Clark, ’03, D. O’Donnell, ’03, R. McCarthy, 
’03, Censors. 

J. Magruder Wolfe, ’01, has been appointed 
Baseball Manager and has chosen as his assist- 
ant Walter S. Greevy. 

W. Hirst is now manager of Field and Track; 
with Lloyd B. Magruder as assistant. 

At a meeting of the Philodemic Debating So- 
ciety the following officers were elected : Rev. 
T. J. Shealy, S. J.. Director ; John E. Moore, 
’00, President; J. E. Laughlin, ’00, Vice-Pres- 
ident ; D. Flynn, ’00, Recording Secretary; 
J. McAleer, ’00, Corresponding Secretary ; J. 
J. English, ‘00, Treasurer ; J. Martin, ’01, and 
C. Horsey, ’01, Censors. 

The Director of Dramatics bids us announce 
that a play may be expected about Christmas 
time. The cast has already been selected and 
rehearsals will soon begin, under the direction 
of Mr. Koehler. Something unique will be 
given in connection with the play, and we have 
no doubt it will prove a grand success. 

W. M. Smith, Manager of the football team, 
has chosen Ed. Byrne, of Junior Class, as his 
assistant. 

His Eminence Cardinal Gibbons paid us a 
visit during Dewey week, and a hearty welcome 
was given him by the boys when he appeared 
in the refectory. After the applause had sub- 
sided he spoke a few words, and, with his accus- 
tomed generosity, gave us three holidays. His 
Eminence was accompanied by Rev. Dr. Staf- 
ford. 

The Rector, attended by a large band of the 
boys, journeyed to Annapolis with the team last 
Saturday. 

The Glee, Mandolin and Banjo Clubs held a 
meeting Friday night for the election of officers. 
It was thought that there would be a good deal 
of rivalry between the candidates, but it was 
not the case, Mr. Christopher Hagen being 
unanimously elected president. Mr. Ferneding 
received the office of Manager and chose Morti- 
mer V. Lenane as Ills Assistant. Courtland A. 
Kernan was elected Secretary. 

A large crowd assembled in Gaston Hall last 
Sunday to listen to the singing of Mr. O’Gorman 
and Mr. Scantling. After being repeatedly en- 
cored they retired, and at the suggestion of 
Father Rector all joined in singing some of our 
college songs. 

The Annual Retreat which will be given by 
Father P. A. Halpin, S. J., of St. Francis 
Xavier’s, New York, will begin Saturday, Oc- 
tober 38th, and last until Wednesday, November 
1st. On the last day of the retreat a solemn 
Requiem Mass will be said for the repose of the 
souls of all the deceased students of the College. 

Archbishop Riordan, of San Francisco, was 
our guest last week. He asked and procured a 
holiday for us, which will be added to the 
Christmas holidays. 



WITH THE OLD BOYS. 
The following Is a letter from Mr. Thomas 

Herran, one of our distinguished Old Boys, a 
sketch of whose life appeared in the JOURNAL 

during the past year : 
“ CONSULATE OF THE 

UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, 

“MEDELLIN, Aug. 9, 1899. 
. . . “ The GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOUR- 

NAL did me the honor to publish my portrait 
and a biographical sketch in its January num- 
ber, to which the editors added very kindly and 
complimentary reminiscences of me. Under the 
circumstances I trust that I shall not be taxed 
with egotism, or at least that my egotism may 
be deemed excusable if I give you an account of 
my life during the busy year that has elapsed 
since the date of the published sketch. 

“In the beginning of 1898 I was instructed 
by the State Department to accompany the 
American Minister at Bogota to the city of Cali, 
in the neighboring State of Canca, for the pur- 
pose of co-operating with him in the investiga- 
tion of a serious criminal matter in which an 
American citizen was involved. 

“ On my return to Medellin, after an absence 
of six weeks, the newly-elected President of 
Colombia offered me a position in his Cabinet as 
Minister of Public Instruction. I accepted it, 
and having obtained an indefinite leave of ab- 
sence as American Consul in this district, I pro- 
ceeded to Bogota, and in August, 1898, entered 
upon the duties of my new charge. My tenure 
of ofllce, however, was destined to be brief. In 
December political complications produced a 
general feeling of unrest throughout the coun- 
try, and the President, fearing civil disturb- 
ances, applied to his ministry for discretionary 
powers, with which he may be constitutionally 
invested, under certain conditions, with the con- 
sent of the Cabinet. The Ministers of Foreign 
Affairs, of Finance and myself, believing the 
proposed measure to be both illegal and inex- 
pedient under the circumstances, tendered our 
resignations and withdrew from the govern- 
ment, On the President’s request, however, I 

prolonged my stay in Bogota for the purpose of 
rendering assistance in the settlement of an ur- 
gent international question with Italy ; and in 
February, the negotiations having been brought 
to a satisfactory close, I returned to Medellin. 

“ On my arrival here I resumed the duties of 
American Consul, and shortly afterwards the 
Governor of Antioquia was pleased to appoint 
me Chancellor of the State University. 

“ Not quite a year ago I was called upon to 
deliver up to God’s service my first born and 
my second born. I have pei formed the double 
sacrifice, and now my eldest daughter is a Sister 
of the Good Shepherd at Brooklyn, N. Y., and 
my second daughter a Sister of Charity at Em- 
mitsburg, Md. 

“ Yours very faithfully, 
“ THOMAS HERRAN.” 

Georgetown was recently honored by a visit 
from one of her most venerable sons in the per- 
son of the Hon. Joseph B. Rindge, who as 
early as 1834 first entered her classic portals, 
and was graduated in 1840. 

Time has written many changes, though no 
wrinkles on the honored brow of Alma Mater 
since he was here, and the only things that re- 
minded him of the old days were the dormi- 
tories in the old North building, which are 
about the same as of yore. All the other land- 
marks have been obliterated and only one fa- 
miliar personage recalled his former associates, 
and you may readily surmise it was Brother 
Ruth, who has been at the college for sixty years 
and is nearly eighty-five years of age. 

Our guest was entertained by Father Whitney 
and other members of the Faculty, in the 
Fathers’ refectory, and departed, feeling that he 
would like to be a student at Georgetown under 
the new regime. 

In speaking of the wedding of Mr. Frank 
Lauinger, A. B., and Miss Helen Boyle, the Oil 
City Derrick, among other things, has the fol- 
lowing : “The groom is a graduate of George- 
town University, and has already won a name 
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for himself in the business world as a member 
of the real estate firm of Haas & Lauinger, of 
Pittsburg, and is as popular in his social set in 
Pittsburg as is his wife in Oil City, and their 
future seems of the most auspicious and happy 
nature.” The bride is a sister of Edward Boyle, 
’03, who recently returned from the wedding. 

Samuel Owens, the famous half-back of the 
’98 team, is studying medicine at Tulane Uni- 
versity. 

George T. Lancaux, ’03, is taking the course 
in Dentistry at Johns Hopkins University. 

“ Naughty One ” sadly misses one of its most 
popular members this year. The rotund and 
jocular visage of Clifford Sappington—he of 
erstwhile fame as a violinist—is no longer in 
our midst. “Cliff” has enrolled himself as a 
disciple of ASsculapius, at the University of 
Maryland. 

In fact the medical profession seems to be a 
great favorite with Georgetown men. We 
notice, among others, Hindel, ’01, catcher on 
last year’s ball team, in the Medical School a 
Harvard, and also Allan Kennedy,’01, in the 
same department at Tulane University. 

Pat Fleming and “Bonny” Halford, of the 
’98 baseball team, are reported to have entered 
Tufts College. If such be the case they will 
undoubtedly win new laurels on the “Dia- 
mond ” next spring. 

Ed. (“Shades”) Brady, ’98, is rusticating at 
Bensonhurst, N. T. " Shades,” however, 
finds time to drop into the city occasionally, 
and in company with such bons vivants as Joe 
Keane, ’98, and Maurice Kirby, ’98, takes in 
the sights along the “ Rialto.” 

Charlie Green, ex-’98, the fourth member of 
this quartette, is back at his old position as 
right end on the football team. 

John P. O’Brien, A. M., ’99, our entertaining 
New York correspondent, recently called at the 
College, after spending a few weeks in Florida. 
“Trilby” is now one of the most promising 
young attorneys at the New York bar. 

Lieutenant Clarence Jones, ’86, last month 
visited the scenes of his many triumphs on the 
“ Diamond.” He played first base on the ball 
team of ’86, and tradition, in the person of 
“Bro. Paddy,” hands down the astonishing 
feat of his having knocked a “ home run” into 

the canal. This, however, is merely en passant. 
When the war broke out with Spain, he enlisted 
as a sergeant in the First Florida Infantry, and 
was afterwards promoted to a lieutenancy. His 
brother, John, ’86, is now in the law office of 
our distinguished alumnus, Senator Mallory. 

Winslow Robinson, in residence ’86-’91, a 
quondam editor of the JOURNAL, spent a few 
hours at the College last month. 

Michael Earls, A. M., ’97, whose facile pen 
has ever been ready to help the JOURNAL with 
a poem or story, stopped off at the College on 
his way to Frederick, Md., where he has since 
entered the Society of Jesus. We trust this 
will in no wise put a stop to his contributions, 
as in recent years he has been perhaps the most 
able and versatile of the JOURNAL’S many bril- 
liant editors. 

From the Arkansas Democrat we clip the fol- 
lowing : “ Hon. James A. Gray, of Little Rock, 
and Miss Sammie Sennett were married in this 
city at St. Joseph’s Catholic Church, in the 
presence of a large number of friends. It was 
one of the most notable weddings of the season, 
owing to the prominence and popularity of the 
principals. Mr. Gray is one of the most talented 
and best known young attorneys in the State, 
and is beloved by all who have the pleasure 
of his acquaintance. He is a Georgian by 
birth, and first saw the light of day in Augusta 
in December, 1866. He received a liberal edu- 
cation at Georgetown College, from which he 
graduated with the degree of Bachelor of Arts 
in 1888. Since then he has been admitted to 
the Bar, and elected a member of the State Leg- 
islature, in which body he has obtained no little 
prestige.” 

Paul W. A. McMahon, ’98, has entered the 
New York Law School after spending a year in 
business with his father. 

Tom Cullen, ’99; James (“Stubby”) Reardon, 
ex-’93; A. B. Williams, ’99, and Dennis Cleary, 
ex-’OO, form a trio of “Old Boys” who have 
entered the Medical Department. All of them 
are excellent football players, and we trust they 
will quickly don their fighting togs and join the 
lusty band of Georgetown’s’sons, who will up- 
hold her honor this fall on the gridiron. 

Mrs. Katharine Matthews Dennis, whose 
death occurred at her residence, 516 Thirteenth 
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street northwest, in Washington, D. C., Friday 
morning, October 13, 1899, was the mother of 
William Henry Dennis, ’74, Law ’78, one of the 
students who were most active in establishing 
the COLLEGE JOURNAL, and whose portrait ap- 
peared in our Jubilee number. She herself took 
no ordinary interest in the enterprise, and with 
energy characteristic of her in all good works, 
obtained advertisements and subscriptions, and 
otherwise encouraged her son and his friends in 
the toil of overcoming the initial obstacles. She 
might well be called one of the foster mothers 
of the JOURNAL. She had also other close as- 
sociations with the University. Rev P. F. 
Healy, S. J., our former President, was a fellow- 
student of her husband, the late Edward Gris- 
com Dennis, of Philadelphia, at a school kept 
by the father of the latter, William Dennis, near 
that city, many years ago. It was chiefly 
through the friendship thus begun that she 
afterwards removed to Washington and placed 
her son at the College. In a letter of condo- 
lence Father Healy says: “ She was a staunch 
Catholic, tried in the furnace of tribulation, . 
. . a true mother, an example to thousands 
who prefer the passing things of earth to the 
lasting ones of heaven. She won my respect 
and admiration from the first, and as we matured 
in years so did my regard for her.” 

The seemingly assured prospect of a very long 
and vigorous life was cut off by a painful ill- 
ness, which she bore with her usual firm cour- 
age and piety, in her fifty-sixth year. Her 
funeral took place from St. Patrick’s Church, 
in Washington, Monday, October 16, to Mount 
Olivet Cemetery. The pallbearers were Col. 
James G. Berret, Justice Martin F. Morris, 
Secretary John Addison Porter, Lt. Com. Geo. 
H. Peters, of the Navy, Judge Anson S. Tay- 
lor, and Messrs. Albert F. Fox, Chas. Edw. 
Rice, and J. Spalding Flannery. 

To her the poet might have written that elo- 
quent tribute: 

Happy he 
With such a mother! faith in womankind 
Beats with his blood, and trust in all things 

high 
Comes easy to him, and though he trip and 

fall 
He shall not blind his soul with clay.” 

We are in receipt of the following letter from 
Mr. Wm. L. McLaughlin, of the firm of Mc- 

Laughlin & McLaughlin, attorneys at law, of 
Dead wood, South Dakota. The present editors 
of the JOURNAL send greeting to the former 
“Ed,” and draw some comfort from his present 
view of past editorship, hoping to see the day 
when they may “ appreciate how light the bur- 
den teas.” 

. . . “ Some months ago I was asked to 
write some news of the Old Boys, but I have 
been in the Black Hills so long I see little of 
them. For myself I practice law and mine, 
heeding Horace : 

“ Nullus argento color est, avaris 
Abditae terris inimice lamnae 
Crispe Sallusti, nisi temperato 

Splendent usu.” 

If I slip, you must correct me, since Horace 
and I scarcely ever speak nowadays. The 
Democrats should have adopted that line as 
their motto for the last campaign. Had Bryan 
been tutored by Father Shandelle in his Poetry 
year he might have had a winning motto. 

“ I see Frank Brogan at Omaha occasionally. 
He is a leading lawyer there. C. Will Hamilton 
is assistant cashier in a National Bank. His 
brother Frank is in another National Bank. 

" ‘ Pap ’ Wright sends me a letter every two 
or three years. He is practicing law in Savan- 
nah. Ed. Farrell, ‘ Irish,’ is City Attorney of 
Lexington, Ky. The last I heard of * Mallie ’ 
McGahan, he was a doctor of note in Chatta- 
nooga, Tenn. 

“ The old JOURNAL Sanctum, to the north of 
the ball ground, is, I suppose, torn down, and 
the ball grounds extended over the site. Nearly 
twenty years ago ‘ Pap ’ Wright and I would 
sit there during hot June afternoons and write 
copy for the printer, who was anxious to get 
enough matter to fill the columns of the JOUR- 

NAL. We thought it a hard grind then, but 
now when the * res angusta domi ’ drives us to 
briefs or pleading, we can appreciate how light 
the burden ‘was. Since then, how the fuga- 
cious years have lapsed, as dear old Thackeray 
translates it. I wonder if the old edition of 
Thackeray is yet in the large boys’ library. 
Whenever ‘Pap’ took a day oil at the Infirmary, 
he always carried a lead pencil and a volume of 
Thackeray along and put his impressions along 
the margin of the page. Nearly every volume 
of that edition is valuable on account of these 
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notes, which were almost always controversial. 
The boys of to-day must wonder what kind of 
youngster did so much scribbling. 

“ Do you have any such giants as when I was 
a ‘ kid ? ’ Such as Timmins with linen duster 
and pipe, the baseball player ; Ben Etheridge, 
who declared, so tradition in my time said, that 
if he did not win the Merrick he would cut off 
his little finger, and J. Carroll Payne, whose 
brilliancy awed me, even from afar. 

“By the way, I saw Dan Lawler in St. Paul in 
May last. He is general attorney for the Chi- 
cago Great Western Railroad Company, and has 
more than fulfilled the promise he gave when 
he won the Merrick medal. 

“What has become of ‘Barny’ Mulligan? 
His name does not appear in the JOURNAL. 

‘ Barny ’ was the best amateur catcher I ever 
saw, and in ’82 it was owing to him more than 
any one, that we won what.were our two great 
games in those days, against the cadets at 'An- 
napolis. 

“ Please give my kindest regards to Fathers 
Shandelle, Becker and Welch, and to Father 
Conway at Gonzaga, if it is John J. who taught 
poetry in ’77-’78. I remember them all with 
deep affection, and Father Richards, who to us 
of ’82 was always “ Dicky ” Richards. I trust 
he will regain his health and be able to devote 
his great talents to the cause of religion and 
education. 

“ Pardon my imposing this scrawl upon you, 
but when I got’started about the dear old days 
and hoys, I could not stop. 

“ With kindest wishes, 
“I am very sincerely, yours, 

“W. L. MCLAUGHLIN.” 

On the invitation of Rev. Father Mullan, S. J., 
president of Boston College, a laTge number of 
prominent Catholic laymen, graduates of col- 
leges and universities, met recently in the hall 
of Boston College to form the Catholic Alumni 
Sodality of Boston. It is gratifying to hear 
that Georgetown was represented. The spiritual 
director of the Sodality, appointed by the Rev- 
erend Rector, is Rev. J. Havens Richards, the 
former able Rector of Georgetown University. 
We feel sure that Father Richards will have a 
special care of the Georgetown men who will 
5put themselves under the sway of his benign 
influence. 

The brilliant young lawyer, Mr. Jean Des- 
Garennes, a graduate of our Law School, has 
covered himself with glory and proved a credit 
to his Alma Mater by his spirited defence of the 
women of his native land, which appeared in 
the Washington Post October 15th. The Rev. 
Charles T. House, a Methodist minister of this 
city, in a sermon before his congregation made 
the astounding assertion that “ a virtuous, pure 
woman in France is an exception.” Mr. Des 
Garennes, in a clear and forcible manner, re- 
futes the audacious slander, and calls on the 
man for proofs of his unwarranted assertion. 
It is indeed, difficult to see how any Frenchman 
could answer such a charge in measured and 
courteous language. The Post, in a lengthy edi- 
torial on the subject, speaks in part as follows: 

“The communication of M. DesGarennes, 
published in our Sunday edition, is a very fine, 
manly, and spirited defence of the womanhood 
of France, the country of his birth. We find 
but one fault with him, which is that he took 
the Rev. Charles T. House too seriously. It is 
perfectly evident that when Mr. House said, 
‘ according to good authority, a virtuous, pure 
woman in France is an exception,’ he spoke 
either in ignorance or in brutality of the coarsest 
kind. We have no reason to suppose that Mr. 
House is a blackguard. On the contrary, we 
take it for granted that he is an honest, well- 
meaning person, striving according to his lights. 
That those lights are miserably dim and mis- 
leading is, of course, patent to the dullest in- 
telligence.” 

LETTER FROM OUR NEW YORK 
CORRESPONDENT. 

NEW YORK,, October 23, 1899. 
MY DEAR MR. EDITOR : 

The fall season, with its politics, club meet- 
ings and other items of engagement, has opened 
and the Old Boys, I am sure, will not expect 
me to spin a long yarn, as in last month’s letter. 

They will pardon me, too, if I talk “right 
on,” “bolting” a phrase, or clause, or sen- 
tence now and then, to use a term peculiar to 
old dyspeptics like myself. 

There is so much to talk about, that I hardly 
know where to begin. I can fancy many of my 
friends asking me me to say aword about the 
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Dewey reception; but my vocabulary is too 
scant for such a task. Indeed, I would have to 
search in vain for adjectives and in the end fall 
back on my French (Bro. Earls is not the only 
habitue of the Old North who knows the lan- 
guage) and say: “ New York’s Reception to 
Admiral Dewey was Oh ! Je ne sais quoi.” 

Dr. Mateo Guillen was the only Georgetown 
man I saw in the parade. He marched with 
the hospital corps of the Seventy-first N. Y. 
Regiment. During the celebration I met Mau- 
rice Kirby on Broadway, accompanied by 
Charlie Nelson, of Kansas, who has taken a 
position 'in the Fifth Avenue Bank. Maurice 
is reporting for a Brooklyn paper. Ever since 
he wrote that “ Plea for a Song,” in the Cos- 
mopolitan, the boys have been wondering 
whether he has not been hobnobbing with Ed- 
win Markham, the “ Man Wijh the Hoe,” so 
much does the ' ‘ Plea ” suggest the plaint of 
the wage earner. While we were together we 
chanced upon Charles and Alex. Chauveau 
(A. B., ’95), who had come from Quebec to 
witness the parade and, incidentally, to see Sir 
Thomas Liptou win the cup. They are both 
practicing law in Quebec, and Charles is a 
member of Her Majesty’s militia. 

During my recent visit to Washington, 1 
came across a great many of the old boys, who 
made my stay very pleasant. I spent several 
enjoyable evenings with them at the “ Bucket 
of Blood,” a hostelry that seems to have a deal 
of Georgetown merriment stored within its 
walls. Need I say anything about the remark- 
able changes that have been made at the Col- 
lege ? Scarcely, since they have been already 
described in the JOTJBNAL. Whilst in Wash- 
ington, I, in company with one of the old boys, 
saw Wilton Lackaye in the “ Children of the 
Ghetto,” Zangwill’s play, at the National The- 
atre. Mr. Lackaye certainly did excellent work 
in this moral as well as unique play. Since^the 
advent of the play at the Herald Square Thea- 
tre here some critics have seen fit to write it up 
severely. The management has retaliated and 
issued a circular against the critics, and, be- 
sides, seem disposed to make the most of the 
caustic criticism by extensively advertising the 
play as “the venomously-abused success.” 

Since seeing the above-mentioned piece, it 
has been my pleasure to attend a performance 
of the “ Ghetto,” which has been running at 
the Broadway Theatre, under the management 
of Jacob Litt. That talented and finished 
actor, Mr. Joseph Haworth, played the leading 
role and scored an undoubted success. I would 
advise all the old boys who have seen the 
Georgeopol. Lackaye in Zangwill’s piece, to im- 
prove, by all means, any opportunity they may 
have to see Haworth in the “Ghetto,” which, 
in our opinion, surpasses the former in beauty 
and in strength. 

I have had several letters from Edward F. 
Mulligan (in residence, ’95-’98) lately. He is in 
business with his father, in Vicksburg, Miss., 
and has not lost any of his interest in George- 
town or his love for the “Old Boys.” 

On Sunday, October 8th, a new council of the 
Knights of Columbus was instituted in St. 
Louis, Mo. Among its charter members are 
Conde Pallen, John S. Leahy and John 
(“ Beau ”) Dillon. They are all enthusiastic, 
so Jack Leahy, in a recent letter, informs me, 
and predict great things for Missouri. Missour- 
ians ought to make 9,000 knights, if we are to 
believe all that “ Beau ” Dillon told us once in 
a dissertation on the “Chivalry of Pike 
County.” 

Mr. Neal Power (A. B., ’95); LL. B., ’97), 
in a recent letter to me, mentioned the marriage 
of Mr. Andrew Martin to Miss Genevieve Good, 
daughter of ex-Mayor Good, of San Francisco. 

Mr. James P. Lavin acted on the reception 
committee which met the Lord Mayor of Dub- 
lin and John E. Redmond, M. P., down the 
bay last week, and also on the same committee 
at the monster meeting in honor of these dis- 
tinguished visitors on Sunday last. 

Mr. Andrew J. Shipman has been in Europe 
for some months. 

Mr. Thomas Walsh will shortly return to the 
city from his summer place at Mt. Arlington, 
N. J. 

I met Paul MacMahon yesterday and regretted 
to learn from him of the serious illness of the 
father of John and Will McAleer. 

Au Revoir, 
JOHN P. O’BRIEN, 



In the October 
JOURNAL we were 
unable to do more 
than mention the 
fact that the team 
had been fortunate 
enough to secure 
the services of Mr. 
Church as coach 
for the coming 
season. His play- 
ing ability is un- 
doubted, as his fine 
record will testify. 
In ’91 and ’93 he 
played on the Col- 
u m b i a Athletic 
Club, and in ’93 
and ’94 was first 
substitute on the 
Princeton team, 
playing at tackle 
regularly during 
’95 and ’96, and 

sharing in the glory of defeating Princeton’s 
great rival, Yale. In the Harvard game of ’96 
he made a star play. Blocking a kick of the 
opponents, he secured the ball for his side and 
gained a score, thus showing clearly the cham? 
pionship qualities that were apparent in the 
team. While playing at Princeton he was so 
far superior to all tackles against whom he was 
pitted, that the honor was conferred on him by 
all experts of being placed on the All-America 
eleven. In ’97 he coached the Purdue team, 
and demonstrated his coaching abilities by the 
successes of his charges. In the fall of last year 
he played tackle on the Duquesne C. and A. 
Club, without doubt the strongest eleven that 
ever played football, and to his play may be 
attributed their wonderful record. This fall he 
is at Georgetown, and the team showed in their 
first game with the Middies the results of his 
patient and painstaking labors. He has made 
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a very creditable team out of the exceedingly 
raw material which he saw before him at the 
first practice. He has infused a better and 
healthier spirit in the student body, and has 
gained the entire respect, confidence, and good- 
will of all. We are already greatly indebted 
to Princeton, as one of her graduates, Mr. King, 
gave us our championship baseball team of last 
spring, and now another, Mr. Church, is laying 
a firm and enduring foundation for future 
elevens capable of representing Old George- 
town. We not only have a natural, selfish wish 
that he may succeed in his efforts with us, but 
we have come to appreciate his earnestness and 
endeavors, and with divided mind desire his 
success as much as our own. 

On October 13th, our team journeyed down 
to Annapolis for its first game, attended by a 
large and loyal band of sympathizers. We met 
with an honorable defeat, and the reasons 
thereof are many. First, it was, to say the 
least, very injudicious to schedule a game with 
so formidable an adversary without arranging 
a practice game to be played before we lined 
up against the Middies. The writer of this 
article freely acknowledges himself at fault, 
and can plead only that it was found impossi- 
ble to arrange dates more favorable to us. 

But after a few rushes our most sanguine 
hopes were increased when we found that the 
team was nobly sustaining the fierce attacks of 
their opponents, and everything pointed to a 
result of the game which would be entirely sat- 
isfactory to Georgetown. But, unfortunately, 
in this case, points cannot be gained by superb 
defensive work, and when the ball was ours the 
play changed. McAffee, at quarter, repeatedly 
lost his head at critical moments, and seemed 
to lack judgment and discernment in selecting 
plays. Laboring under such a handicap the 
rest of the team ran with the ball very well. 
Both guards and tackles were sure and certain 
ground gainers, and without a doubt would 
have brought about a different ending if they 
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had only been given an opportunity to do so. 
Rice and Devlin succeeded in eluding the skill- 
ful Cadets time and time again, and gained 
their distance whenever they were called upon. 
Gracie replaced Rice, who was injured during 
the second half, and the position was very well 
taken care of. Quinn played under the terrible 
handicap of lightness, as he only weighs 140 
pounds, but showed good headwork and nerve 
in every play. In the line Captain Long, Moore 
and Lenane were constantly busy, and dis- 
tinguished themselves for their brilliant work 
Moore ran well with the ball, mowing down 
the opposing tacklers with pleasing regularity, 
while on the defense he was instrumental in 
breaking up many of the complicated mass 
plays hurled against our line. Lenane showed 
an undoubted ability that must be gratifying to 
Mr. Church, as most of it has been developed 
by the coach’s mighty endeavors. His plunges 
through the line were terrific, and he could be 
counted on in every emergency of the play. 
Twice his quick work took advantage of fum- 
bles on the other side and gained the ball for 
us, and altogether he proved himself worthy of 
that much abused title of “star.” 

Kerns played his tackle earnestly and well- 
Barry and Green played the game we hoped for, 
more praise than which we could neither think 
of nor bestow. Captain Long should be sin- 
gled out especially for praise, as besides play- 
ing his position perfectly, his presence was 
such a source of encouragement to the line that 
even though in some stages of the game the 
play was discouraging, the team showed their 
pluck and put up withal a steady and nervy 
contest. 

HOW THE TOUCHDOWNS WERE MADE. 

After ten minutes of indecisive play, in which 
both teams alternately had the ball, it was our 
ball on our 13-yard line, and instead of work- 
ing the ball down the field, McAfee called fora 
kick, and Devlin punted to the 45-yard line. 
Green was off-side, so it was the Naval Acad- 
emy’s ball. Wade, on a guards-back tandem 
play, made five yards, and Horning then took 
the ball over for the first score. The second 
touch-down was made in the second half. After 
seven minutes of play Navy got the ball in the 
centre of the field. On a delayed pass Long 
made ten yards, followed by a four-yard gain 

by Horning. By guards-back Belknap made 
twenty yards, and again on the next play Bel- 
knap was pushed over the line for the second 
and final score. Wade easily kicked both 
goals. 

DeSaulles and Armstrong, the two famous 
Yale men, who at present are coaching the 
Navy team, when interviewed by a reporter of 
the Post, spoke very highly of the quality and 
prospects of our team. Following is the line- 
up of the teams : 

Georgetown. Positions. Navy. 
Green Right End Rodgers 
Kerns   Right Tackle Nichols 
Moore Right Guard Belknap 
Long Center Adams 

Cummings [ Loft Guard Halligan 
Lenane Left Tackle..Wortman (Capt) 
Barry Left End Long 
McAffee Quarter Back Osterhaus 
Rice, Gracie Right Half-Back Land 
Devlin Left Half-Back Horning 
Quinn Full-Back  Wade 

Touchdowns—Horning and Belknap. Goals 
kicked—Wade 2. Referee—Mr. Doyle, of 
Georgetown. Umpire—Mr. Armstrong, of 
Yale. Linesmen—Cadet Berry and Mr Van- 
deventer, of Georgetown. Time of halves— 
15 minutes. 

The team had ample satisfaction for their 
defeat of the previous Saturday by defeating 
St. John’s College, of Annapolis, 22-0 on Satur- 
day, October 21st. Both the teams had been 
defeated by the Naval Academy by almost the 
same scores. We, however, thought that in the 
game with the Cadets our team could have 
brought about a much different result if only 
head-work had been used in running the team. 
If any proof of this were needed, surely the 
brilliant game put up by our fellows against the 
St. John’s team would suffice to silence any 
doubter. The particularly bright stars of the 
game were Lenane, Devlin, and Wimsatt. This 
can be said without detracting from the first- 
class work of their team-mates, as no man on 
the team can be singled out for the least blame; 
but these three men made themselves prominent 
by a ready disposition to take advantage time 
and time again of the slightest misplay or 
thoughtlessness of their opponents. 

The first touchdown was made in short order. 
Devlin kicked to Mackall on the kick-off, and 
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on the next rush Kerns took advantage of a 
fumble to capture the hall for us. Devlin then 
ran for thirty yards for the first score. Long 
made a fair catch of Devlin’s punt out, hut 
failed to kick the goal. Score: Georgetown 
5, St. John’s 0. Mackall kicked to Devlin,who 
returned the punt to St. John’s 25-yard line. 
Another fumble by St. John’s, and after three 
or four short rushes Devlin carried the ball 
twenty yards across the line for the second 
score. Cummings failed to kick the goal. 
Score : Georgetown 10, St. John’s 0. The ball 
then zig-zagged up and down the field, accord- 
ing to the fumbles on both sides, until it was 
Georgetown’s in the center of the field for off- 
side play of their opponents. Then Devlin ad- 
vanced it five yards, followed by a plucky four- 
yard gain by Lenane. Kerns twisted and 
squirmed for ten yards, and Long plunged for 
seven more. Then Kerns and Devlin, in short 
plunges, brought the ball to the 8-yard line, 
from which Kearns was pushed through the 
goal-posts for another touchdown. Long kicked 
the goal. Score: Georgetown 16, St. John’s 0. 
Interchanges of punts followed, and the half 
ended with Georgetown in possession of the hall 
on her own 45-yard line. 

In the second half Mackall kicked to Gracie 
on the 20-yard line, but our plucky little quar- 
ter-hack was tackled before he could catch the 
ball; consequently Georgetown was given the 
ball and fifteen yards for interference. The 
hall was then advanced by good steady work 
to St. John’s 15-yard line, where our opponents 
succeeded in holding us for four downs. Here 
occurred the most spectacular play of the day. 
Barry blocked Mackall’s punt, and, snatching 
the ball on the run, crossed the line for the 
only score of the second half. Green kicked 
the goal, making the score, Georgetown, 22: 
St. John’s, 0. Interchanges of punts by Dev- 
lin and Mackall followed until time was called, 
as Gracie caught a punt on our 25 yard line. 

The following is the line-up of the teams : 
Georgetown. Positions. Navy. 

_ . T-, , ( Wisner 
Barry Left End -J Qau]k 

Lenane ) 
Mackey (" 
Cummings. 
Jones  
Wimsatt  
Long  

.Left Tackle Shartzer 

.Left Guard - Spates 
Center Pennington 
Right Guard Hutchins 
.Right Tackle Mitchell 

Green... 
Gracie. 
Devlin. 
Kerns.. 
Quinn. 

.Right End Herman 
Quarter-Back Melvin 

.Left Half-Back Hill 
Right Half-Back Devon 
Pull-Back Mackall 

Officials: Referee, Mr. Pechtig, St. Johns. 
Umpire, Mr. J. Hadley Doyle, Georgetown. 
Linesman, Mr. South; Assistants, Messrs. 

Byrnes and Douglas. Halves: 1st, twenty 
minutes : 2nd, fifteen minutes. 

On October 18th we were to have played the 
team representing Maryland Agricultural Col- 
lege, but owing to several injuries sustained by 
their players in the game on the previous Sat- 
urday their Manager cancelled the game. 

By the matriculation, at the Medical School, 
during the past month, of Mr. Duffy and Mr. 
Holland the track team has been increased, in 
strength very much. Mr. Duffy won, during 
the past summer, the National Championship 
in the 100-yards dash, defeating Kraenzlein, 
Wefers and Stephens, running ’one heat in 9f 
seconds. Mr. Holland is a first rate quarter- 
miler and ran second to Long at the champion- 
ship games. Both men are New England 
champions at their respective distances, so that 
all signs point to a very favorable year in track 
athletics. During the past month Mr. Hirst, 
’02, was elected Manager of Track Athletics, 
and we congratulate fthe Executive Committee 
on having so able a member. At the same elec- 
tion Mr. Wolfe, ’01, was elected base-ball Man- 
ager for next Spring. The ability he showed 
while Assistant Manager of Glee last year war- 
ranted his selection for the wider and more im- 
portant position he now fills. 

As we go to press we learn from Manager 
Smith that there has been a number of changes 
in the schedule. On November 1 we play Gal- 
laudet, at Georgetown. The players composing 
this team are worthy opponents and a good 
game may he confidently looked for. The 
manager of the Virginia Military Institute 
team wrote lately that there was an epidemic of 
typhoid at the school, so that classes were sus- 
pended and the team disbanded ; consequently 
November 11th is open, and Mr. Smith, is al- 
ready carrying on negotiations to close it with 
another team. The Virginia Military Institute 
manager says, however, that they will play us 
on Thanksgiving Day. 

Mr. Hirst, the newly-elected Manager of field 
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and track, has arranged lor an interclass meet 
to he held during the first week in November. 
The Reverend Rector of the University has do- 
nated a banner, which will be given to the class 
securing the highest number of points, the Law 
and Medical schools each being regarded as a 
separate class. This meet aims at the bringing 
out of new material and the development of the 
old men, and Mr. Hirst feels confident that it 
will be a success in every way. 

Schedule revised to date, Wednesday, Octo- 
ber 25, Baltimore Medical College, at George- 
town ; Wednesday, November 1st, Gallaudet 
College, at Georgetown ; Saturday, November 
4th, University of Maryland, at Georgetown; 
Saturday, November 18, University of Virginia, 
at Georgetown ; Thursday, November 30, Vir- 
ginia Military Institute, at Georgetown. 

DAVID FLYNN, ’00. 

NEWS OF THE MONTH. 
In order to afford all the branches of the 

University with which he was so closely associ- 
ated the opportunity of honoring the memory 
of the late John Vinton Dahlgren, a solemn 
Mass of Requiem will be celebrated in the 
Dahlgren Chapel on Tuesday, the |14th of this 
month, dedicated to the remembrance of the 
Christian dead. The Rev. President of the 
University will be the celebrant, and the Rev. 
Jeremiah M. Prendergast, S. J., a classmate of 
John’s, will preach the memorial discourse. 
Mrs. Dahlgren and her son John, together with 
friends of the family, will attend. It will bo 
their first visit to the Chapel since the comple- 
tion of the splendid decorations, the work of 
this summer. 

The Rev. J. J. Chittick, of Hyde Park, 
Mass, a Maecenas of our libraries, has reopened 
his annual list of contributions by the two noble 
volumes of Michaud’s Crusades, illustrated by 
Dor6. We also have from him an ornamental 
chip of the Old Boston Elm. 

On October the second, midst the booming of 
cannons, the blare of trumpets, and the clash- 
ing of bands, Dewey, the hero, arrived in Wash- 
ington. 

Georgetown had been asked to participate in 
the celebration and to head the college division. 
There was little need of harangues to induce the 
boys, one and all, to join in the parade in honor 
of America’s great hero. Fully five hundred 
Georgetown boys assembled, on Monday eve- 
ning, October 2d, at the corner of Second Street 
and Indiana Avenue. The Law, Medical and 
Arts Departments were all well represented. 
On every side fluttered the blue and grey. Each 
parader carried a cane, to which were fastened 

the colors of Alma Mater. At the suggestion 
of the grand marshal, our division was formed 
into platoons of twelve men, each platoon being 
directed by a marshal. 

We were requested to assemble at 6.20 P.M., 
but, as usual, there was a long delay. It was 
nearly eight o’clock before the procession be- 
gan to move. The boys, however, were very 
patient and amused themselves in various ways. 
Thesoundof “Hoyas” could beheard for blocks, 
and now and then some one would start up a 
popular song. Thus the time passed quickly. 

At last the order was given to march and our 
division presented a very pretty sight. At our 
head floated a huge blue and grey flag, next 
came a transparency bearing the following leg- 
end : “ Georgetown Students welcome Dewey. ” 
At various intervals along the line were dis- 
played flags and transparencies suggested by 
the occasion. 

When Pennsylvania Avenue was reached, 
what a sight met our eyes ! For a quarter of a 
mile before us were two solid walls of people, 
and in the dim distance the reviewing stand 
loomed up with its mass of lights. The parade 
looked beautiful as we marched under a huge 
arch of red fire. All the way up the Avenue 
the Georgetown Boys were heard before they 
wereseen. “Hoya” after “Hoya” rang out, and 
as the reviewing stand was reached a mighty col- 
lege yell was given. All heads were turned to 
the stand, but in vain did we scan the faces, 
looking for the hero of the day, for, much to 
our disappointment, he was nowhere to be seen. 
It seems the crowds broke through the line of 
march and the Admiral, thinking the parade was 
over, drove to his home. A little discouraged, 
we marched on, and at the corner of Fifteenth 
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and G Streets a “Hurrah!” for Georgetown 
rang out. Everybody looked up, and there in 
the window was a crowd of pretty girls waving 
blue and grey ribbons. A “ Hoy a 1 ” was given 
in thanks, and with many salutes, we passed on. 
At the corner of Pennsylvania Avenue and 
Eighteenth Streets the parade disbanded, and 
tired, yet pleased with our outing, we sought 
our well-earned rest. 

Tuesday dawned clear and beautiful, and it 
seemed as if even nature smiled on our great 
hero. To-day was to take place the second 
event in the Dewey celebration—the presenta- 
tion to the hero of the sword voted by Congress. 
As it was a holiday, the boys hastened down to 
the Capitol to view the parade and witness the 
presentation. A double pleasure awaited us, 
for we had not yet seen Dewey. As his carriage 
passed no one failed to recognize the strong, 
manly face, furrowed by years of exposure. 
From the time he appeared till he passed out 
of sight there was one wild cheer. When he 
reached the Capitol he was escorted to the 
stand erected in front of the central portion of 
the Capitol building by a committee, upon 
which was our Reverend Rector. After speeches 
by Mr. Ross Perry, Secretary Long, and Presi- 
dent McKinley, the handsome sword voted him 
by Congress was presented. The Admiral ac- 
knowledged the gift very gracefully, and the 
event was closed by a few remarks by Cardinal 
Gibbons, who had been specially invited for the 
occasion. When all was over Dewey stepped 
forward to review the soldiers. Division after 
division passed, each saluting the hero of 
Manila. It was noticed that Dewey raised his 
hat each time the American flag passed before 
him. It was a silent lesson in patriotism which 
few failed to remark. After the review of the 
parade he entered his carriage, and with a 
mighty cheer the people bade him farewell. 
Many of the noted people were cheered as they 
departed, but none more than Schley. Cheer 
after cheer arose as his carriage drove away. 

Father Purbrick, the Provincial of the Mary- 
land-New York Province, came to spend his 
feast with us on St. Edward the Confessor’s 
Day. It was not known till quite late that he 
was coming, nevertheless an informal reception 
was given him. All of the students assembled 
in Gaston Hall, and as he entered he was wel- 
comed with the “ Hoya,” Mr. Edward Smith, 

of Maryland, next addressed him in behalf of 
the Junior Class. Mr. Lattimore, of Sopho- 
more, read a very pretty poem, composed by 
himself for the occasion. Mr. O’Gorman and 
Mr. Scantling rendered some very beautiful 
songs and were repeatedly encored. Mr. Schultz 
played a violin solo with great expression, and 
Mr. Moore, in a very neatly worded speech, 
begged the gift of a holiday, on which to cele- 
brate the feast day of so distinguished a guest. 

Father Provincial then rose and thanked one 
and all for the hearty welcome they had given 
him, and in a very eloquent manner told of 
Edward the Confessor. He. closed by refer- 
ring to our Rector in glowing teams, and giving 
Thursday to celebrate his feast. Father Rector 
suggested that as it had been the custom in 
England to celebrate the Provincial’s feast 
with games, we should do the same. So a game 
of baseball was arranged for the morning of 
Thursday, and a game of football for the after- 
noon. Between the halves of the football game 
our new runners were to show their speed. 
The heartfelt welcome accorded Father Pro- 
vincial closed with the singing of some of our 
college songs. 

Thursday morning a baseball game was 
played between the Postgraduates and the Un- 
dergraduates, resulting in a victory for the 
latter. 

In the afternoon a football game was played 
between the University and a picked team. 

Between the halves a number of races were 
run. The first, a 220 yards exhibition was won 
by Clay Lynch, ’03. The second, a 100-yard 
sprint, was won by our wonderful little sprinter, 
Duffy, in wonderful time, considering the 
track. A quarter-mile, was run by Sheridan 
and Dessez, the latter winning. 

On Saturday, October 21st, Rev. Father Pro- 
vincial, having finished his retreat, departed 
for New York. 

Father Jerge, our esteemed Treasurer and 
Professor of German of last year, is now Vice- 
President at St. Peter’s College, Jersey City, 
N. J. 

Father Brucker is at the Gesu, Philadelphia, 
engaged in parish work. 

An oversight, which we sincerely regret, 
caused us to omit these names in our last issue. 

On Thursday, the 19th, our classmate, Chas. 
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L. O’Brien, was called home suddenly to attend 
the funeral of his sister. She had been sick 
for some weeks, but was thought out of danger, 
and so the shock came unexpectedly. On hear- 
ing of his sad loss a meeting of the class was 
held, in order to pass fitting resolutions. The 
following resolutions were drawn up and ac- 
cepted : 

Whereas, God, in His infinite mercy, has 
chosen to summon the sister of our classmate, 
Charles L. O’Brien, to her eternal reward ; and 

Whereas, we, his classmates, feel most keenly 
for him in this the hour of his sadness ; be it 

Resolved, That we, the class of 1902, tender 
to him and his bereaved family our heartfelt 
sympathy. 

Resolved, That a copy be forwarded to him 
and his afflicted family, and that they be inserted 
in the COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

C. V. MORAN, 

F. A. CARLON, 

J. F. LYNCH, 

Committee. 

The first specimen of the Philosophers’ work 
was had Saturday morning, October 21, in the 
Sophomore class-room. Those who attended 
were Rev. Father Rector, Fathers Fagen, 
O’Leary, -Holaind, Devitt, Shealy, and Mr. 
Donlon, Professor of Physics and Mechanics. 
In addition to those mentioned above, was the 
Junior Class in a body. The Examiners, Frs. 
O’Leary, Holaind and Devitt, took each mem- 
ber of the class in turn and subjected them to 
rigorous questions on Minor Logic. The ex- 
amination being over the class repaired to the 
Refectory, where a light lunch was served. 

The members of the Class were congratu- 
lated on the proof they had given of the work 
accomplished during the past month, and 
heartily applauded the announcement that they 
might consider themselves graduates in Minor 
Logic. 

On Monday, October 16th, we were honored 
by the visit of the Lady Abbess Mechtildis 
Pynsent, of St. Benedict’s, Rome. She was 
accompanied by Dame Placide McMahon, a nun 
of the same order. 

The Lady Abbess is the daughter of Sir Rob- 
ert Pynsent, and at the request of Cardinal Man- 
ning founded the Benedictine Monastery in 
Rome, which recently was affiliated to St. An- 
drew’s College, Edinburgh. The Holy Father, 
Leo XIII., donated to this Monastery the Cas- 
tle Gandolfo, on the beautiful Lake of Albano, 
where the nuns spend the summer months. 

The Abbess is an erudite scholar and has 
written many works in English and in Latin. 
She is ready to receive at the Roman house a 
limited number of English or American young 
ladies, who, having completed their education, 
would wish to perfect themselves in modern and 
classical languages, painting and music. Dur- 
ing her stay in Washington she was the guest 
of the Visitation Nuns, on Connecticut Avenue. 
She sailed for Europe, Saturday, October 28. 

Among our other visitors were Rev. D. P. 
O’Neill, of Westchester, N. Y., Chaplain of 
the Catholic Protectory ; Rev. John Scully, 
S. J., Pastor of St. Joseph’s Church, Philadel- 
phia; and Rev. John Finnegan, S, J., pastor, as 
he puts it, of some four hundred square miles 
of Maryland County-land in the neighborhood 
of St. Inigoes. 

As we go to press we have to record the de- 
cease of Rev. William F. Hamilton, S. J. On 
Saturday, October 14, he came from St. Inigoes 
to Georgetown University Hospital, suffering 
from a severe attack of jaundice. It was 
thought that a few weeks of dietetic treatment 
would restore him to health, but a complication 
of diseases set in, and he passed away at 6 
o’clock Tuesday morning, October 24th. Re- 
quiem Mass was said for him and the Office 
of the Dead sung in the Dahlgren Chapel, 
October 25th, and he was laid to rest in the 
midst of his brethren in the Lord. Father 
Hamilton was born on the 31st of December, 
1837, and entered the Society of Jesus Septem- 
ber 11, 1855. He had been an efficient teacher 
and a zealous missionary, and his kindly dis- 
position had endeared him to all who met him. 
R. I. P. 



BOOK 
COLLEGE DAYS AT GEORGETOWN AND OTHER 

PAPERS. By J. Fairfax McLaughlin, LL.D. 
Illustrated with pictures of Lord Baltimore, 
Archbishop Carroll, Dr. Byder, Georgetown 
University, etc.; 12 mo, cloth, artistic finish. 
J. B. Lippincott Company, Philadelphia, 
1899. 

The book will be sent to any address in the 
United States on receipt by either of the under- 
signed of one dollar, price of the volume, 
together with nine cents in postage stamps, 
charge for mailing : Rev. E. McTammany, 
S. J., Treasurer Georgetown University, Wash- 
ington, D. C., or Mr. J. Fairfax McLaughlin, 
Fordham, New York City, N. Y. 

NATURAL LAW AND LEGAL PRACTICE. Lec- 
tures Delivered at the Law School of George- 
town University. By Rev. Ren6 I. Hol- 
aind, S. J. (Benziger Bros.) 

Rev. Father Holaind has long been connected 
with Georgetown University’s Law Depart- 
ment, in the capacity of Lecturer on Natural 
Law and Legal Ethics. He has taught Ethics 
for many years in Woodstock College. The 
result of all these years of study and research 
in the domain of Ethics he has now put in con- 
cise form aud presented to the public. The 
need at this day for clear ideas on the subject 
of morality, there is no thinking man who does 
not see. The education that is given at many 
of the great seats of learning throughout the 
country fails to touch upon that most important 
part of education, the informing of the mind 
with right principles for public aud private ac- 
tion. In many places the idea of the Divinity 
is obliterated or wholly neglected, and with the 
destruction of the Divinity there must neces- 
sarily follow the destruction of all solid basis of 
morality. Upon the ruin of sound morality, 
men would endeavor to construct systems based 
upon utility, self-interest, public opinion, or 
other equally unstable foundations, which sys- 
tems will fall to the ground when any severe 
strain is brought to bear, and can never be suf- 

TALK. 
ficiently strong to hold men in the path of right 
and justice at all times and under all circum- 
stances. 

The knowledge of correct principles on mo- 
rality is a manifest requisite for every man. 
Yet, if there are any who may be said to need 
such knowledge more than others, they must 
surely be those who devote themselves to the 
profession of law. They are constantly dealing 
with matters of right and justice; they, more 
than others, are called to the halls of legislature, 
where laws are framed ; they fill the benches, 
from which are handed down opinions affecting 
great property interests and often the very lives 
of their fellowmen. Hence their need to be 
firmly grounded on the true principles of sound 
morality. 

Those who have had the privilege of listen- 
ing to Rev. Father Holaind in the Georgetown 
University Law School have had this advan- 
tage. In the present volume the author, after 
proving the tendency of the rational being 
towards the good, discusses the subject of law, 
divine and human, and the responsibility of 
human acts. He establishes the doctrine of the 
freedom of the will, refuting the various sys- 
tems of determinism advocated by Spinoza, 
Mill and the defenders of Evolution ; proves the 
falsity of Utilitarianism as a basis of morality, 
setting forth and refuting in detail the Hedon- 
ism of Bentham and the systems of Mill and 
Spencer, and defines the concept of justice and 
gives its various divisions. He next discusses 
the rights and duties of the individual, the fam- 
ily and the State, and enters on the subject of 
property, a theme with which he has shown 
himself familiar in the past. Then follow chap- 
ters on Taxation, Conflict of rights, Capital and 
Labor, in which last chapter he explains Trusts 
and touches on the morality of Strikes and Boy- 
cotts. He closes with a chapter on Legal 
Ethics, defining the requirements of legislators, 
judges, jurors and lawyers. 

Those who read the book will, of course, miss 
the spirit and animation which the author in- 
fused into the subjects when speaking from the 
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lecture platform, but they •will be pleased with 
the amount of knowledge displayed, the thor- 
ough grasp of the matter which they will find 
throughout, and the pleasing style in which are 
clothed subjects ordinarily heavy and prosaic. 

WHAT IS LIBERALISM? Englished and adapted 
from the Spanish of Dr. Don Felix Sarda y 
Salvany. By Conde B. Pallen, Ph. D., 
LL. D. Price 75 cents. Herder. 

This little work has received the Imprimatur 
of Archbishop Kain, of St. Louis. It is a work 
which under the skilful hand of the learned 
writer is made pertinent to the evil that over- 
runs our own country to-day. It must be patent 
to every observer how fast the fatal principles 
of Protestantism are reaching out to their legi- 
timate conclusions and leading all who advocate 
its teachings into the darkness of infidelity. 
Nor is it less patent that continual intercourse 
between Catholics and Protestants will expose 
Catholics, unless safe-guarded, to the evil effects 
of Protestant doctrines and engender a spirit of 
liberal thought. Our Catholic youths especially 
are exposed to danger. Liberalism is in the air 
they breathe. They find advocated in every 
quarter, in society, in the lecture hall, in the 
newspapers, the praise of free and untrammeled 
reason, the glory of liberty of every kind, so that 
it is difficult for them not to be affected by such 
all-pervading influences. The work is oppor- 
tune, therefore, and will help to guard against 
the evil of Liberalism. It should be found on 
the shelves of every library and reading-room. 

ESSENTIALS OF LATIN. By Benjamin M. Mitch- 
ell, Ph. D. EIdredge& Bro., Philadelphia. 

The author in his preface rightly remarks : 
“ The aim of instruction, it is believed, should 
be to bring students as quickly as practicable to 
the accurate and rapid reading of narrative 
Latin, to excite interest by enabling them to use 
Latin as a medium for obtaining information.” 
The book commends itself upon a hasty exam- 
ination for the thorough elementary knowledge 
given in the first chapters, the graded arrange- 
ment of the matter in chapters containing pre- 
cepts, vocabulary, theme and version, the ety- 
mological formation of nouns and verbs, and 
the clear explanation of the syntax. Through- 
out the work are hints and suggestions, such as 

the “ Remarks on the Reading and Writing 
Latin,” that will be of help to the teacher. The 
book contains a general vocabulary at the end. 

The publishers of the Century promise for 
the November number the first and only chapter 
of the Autobiography of Mark Twain. It is a 
matter of regret that the writer has not carried 
out his original plan, still we look forward to 
this reading with anticipation of much pleasure. 

The College Man’s number of The Saturday 
Evening Post (Philadelphia) though planned 
primarily to appeal to university men, past and 
present, will interest all who care for the short 
story at its best. Robert W. Chambers, in 
“ The Spirit of the North,” tells of the adven- 
tures of a party of Columbian naturalists and 
their quest of the dingue—hitherto supposed to 
be extinct—in the unknown country behind the 
Hudson Mountains. This story is a rather re- 
markable combination of exciting action and 
inimitable humor. Charles Macomb Flandrau 
(author of Harvard Episodes) contributes 
“ Prince Protococoff and the Press Club,” an 
irrestibly funny episode of Cambridge life. 
Jesse Lynch Williams (author of Princeton 
Stories and The Stolen Story) chronicles “The 
Great College-Circus Fight” between Prince- 
ton students and a passing Wild-West Show ; 
and Arthur Hobson Quinn (author of Pennsyl- 
vania Stories) tells the story of the “ The Last 
Five Yards.” 

Among other contributors to the number are 
President Benjamin Ide Wheeler, who discusses 
the regulation of college athletics; Thomas 
Wentworth Higginson, who describes the col- 
lege life of our grandfathers, and President 
Nathaniel Butler, of Colby College. 

The College Man’s Number will be on all 
news-stands October 26. 

THE PROOF OF MIRACLES. By Henry F. Brown- 
son, LL. D. 

It is a reprint from the Ave Maria, and puts 
the objections usually made against miracles, 
answering them in a manner easily intelligible 
to the ordinary reader. 

THE FRIARS IN THE PHILIPPINES. By Rev. 
Ambrose Coleman, O. P. Price, paper, 25 
cents ; cloth, 50 cents. Marlier, Callanan 
& Co., Boston. 





JUDGE ROBERT RAY 

Died October 25, 1899 


