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The Sxrngs of <?)itr flMftbr.
LD songs that our Mother has sung us
Through the ages of song and of play,
Now that metal has grappled and flung us,
Will the work-monsters wrench you away ?
The air is full, full of the moaning
Made by these useful goods,
Will their iron clanking and groaning
Shut out the sigh of the woods ?
While each demon wars with the other,
Each year brings a horrider throng.
Will the din of their battle, Sweet Mother,
Drown the songs you have sung so long ?
W. KURTZ WIMSATT, ’00.
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REVERIES AT VERSAILLES.

O

F all the great castles in France, Versailles and Fontainebleau are probably the most universally known, and
doubtless they are the most famous and
interesting. Though not possessing some
of the attractions of Fontainebleau, 1 consider Versailles as the more interesting of
the two. True, it has not the renowned
forest of the former—the ever celebrated
Foret de Fontainebleau, but then it has
the Tianon, the Hameau du Tianon, and
now many other spots full of reminiscences
of the days gone by. How many palaces
which make one think of Louis XIV, “ Le
Grand Monarque,” of Louis XV, who was
surnamed during the first part of his
reign, “ Le Bien Aime,” and of the unhappy monarch, Louis XVI, and his equally
unhappy consort, Marie Antoinette.
Is it not the irony of fate—to think of
the time when this palace was almost sacred,
and to see it now, still beautiful, standingin solitary grandeur, but often thronged
with curious and irreverent tourists, who
are shown through its time-honored halls
by an old guide who asks one sou for his
trouble.
These throngs destroy the charm of the
place, and the time to visit it is when it is
quiet, in the evening, when its daily visitors have departed.
Let us wander along the bank of the
great canal—that glassy expanse of water
in which are mirrored the many marble
statues of pagan gods and goddesses,
nymphs and fauns.
One does not have to possess an
especially strong imagination to think of
the illuminated boats which glided over its

surface during those splendid water fetes
which were led by Louis XIV and the proud
Madame de Montespan.
How beautiful it must have looked ; the
lanterns, the people, and the soft music of
guitars, accompanied by human voices in
the still night.
And then, also, we think of the hunts
which took place in the wood around the
palace. Involuntarily Louise de la Valliere
comes to one’s mind, as she is in a portrait
in the palace, attired as Diana, resting on a
bow, with a hunting dog beside her, ready
to run at his mistress’ command. A silken
crescent rests on her white brow, shining
in the sun. Truly, a better Diana could
not be imagined.
Poor Louise de la Valliere! Were you
not more happy in your Carmelite convent
than in the midst of these festivities for
which you had no heart ?
I consider Louise de la Valliere one of
the most interesting and yet pathetic figures
in the brilliant court of the “ Sun-King.”
In all her portraits she has a melancholy
look stamped on her sweet face. Her
beauty, however, has often been disputed,
though most probably by prejudiced people,
but the Princesse Palatine says of her:
“ Her glance has a charm that one cannot describe. She has a good figure, but
bad teeth. I thought her eyes even finer
than those of Madam de Montespan.”
But I stay too long on one subject, for
our space is limited and, perhaps, some
other time we may look again at Louise
de la Valliere.
As we walk through the wood, we suddenly come to a pond, on one side of which

REVERIES AT VERSAILLES.
is a large rock. In a crevice in this rock
we see ten white figures. What are they ?
Let us walk a little nearer.
That is the beautiful “Source d’Apollon” or “Spring of Apollo.” The
god is seated, surrounded by the nine
Muses.
We exclaim aloud in our admiration!
The sight is one of exquisite beauty.
The woods, the setting sun, glancing
through the thick, rich foliage, the calm,
still pond, the rugged rock and the beautifully carved marble figures, all present a
picture of surpassing beauty.
This is one of the most beautiful spots
in the whole grounds; it presents such an
appearance of nature.
But if we wish to see all, and wander
through some more of the grounds to-day
we must not stay too long in one place,
for the sun has almost disappeared and
night will soon set in.
Then let us wend our way to the
“ Hameau,” the miniature village of Marie
Antoinette, with its dairy, mill, and fascinating little houses.
Here by this willow tree sat the martyr
queen and her companions, taking a rest
from the formality and stiff grandeur of
the chateau.
Louis was the miller, who also was the
mayor of the hamlet.
Each one had his or her separate functions which he or she must attend to with
diligence.
How well one can imagine the Princesse
de Tamhalle standing in the shade, with
her crook in her hand, tending her flocks
of sheep, like a shepherdess, but like a
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shepherdess of Dresden china, so daintily
was she dressed in her costume of a
peasant.
How fascinating is this Trianon, with its
little temples, fantastic rocks, calm ponds,
into which weeping willows dip their
branches.
Well may you weep, oh ancient willows! Well may you weep for those
happy, thoughtless people'who played on;
a stage, tended flocks for amusement, and'
did many other harmless follies, for what'
a fate was in store for almost all of them!
The king, the queen, the princes,'princesses,
dukes, counts, and almost all of the nobles
who amused themselves under your branches
have gone from this world, but gone through
the bloody way of the scaffold.
Killed by the ruthless murderers of the
Revolution, the seekers after liberty, the
depraved wretches who rejoiced at the
sight of the headless bodies of their monarchs, who rejoiced in the blood of their
rulers.
How truly Madame Roland said, as she
mounted the steps of the scaffold:
“ Oh Liberty, what crimes are committed
in thy name! ’’
But the night is approaching, and we
must depart.
Perhaps some other time we may return
and visit the palace and the grounds more
fully, for to visit Versailles well will take
more than a day, and to fully see the
beauty of those time-honored halls even
many days may be spent.
But, as I have said before, our time is
limited, so now—good-bye.
HENRY C. MAY.
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KIPLING’S

T

HE literature of the present age has
degenerated and it can almost be said
that the day of the great—of the truly
great literary genius is past and gone.
People nowadays have lost their appreciation for a novel by a powerful author.
Dickens and Thackeray are not what they
used to be; the literary tendencies of the
day are so spontaneous and short-lived
that they are easily satisfied with a short
story.
And so it is with latter-day poetry—
even Tennyson—1 shall not say Shakespeare, Byron, and Moore—are neglected.
No age but this one, of inventions, of
progress everywhere, could have cradled
such a child as Kipling. In any other he
would not have been called a poet. He can
scarcely be called one even in this. But
a study of his verse will repay one, for
he is the type of to-day’s poet and man
of letters.
To consider his poetry in a critical light,
it will be necessary to have some standard
by which we may judge. It is idle to
compare him with any other poet, for no
other poet is perfection itself. Let us,
therefore, take some good definition of
what all poetry should be and apply it to
his.
The master minds of all ages have all
attempted some definition of poetry; they
have all, to a greater or less extent, failed.
Poetry will not, cannot be defined, for
definition supposes scalpel, dissecting table
work, which is abhorrent to such a delicate,
high-strung being. Some of the happier
minds have, however, in their happier
moments, given us descriptions that all but
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fit; they have called it a “ glorified representation of all that is seen, felt, thought,
or done by man; ” “ the spontaneous overflow of powerful feeling,” and a host of
others, but these two are the best and will
serve our purpose. Let us, therefore, take
them as our standard and see how near
Kipling’s poems reach the mark. But first
let us divide all his poetry into three parts,
treating respectively of the military, the
native and the social life in India.
If he is to live by his poems, he will be
best known by the “ Barrack-Room Ballads.” Most of these songs are not poems
at all; they are rough descriptive sketches,
somewhat marred by the coarseness of the
life they portray. But a few, to some
extent, redeem the rest. They contain
under a rough exterior the whole heart of
the English soldier—his troubles, glories,
likes and dislikes, and all the stoical wisdom
of the veteran. There is an intense loyalty
to the flag, to the officers, and to one
another, which, if it is general, should
make the Englishman the best soldier in
Europe. The bright, the humorous, and
the dark side of “Atkins’ ” life are all depicted with equal vividness. Who does
not remember—
“An’ it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that,
an’ ‘Chuck him out, the brute! ’
But it’s ‘Saviour of his country ’ when
the guns begin to shoot;
An’ it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that,
an’ anything you please;
But Tommy ain’t a bloomin’ fool, you
bet that Tommy sees! ”
Now, no one, no fair-minded critic,
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having our standard in mind, cold to the
neat appearance of the volume, not influenced by the name of Kipling, having
no sympathy with Tommy—though such
a critic is rare—could possibly call this
poetry. It is a good campaign song. And
sung under the starlight, out in some
bivouac, with a battle imminent, it might
have a telling effect, but without these settings it really does not. In fact, none of these
ballads seem to have been written under
the influence of high excitement—not one
is “a glorified representation”; they are
all cold facts. Who can say that the
“ Young British Soldier ” was the outcome
of a heated brain ? It reads as if it were
composed in the easy chair, with plenty of
time on one’s hands. I admit that rhythm
and measure are part of the life and soul
of all poetry, yet they are not all that life
and soul, as Kipling seems to forget so
often.
The native as a central figure in a poem
is a splendid one. He brings with him all
the weird mythology of the jungle and the
plain, the storied past of India, her wild
mysteries and picturesque traditions. Here
is a wide field for the vivid imagination
Kipling undoubtedly possesses, and he has
made good use of it. “ Mandalay ” and
“ Ganga Diu ” are tastefully done.
“ If you’ve heard the East a callin’, why
you won’t ’eed nothin’ else.”
“ The sunshine and the palm-trees and
the tinkly temple bells,” have a drowsy
air; seem to lazily beckon us.
Asia, the cradle of the human race, has
yet to furnish her great poet, and when he
comes he will have ample material at hand.
There is no country so rich in, no people
so filled with love for the beautiful and
reverence for the spiritual and sublime as
the Oriental. It is in his veins, he has im-
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bibed it with the very air he breathes from
childhood.
There is one poem that stands out boldly
among his Indian ones—“Christmas in
India.” We have here a beautiful picture
of the Indian day at dawn, daybreak, midday, dusk and dark. Vividness and real
poetry are here, and beneath is the longing
for home that every exile—he has always
considered the Englishman in India as
such—must feel.
“ At home they’re making merry
’Neath the white and scarlet berry—
What part have India’s exiles in their mirth.”
His poems on the Anglo-Indian side of
life are decidedly the poorest; some might
serve—drained off from the verse—for
society notes in some Simla paper. Mr.
Kipling might try a little experiment with
some one of his society poems he may
write, strip it of a good deal of its Indian
coloring, sign some pen-name to it, and
send it to one of the leading magazines
either here or in England. The result
might be quite different from what he
might expect.
The “Literature-man”
would throw a few remarks on paper—
“owing to pressure on our columns a
great many good articles must be returned
or he might even become patronizing and
say that in a few years the author might
really write a good poem. All this is
merely a supposition; but yet, I think the
result of the experiment would justify my
statement.
The ballads are more pretentious than
any of his other poems, and are deserving
of praise. It seems strange that the recessionals and prologue to both his volumes
of poems should so far surpass what they
prelude and close. “ Lest we forget—Lest
we forget” has a Tennysonian ring about
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it that is really refreshing- after hearing of
the doings of Mulvaney and Ortheris in
verse. The prologue, too, is simple, appropriate, and has a deal of tenderness in it,
besides we have no puzzling Indian words
rhymed in with English ones demanding a
study of the context for their meaning.
Though our standard will not fit his society
verse, he surely approaches nearer to it
here.
I cannot call him a true poet—no man
can be who attempts the Blondin feat of
trying to tell a short story in verse, which
naturally, and by every right, belongs to
prose; he is more of a rhymester than a
poet. If he lives his name will rest not on
his poems, but on his stories. He has,
however, what a great number of to-day’s

writers lack—individuality. No one but
Kipling could write his poems. He has
added an entirely new branch of literature
to the parent trunk. To-day, as far as his
poems are concerned, he has not the elements of stability in him, but he will remain during his age as a charming and an
essentially—not classical—modern author.
But we cannot expect perfection in any
one. Has not Horace told us that even
old Homer takes an occasional doze. Let
us not, therefore, be too harsh in judging
him who has unlocked for us the casket of
India’s romances, mythology and folk-lore,
nor yet, dazzled by their barbaric splendor,
lose sight of him who presented them to
our gaze.
H. J. F., 01.
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BOB WBHRLE’S WIRELES1

B

OB’S life at the tower of LM, on the
Denver & Rio-Grande Railroad, had
been miserable. They called the place
Sager’s—why, he did not know. From
his window he could see nothing but rough,
high cliffs and ugly holes made by the
wind. There was no house in sight, and
Salt Lake, the city where he long desired to
live, was far away. As he often said
afterwards, he feared he would lose his
mind if he were compelled much longer
to work in that lonely tower with no sound
to cheer him save the monotonous tick of
the sounder on his telegraphing instrument. He had read all the available and
readable books about the tower and now
was in a state of desperation.
“ Why did they send me to this out of
the way place ? ” he thought. “ 1 have
half a mind to desert the place and let the
trains go where they will.”
But one day things took a turn. Whether
they were agreeable to Bob you who read
must judge. About one-eighth of a mile
from the tower lived a wealthy sheepherder and his daughter, “ a pretty girl,” as
Bob said, “ and fair to look upon.” This
old herder had formerly been the operator
at LM, but was compelled to relinquish
his position on account of his failing health ;
so with his daughter he took up his abode
on a ranch and engaged in sheep raising.
He rarely ever appeared at the tower unless
it were for the purpose of informing his
brokers at Salt Lake City of his intended
shipment of wool or sheep on a certain
day in the coming week.
Accordingly, he walked into Bob’s office
one day and asked to have a telegram sent.
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The visit of a human being to the tower
was an uncommon occurrence and always
had a cheerful effect on Bob. The appearance of this stranger was no exception.
So he received the herder with surprise and
unfeigned pleasure.
“Glad to see you, Mr.— What’s your
name ? ”
“Smith, sir; Smith. No relation to
those down in Salt Lake; just plain Bill
Smith, who used to run this office.”
“ Well, Mr. Smith, I am glad you came
in. My name is Wehrle. I am from the
East, and have only been here about six
months. Now, however, since 1 learn you
were an operator, I am all the more glad
you have dropped in, since we may have a
little chat about our profession.”
“ Well, 1 don’t know about that,” said
Bill; “ I didn’t come here to talk; 1 only
want you to do a favor for me.”
“Your request will be granted, Mr.
Smith, if it is in my power.”
“ Well, 1 want you to telegraph Frank
Brophy & Co., of Salt Lake, that I am
shipping a car-load of wool next Wednesday, and would like to have them dispose
of it at the highest figure possible. You
needn’t await an answer, as they know me,
and will attend to my business.”
Bob quickly sent the message, and turned
to Bill,^lest he might depart as unceremoniously as he had entered. Indeed, his
suspicions were correct, for Bill was just
going out the door as he shouted, “ Hello,
Mr. Smith; I hope you are not going to
leave me that way; you know what an
operator’s life is at this tower and so
should help to cheer mine. You are the
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first man I have seen, except those on the
trains, since I left the settlement last Monday. I want to talk to you. On anything, just so I can hear myself talk and
listen to a human voice.”
“ I don’t mind if I do, young man,”
said Bill. “ 1 have a few moments to
spare, so 1 might as well spend them with
you as at home with no one save my
daughter and my help.”
At the word daughter, Bob’s face lit up
as if inspired by some thought, the groundwork of an epic. Immediately he became
graciousness itself.
“ Have a cigar, Mr. Smith. It will make
a good substitute for your much-used pipe.
I am sorry I have nothing else to offer you,
but you know the rules forbidding an
operator, and will readily understand, I
hope, my apparent lack of some of the
beverages used in hospitality.”
“ Yes, I know. A cigar is good enough
for me. In fact, I don’t partake of the
other. I am a church member, and I hold
that no Christian should drink whiskey.”
“ Right you are, Mr. Smith,” said Bob,
who wished to make as good an impression
as possible now, since there was a daughter
in the case. “ I find the observance of that
rule easy, as I have not as yet acquired
that habit.” Then, to still further strengthen
his case, he continued: “ It is a curse to
mankind,” and so on, just as a temperance
lecturer who is getting twenty-five dollars
a night and strong coffee.
“ That’s the right spirit, young man.
1 like you for it. Always keep away
from saloons and you will make a good
operator.”
Bob thought there was every chance of
his developing into a first-class operator,
since there was not a saloon within a mile
of him.

“ But 1 don’t care what kind of an
operator I’ll make,” he said to himself.
“ If I can only make a good impression
on you, I’ll be satisfied.”
After chewing vigorously at the cigar
given him, for it was evidently a bad one,
Bill rose to take his departure.
“ Why, not going already, Mr. Smith.
Have another cigar.”
“ No, thanks,” said Bill, as he looked in
a compromising way at the stump, “ I don’t
think I care for any more. Sis will be
lonely if I stay away too long. She is
just home from a convent somewhere in
the National Capital. I sent her there
after her mother died, and I’ll tell you,
young man, she learned lots of things there.
It seems her class used to go over to a
near-by university and study physics. Her
natural love for electricity, I suppose inherited from me, asserted itself, so she
learned all she could about it from one of
the professors. I allow it will never be of
any use to her, but then that’s what they
say of everthing. I know for sure it will
never hurt her or interfere with my plans.
But come up and see us, Mr. Wehrle; any
time you wish.”
Bob needed no second invitation nor any
persuasion.
“ Indeed I shall, Mr. Smith, with pleasure.”
The next evening, shortly after five
o’clock, found him strolling briskly up to
Bill’s ranch, in anticipation of some pleasure,
if not of an agreeable surprise.
“ Once more to see a girl,” he thought.
“ Probably life about these quarters is going
to change. Soon the cabin was in sight,
unpretentious, yet comfortable looking, bespeaking a woman’s touch and care. Flowers, rare in that section of the country, were
in abundance. By the door sat Bill,
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smoking his evening pipe, at peace, apparently, with the world as all good herders are.
“ Ah, Mr. Wehrle, I am glad you came
so soon. 1 told ‘ Sis ’ of your intended
visit; she seemed pleased then as she most
probably shall be now since you have come.”
He had hardly finished speaking when
the object of his visit tripped around the
corner, whip in hand, evidently fresh from
an evening’s ride. Clad in her hunting
dress, hair flying madly in the winds, and
just a little confused, she made a picture,
as Bob said, that took his breath and left
him speechless.
“ Mr. Wehrle,—my daughter.”
“ Glad to meet you, Miss Smith.”
“ How do you do, Mr. Wehrle,” as she
extended a tiny neatly gloved hand. “ 1
have just come in from a run up the gulch.
I hope you will excuse my appearance.”
Bob said not a word. He was thinking
of his life at the tower and life here with
such a dainty person.
“ 1 hope you don’t find your work at
the tower too wearisome.”
“ 1 must confess 1 do, Miss Smith, but 1
won’t hereafter, since 1 know you and will
have the anticipation of another visit Jiere,
with your permission.”
As she lifted up her head to acknowledge
this last speech, Bob looked into her eyes
and thought of something he had read in
Hawthorne’s “ Marble Faun.” Dark eyes
into which you might look as deeply as
your glance would go and still be conscious
of a depth that you had not sounded,
though it lay open to the day. There she
stood flushed from exercise, with rosy
cheeks, gay and animated. No wonder
Bob lost his heart, if we can believe the
description he gave me.
Bill, who sat there looking on, pleased
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at Bob’s apparent surprise, said: “ Come
anytime you wish, Mr. Wehrle, and as
often as you wish,” to which Miss Smith
added an alluring smile, which made Bob
decide he would come every evening.
So the evening went on. Bob found
everything delightful, especially Miss Smith,
who soon had thrown off all reserve and
was just as agreeable as all good convent
girls are. First he talked to Miss Smith,
telling her of the girls he knew in the East.
Then he mentioned Washington, and a few
scenes about the beautiful city. Bob was
surprised when she asked him about the
baseball and football teams of a university
there. He told her all he knew, but wished
that it might have been his luck to have
been on one of these teams, since they
seemed to interest this young lady so far
away from the scenes of their battles.
However, he was not so foolish as to
neglect Bill. So he turned the conversation first to sheep-raising, then to telegraphy.
Contrary to his expectations, Miss Smith,
or “ Sis,” as Bill called her, joined in and
astonished him by saying that she had often
sent and received messages, and knew all
about telegraphy. This last statement reminded Bob of something Bill had said,
and he determined to remember it this
time. For he had an idea, and hoped to
derive some'pleasure out of “ Sis’s” knowledge, provided she approved of his plan.
Soon propriety told him he must leave,
so he strolled back to his tower, congratulating himself on his luck, as he termed it.
On his way down he whistled and sang
merrily. He felt wonderfully happy. The
station seemed to him a new place.
“At last I am happy,” he soliloquised.
“ Yet how stupid of me. Here 1 have been
in this out of the way place cursing my
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luck and did not have sense enough to make
a survey of my surroundings. To think
that I have been sitting all day long in this
lonely old tower, dreading the coming of
night, and yet there was a charming young
lady almost within hailing distance. 1 am
afraid before long Bill will be sorry for his
invitation. 1 see no other course for me
than to call there every night. I’ll have
to get interested in sheep-herding, and incidentally lose my heart to Miss Smith, if
it isn’t lost already.”
It is needless to say that almost every
evening found Bob hurrying up the gulch.
Bill noticed his interest in sheep, and was
pleased. Then Bob would further ingratiate himself by repeating some of the
market quotations he heard over the wires.
The operators at the other stations began
to wonder- why the man at LM was so
cheerful. Formerly they could get nothing
more than an answer to their message.
But Bob, being happy, in a way was endeavoring to make others happy, as he
thought.
At times Bill would be off looking after
his sheep, so Bob and “ Sis ” would be there
alone. Occasionally they would ride up to
where Bill was and accompany him home,
or would go off in some other direction
just for a ride. Then they began to neglect
going after Bill altogether, and as a result—
well, as the saying goes, fell hopelessly in
love with each other.
But, alas, for poor Bob! he was compelled to stay at the tower every day from
seven in the morning till five in the evening. How could he now put in the day ?
One morning while looking over the
tower he found an extra telegraphing instrument. The finding of this put a scheme
into his head; so he determined to carry

it out as soon as possible. Accordingly,
the next night he eagerly propounded his
idea to “ Sis,” who seemed to enter into it
with all the blitheness of her nature. For
long since had she found the evenings more
happily spent than hitherto, and was eager
for something to happen in the daytime
when Bill was absent with his flocks. Propriety told her not to go to the tower, so
she was ready for anything else.
Soon we observe Bob carrying a coil of
wire up to Bill’s house, careful, however,
that it escape his notice. There it was
stored until Bob could find time to run it
down to the tower.
One day the man from tower XY transmitted the following message:
“ If you want to go off on a hunting expedition, now is your time. There is some
trouble down near Sphinx, so no trains
will be running for three days.”
Bob thanked the operator for the cheerful news, and telegraphed back that he
would be gone till Thursday, the day before traffic would be resumed.
But he didn’t go hunting. On the contrary, he bent his steps to Bill’s place to set
up his line of communication. He and
“ Sis ’’ worked patiently, fastening the wire
now on a tree, then on a bush, till finally
it ran into tower LM, and the circuit was
complete. “ Sis” had an instrument; Bill
had brought it from the tower.
Nothing remained now but to make a
trial. Accordingly, the next day Bob sent
the following:
“ I am coming up this evening.”
Back came the reply:
“ All right, hurry up.”
Bob was beside himself with glee. “ No
more long hours for me in this old tower.
When I have nothing else to do I’ll call up
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“ Sis ” and tell her some of the things I
am afraid to mention when 1 am with her.”
So the days rolled by and Bob was
happy. 1 suppose “ Sis ” was too, or Bob
most probably would have shown it.
What about Bill ? Weli, he discovered
the scheme, but somehow did not have any
objections, as they had feared. At times
he would transmit and receive messages,
just to see if he was still in touch with his
former work. Then he would send messages to Salt Lake by this means. But,
poor fellow, he was ignorant of one thing.
Those little instruments were no longer
used to transmit idle conversation. The
wires more often burned with love messages, which were contrary to Bill’s intentions ; who, though he liked Bob, was not
by any means willing to give his daughter
to him. “ For,” he thought, “ 1, as an
operator, never made much success, and 1
don’t suppose that young fellow will.”
Someone has said the course of true love
does not run smooth ; nor was Bob an exception.
One day the following came up: “ ‘ Sis,’
I am going to ask your father for your
hand.”
Alas, for Bob, Bill came in just as the
ticker began to sound, and heard it all. He
raged and, I suppose, swore.
“ Ask me for your hand. Well, 1 don’t
think he will get it. Now I understand
what that wire was strung for. But I can
fix that ” ; and he grasped “ Sis’s ” scissors from the table.
Click, goes the wire, and Bob is cut off.
He is frantic the whole day. What was
the matter ? A tree fell down and cut the
wire, he suggested to himself.
When five o’clock came he rushed in
haste to Bill’s cabin. Bill was there to
meet him with such words as angry parents
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use when their children are untrue, as they
term it.
“ So your wire was for making love, and
you want my ‘ Sis.’ Well, young man, I
have cut your wire, and likewise your acquaintance.
Don’t come up here any
more.”
With this he was gone, and Bob was left
stupefied.
“ I’ll wait till the 8 o’clock special goes
by to-morrow and fall in front of it,” he
thought.
“ No I won’t.
‘ Faint heart
never won fair lady.’ ”
To make matters worse, Bill moved up
to a ranch somewhere in “ No Name
Gulch,” about forty miles from Bob’s
tower.
The world again was dark for Bob. The
days in the tower were worse than at any
time before. He racked and racked his
brain, but no solution came.
Then vacation came; but what use or
pleasure was it for him. He decided, however, to go away, and he informed “ Sis ”
of his intended departure. He met her
secretly and told her he would be gone for
a month, but would be back with something to remove Bill’s objection. What it
would be, he knew not. “ Sis ” was satisfied with many sworn promises, so they
parted.
October 16th he is in Chicago, but in an
unhappy frame of mind. Aimlessly he
wandered here and there till at last he
came to the Chicago Times-Herald building. A crowd congregated there attracted
his attention, so he stopped to see what the
excitement was.
He sees the messages
announcing the various positions of the two
great yachts, and is about to go on when
something arrests his attention, namely,
a notice saying “ these messages are direct
from the La Grande Duchesse.” What is
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the La Grande Duchesse ? He ponders. In
answer to his inquiries he learns that that
is the name of the ship from which Marconi is telegraphing for the New York
Herald, by means of wireless telegraphy,
the results of the great international races.
He makes no further indication of his
ignorance but walks rapidly to the rooms
of some operating friends of his. They
tell him all about this wonderful invention,
but are astonished at his ignorance. When
he tells them of his station out in the wilds
of Utah they are satisfied.
While they are explaining, Bob is all
attention. Suddenly he shouts out:
“ I’ve got it.”
“ Got what ?” they ask.
“ O, nothing, only the understanding,”
suddenly brought to his senses by their
question.
The next morning he starts out to buy
a complete set of wireless telegraphing instruments.
“ Whew! that price is steep,” he said,
when told the price. “ Well, 1 am willing
to spend all 1 have saved, if I can only win
‘Sis’ and outwit Bill.”
All the necessary apparatus is bought,
together with the instructions.
“ But how about running a wire up a
pole ? That will never do. Bill will be
suspicious. Why won’t box kites do ? I’ll
try them, anyhow.”
At last he is ready and happiness dawns
on him again.
The next train out from Chicago takes
him back to his tower and the field of his
love.
“ Now,” he said to himself, “ let Bill
cut my wires; 1 think he will find it a
pretty tough job.”
The rest of vacation is spent endeavoring
to see ‘ Sis ’ alone. At last he is successful,
and propounds his scheme.
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“ Grand,” exclaims ‘ Sis.” “ Get everything here as soon as possible. I can telegraph all over the country to the girls,
can’t I ? ”
“ Of course, you can’t. Besides I didn’t
buy these things for that purpose. I want
you to telegraph to me.”
“All right, but we must look out for
papa.”
Bob learns that Bill will be away for
several days, so he brings up the instruments. “ Sis ” is mystified at first, but
gradually grasps the thing and is ready for
action. Accordingly everything is stored
away in her own room, where Bill rarely
ever goes.
Now she must get to work. First she
tries the kite. Up, up it goes till it has
reached three hundred feet. Bill, who
finally observes it, is satisfied when he is
told that it is only a kite she got down in
Salt Lake last summer and had forgot to
fly it.
Now comes the hardest job of all, to
set up these instruments. After Bill has
gone out she sets to work. The key relay
and sounders give her no trouble. She
even knows how to join the cells to the
induction coil.
But there is trouble ahead when she
looks at the brass balls on top and the kite
flying out the window.
“ Bob didn’t say which one 1 should
attach my kite to, I am sure. Oh, how I
wish he was here! But if he were and
could be I wouldn’t have any use for these
old machines. It’s near half-past ten.
What shall I do ? 1 was to be ready at
eleven. I must do something. Oh, I
know. I’ll stick a pin in a book, just as
we used to do at school when we wished
to decide who would have the honor of
buying the chocolate for the evening. If
it’s nearest R, I’ll attach it to the right-
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hand ball; if L, the left-hand ball. Ah !
there it is R. My kite must go on the
right-hand knob. But now, what about
that little thing Bob called the coherer?
Must that be attached to the kite? Of
course; how stupid of me. He said so,
and 1 suppose it is true. Well, I guess
I’ll have to join the right end here, just as
I did on the transmitter. If the old thing
don’t work, Bob will have to come up and
do it himself. He should have done it in
the first place. 1 am half afraid of these
things. Ah! there it is done, and five
minutes of eleven. Just think, five minutes more and I’ll be talking to Bob, provided that old pin went to the right place.
What’s that ? Tick, tick. Yes, yes,”
and she claps her hands with joy as she
hears the sounder say:
“ ‘ Sis,’ are you ready ? ”
Back goes the answer:
“Yes, Bob,” but not without several
little frightened screams on her part as she
sees the electric sparks fly from one pole
to the other on the induction coil. For
awhile she is afraid to go near it. But the
messages coming from Bob strengthen her
courage, and she sits down for an hour’s talk.
Back and forth fly the messages with
lightning rapidity. What they were—well,
that’s sacred. Wehrle told me not to record
save what was necessary. They must have
been important, however. I can say that
Bob and “ Sis ” were happy again.
Day after day she flew her kite, much
to Bill’s wonderment.
“ Well,” he thought, “ if that kite will
help to keep her mind off of that youngoperator, 1 am satisfied and will ask no
questions. ”
And once again the course of love was
running smoothly. Bob and “ Sis ” were
talking every day. But one day something
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happened to disturb their happiness, and it
came about in this way.
“ Sis ” allowed her kite to fly from her
window, so that if Bob or she wanted to
talk, everything would be in readiness.
Bill had gone off to his sheep,—“ Sis” to
her garden up the gulch a piece. No one
was home. Bill forgot his knife. Accordingly he retraced his steps homeward.
Arriving there he was unable to find the
object of his search, so he called “ Sis,”
but she was nowhere about. Thinking
she might be in her room, he'went there
in search. You can imagine his surprise
when he opened the door.
There were all the telegraphic instruments
ready for action. The room looked more
like a scientist’s workshop than a lady’s
boudoir. He was stupefied, curious, and
afraid.
His surprise reached its height
when he heard the little tapper strike the
coherer, then the sounder announce,
“ ‘ Sis, where are you ? ”
Wild with rage, he rushed out into the
yard to find the wire. Every tree, bush,
and pole about the yard he examined. He
crawled all over the house and outbuildings.
Indeed he even dug up the ground to see
if the wires came from there, for he observed one running from “ Sis’ ” window,
but it went about six inches beneath and
stopped, so he was satisfied. All he could
see'was the innocent little box kite flying
from the window. Back he went to the
house in a troubled state of mind. Still
the sounder was ticking.
“ I wonder if 1 am becoming crazy as so
many sheep-herders do.
Probably the
sight of these instruments makes me think
I hear a sound. 1 am sure 1 heard a message and I am equally sure there is no wire.”
There it goes again,—“‘Sis,’ are you
there? ”
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Out he goes once more, shaking every
tree and pole in sight. Again he digs up
the ground and cuts the wire he saw running down from the window.
“ But what’s the use of that,” he thought,
“ that wire was cut before. Can this be
my imagination or am I crazy. 1 believe
I’ll go down to Salt Lake and consult a
physician. Probably my eyes and ears
have deceived me; I’ll go back and touch
the things I imagine 1 see.”
His curiosity and astonishment had long
since turned-to fear. He was trembling all
over. He goes into the room only to hear
those terrible sounds and no wires to bring
them. Having decided that his senses have
deceived him, he touches the least formidable and the one with which he was most
acquainted, it being the sounder. Crack,
crack went the sparks of electricity as it
flashed across the induction coil. He had
seen lightning strike his tower and knew
the danger. This must be the same. He
gave a yell that would do credit to a Commanche and dropped almost dead in his
chair. Shivering, he sat there beside himself with fear. The room was filled with
strange things, devils, he thought, all after
him for his cruelty to “ Sis.”
His cry attracted “ Sis ” who was leisurely returning from her garden. She
noticed the confusion about the place, and
was alarmed. But when she heard groans
coming from her room, she chided herself
for ever bringing those terrible instruments
there.
Her first thought was thather father had
been injured by them. When she went
in and heard him cry out, “ Take it away!
take it away! ” pointing to the induction
coil, she could hardly refrain from laughing. Finally she calmed him and asked
the trouble. His only answer was, “ Take
it away! He is after me! ”

His brain worked up to such a pitch, he
was ready to see anything. To satisfy him
she sent the following:
“ Bob, are you there ? say something.”
Bill, by this time, was a little more
composed, and heard the message. But
his fear was renewed when he heard the
answer.
“ Yes, ‘ Sis,’ 1 am here and ready to
talk to you forever. I have been calling
you all morning.”
All Bill would utter was a sigh.
Then while “Sis” was busy transmitting and receiving messages, all of which he
heard, he suddenly said:
“ ‘ Sis,’ 1 am sorry. I am afraid I am
going to die, I wish I had let you marry
that young operator, and have him here on
the ranch.”
“ Sis ”
immediately saw that things had
taken a favorable turn, but she was afraid
of her father’s condition, so she decided to
explain.
“ Don’t you know, papa, this is wireless
telegraphy. You see, the waves strike this
funny little glass tube they call the ‘ coherer ’
and complete this circuit here through one
relay and then, of course, you know how
the sounder works.”
“ Yes, I suppose 1 do,” said Bill, “ but
where do you get the current ? ”
“ Why, don’t you see the kite flying
from my window ? That kite seems to
collect the waves—Hertian waves, Bob
calls them—that are in the air. But Bob
himself doesn’t know much about that.’’ 4
“ Bob! what’s he got to do with it ? ”
said Bill.
“ Oh, he has the same apparatus down
in his tower.”
“ Well,” responded Bill, whose electrical
nature was now asserting itself, “ how does
that little glass thing complete the circuit ? ”
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“ Oh, that’s filled with little silver and
nickel filings, which arrange themselves in
order when the waves come, and thus offer
less resistance, allowing the waves to pass
on.”
“ Now, I’ve got you,” thought Bill.
“ Why don’t the waves keep on going ? ”
“ Stupid,” said “ Sis,” stamping her foot
and fearing he would go beyond her
knowledge. “ Don’t you see that tiny
little hammer there ? When the current
flows it strikes the glass just like the
hammer on an electric bell and mixes up
the filings, so the current is broken and the
sounder ticks, as you have noticed.”
“ ‘ Sis,’ if you tell me one more thing,
I’ll quit thinking I am becoming crazy.”
“ Sis ” laughingly asked, “ What is it ? ”
“ Where do these waves you speak of
come from ? ”
“ Why, from Bob, of course. They are
electric waves.”
“ But how does he make them ? ”
“ Sis ” laughed again and said, “ Do you
see that dangerous-looking thing you
pointed at and said, ‘ Take it away ? ’
That makes them. Those sparks you saw
generate the electric waves and they are
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carried on and on everywhere.
But,
Papa, don’t ask me any more. I am not
an electrician.”
“All right, ‘ Sis.’ But one thing more.
Who invented that ? Who invented
that ? ”
“ Bob, I suppose. He gave the instruments to me after he came back from
Chicago. When I saw they would serve
our purpose, 1 was happy and ready to use
them.”
“ When you saw they would answer
your purpose,” said Bill. “ What purpose? ”
“You know, Papa, you forbade Bob
coming here, and 1 loved him, so what
was 1 to do ? ”
“ ‘ Sis,’ tell Bob to come up as soon as
possible. I want him to take charge of
my ranch and— and the other things, for
I see 1 can’t.”
And Bob nearly leaped for joy when he
heard the message: “ Bob, dear, papa
wants to see you just as soon as possible.
He wants to give you something. Can
you guess what ? ”
BiJAX, ’00.
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WINTER.
From out his castle in the North
Down comes the wintry king,
With lusty shout he issues forth
As Northern bugles ring.
Rich Autumn doffs his cap of leaves
To greet his hearty lord,
All gathered are his golden sheaves,
And in the barns well stored.
No mother feels with more delight
Her child’s breath on her cheek
Than I the winter winds in might.
How oft I’ve watched them seek
To rend a gouty, stiff old beech,
To tear him from the ground
With fright the wretch will shout and
shriek—
The winds fly at the sound.
From Winter’s hand the cup of youth,
Of vigor, and of health
I take—there glows, in very truth,
Of life, of joy the wealth.
’Twas when he reigned that angels sung
Their hymns of joy and praise ;
In his clear sky the story was sung
To light the Eastern ways.
He leaves his castle in the North!
Let’s greet the wintry king,
And may he always issue forth
As Northern trumpets sing.
H. J. F.
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OVER PAINTED HILLS AND PLAINS.

T

HERE is a pleasure in riding over the
hot, dusty, sun-baked trails of the
West. A pleasure one cannot explain, except it be that the soul rejoices in the simplicity, the reality, and absence of show
that makes it so different from riding as
practised here in the East. To the traveler
accustomed to having his rides set off by
cultivated fields and well-kept roads, the
prospect of riding for days over the barren,
desolate, dusty and uninviting trail that
winds, snake-like, up the ridge from the
little shack which does duty for a station,
is anything but inviting. He will surely
express his doubts as to the pleasure to be
had, and will ride away with the air of a
martyr. But meet him a month or so
after, as he rides in, bronzed, weary, and
picturesque, with his wide-brimmed hat
turned up on the side, his red bandana
knotted around his neck after the fashion
of the cowboy, and he will confess he has
had a month of pleasure, but pleasure
mixed with pain, for there it is that the
real enjoyment of such a trip comes in.
You must start very early in the morning, as the pace is seldom faster than a
walk, and sometimes a great deal of ground
must be gone over before wood and water
are reached, which must always happen
about nightfall. So you are up before
sunrise, the horses are collected, breakfast
eaten, and the start is made. As you ride
along up the mountain-side, the sun raises
his head above the top of the ridge, tearing
into banners the gauzy mist that enveloped
the higher peaks.
This riding along in the cool of the
morning with the sun just peeping over
the tops of the hills in front of you,
while the sky is blue, and everything

smells fresh, generally brings to one the
careless freedom of the hills, and one by
one the entire party will break out into a
rollicking song as they ride. You throw
all cares to the wind ; you are again like a
happy child, breathing the free air of its
first holiday. Nowhere does the sun shine
so bright; nowhere does the sky seem so
blue as here among the mountains.
Soon the summit is reached, and then
you plunge down into a narrow canon only
to clamber up the other side.
Round
rough boulders of lava the trail winds like
a snake, and then darts up a steep slope
worn bald by thousands of sheep that have
just crossed it.
Rain is infrequent in this dry region, and
when it does come, it is generally accompanied by hail, which beats down with
terrible fury on the poor wayfarer who
happens to be exposed to its violence. 1
remember once while travelling with a
packer and six horses, heavily burdened,
across a range covered with burnt but
standing timber, having been overtaken by
one of these hail storms. Our horses, wild
with terror and pain, started to run, and,
despite all efforts, went through the forest
of dead trees tearing off the packs and
scattering pots, pans, coffee, flour and
canned goods over the ground in endless
profusion. We also came in for our share.
For when the storm had passed and the sun
came out we found we had many a black
and blue spot upon us, and it was not
without profanity that we set forth to capture the horses’and to collect our scattered
stores.
As the day grows older the sun becomes
hotter, the dust increases, and you are glad
to stop in the shade of a grove of quaking

180

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.

asp, from which a cool stream runs. Here
lunch is eaten and the horses rested and
looked after. You must give your horses
the best of care, for woe betide the traveler,
prospector or ranchman, who is left afoot
in this burning country.
After the noonday intermission the trail
is resumed. Down through a deep valley,
which stops abruptly at the foot of the
vari-colored cliff, it leads. Then, serpentlike, winds up the cliff; now turning in,
now out; here doubling back, there rising
so straight and steep that it almost seems as
if one would fall backward, till at last the
top of the divide is reached.
From the foot of the range a great
desert, covered with sand and sage brush,
now gray, now green, through the hot dry
air spreads itself out, while at the far end
rises another range of snow-capped mountains that shine and glimmer in the sunlight.
After much winding in and out you descend from the divide and are riding along
the desert. The day is fast going and the
horses are now urged from a walk to a
trot, and from trot to canter, as the sun,
which has been moving slowly all day, suddenly starts to descend with swiftness.
The party, which have hitherto been riding
in pairs, now drop back to single file, and a
deep silence reigns, broken only by the
rhythmic hoof-beats of the shaggy cayuses
on the hard sun-baked trail.
Slowly this silence, the measured beat,
and the swinging motion of the horses
brings on a dreaminess; you forget the
heat, forget your thirst, forget all the discomforts, and you are only dimly conscious of the glorious color which the
setting sun spreads over the plain and
mountain. But you take it in. It is
stored in the treasure-house of your mind,
whence some day, when ranch and trail
are far distant and cares oppress you, you
will dream the memory of that sunset.

At last you come to the camping
grounds.
The packs are unloosed and
supper, with its dough-bats, baked in a
frying-pan held before the fire, is eaten.
As darkness falls after supper, forms
will loom up through the gloom and take
their places by the fire; they are sheepherders, ranchmen, prospectors or travellers
like yourself, who have seen your fire,
and have come to get the news and
talk. After the pipes are lit, under the clear
western heavens in the shadow of snowcapped peaks, while the soft, brisk wind
rustles the sage and tall prairie grass, here
is both the time and the place for a story.
Perhaps it will be a wild tale of adventure
in some foreign land, a ridiculous hunting
experience, or a prospecting story. Then
striking a deeper vein, some one may tell
why he is there, of chances thrown away,
or of a brilliant life spoiled by some act of
folly. Then you will become the speaker,
and tell this one of New York and that one
of Chicago. You will, perhaps, mention
names, and if you can scan their faces
closely you will see some one start at the
mention of a familiar name or see a
dreamy far away look come into those
faces, now roughed by hardships, as the
mention of some well-known spot brings
back the memory of happier days.
Then, as it grows late, they will rise,
shake hands with you, and leave. You,
rolled up in your blanket, sleep the dreamless sleep of happiness, and they—who can
tell what another thinks ?
Some day, years after, you will see in
the newspaper a dispatch from this far
Western country, and all this will come
back to you—the memory of this long
trip, its long rides, its heat, its hardships,
its pleasures, will all come back, and for a
time you will envy your less fortunate
brothers on the starlit plains of the Golden
West,
THOMAS V. SULLIVAN, ’OO.
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BRADLEY.
HE younger brother had loved her in
his own peculiar manner, so characteristic of himself ever since his feelings of
boyish regard could be dignified by this
much abused title. He was from childhood
a retiring, reticent character that allowed
many things to pass by unnoticed; things
that other boys would complain against he
passed over in silence, but he was very observant in his silence. He was also very
sensitive, in fact, almost too sensitive, as
those who attempted to cultivate his friendship noticed. It was owing to this trait of
reticence in his character, which many adjudged weakness, that Fred Bradley, now
a Junior at the University, had never told
Miss Helen Thompson of his affection. He
and his elder brother, who was of a character diametrically opposed to Fred, were
to leave the next day for the University, so
Fred determined to tell her that night and
to learn his future fate.
She was at the Bradley’s that night, sitting between the brothers, and looking,
Fred thought, more beautiful than ever.
As dinner proceeded, the conversation
turned to the subject of ideals, and with
failing hopes he listened to her as she spoke
of her ideal man.
She told them how, when she was a very
little girl, she had once found an old diary of
one of her great-great-grandmothers, in
which that distinguished personage had
written the things she had required for her
ideal man, and how she herself had adopted
those precepts as her own. The man must

be of athletic bearing, a leader among men,
not handsome, but good, true and brave,
a man whose soul could brook no defeat,and who must not have one trace of conceit in his general make-up. In Fred’s
opinion, the ideal was an utter impossibility.
As he knew that he could never answer
her idealistic requirements, his thoughts and
plans of telling her of his love vanished,
leaving in his heart a dull, cold feeling of
despair, which the impending parting in
no wise lessened, The next day they left
for the University.
About two weeks before Thanksgiving
both of the Bradleys received letters from
their sister, telling them that Miss Thompson had spoken of going to the college
town to attend the football game that was
to be played on Thanksgiving day. Both
brothers wrote Miss Thompson very friendly
notes, extending invitations to the game
and promising constant attendance while
she remained in the college town. In response to both she accepted and gave them
the address of a mutual friend with whom
she would stay while in the town, inviting
both to call.
The elder Bradley was to play a back in
the game, so when they called upon Miss
Thompson, Fred sat in a rather forgotten
manner as his elder brother explained to
the hostess and to Miss Thompson the
secret of signals, mass plays, passes, and
such essentials of every foot ball team.
Fred almost wished that he was a foot-
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ball player when he noticed with what
admiration they looked at the bandaged
hand of his brother, and, as such ejaculations as “Oh, how dreadful!” “How brave!'’
“ Doesn't it pain you awfully ? ” came to
his ears, a half resolve passed through his
mind that he would play football next
year.
After nearly a half hour of silence Fred
awakened the two young ladies from their
hero worship by mentioning the project of
getting up a party to attend the game.
The party was arranged and he was to act
" as guide*
It was a great game, in which both
sides showed the effects of long, diligent
training by their masterly efforts to conquer each other.
Bradley’s elder brother showed himself
a “star,” meriting all the applause that was
frequently and freely given him. In the
first half neither team scored, but the home
’Varsity ran into the training quarters during the intermission, confidently smiling,
as they knew the other team was weakening.
Bradley, the half-back, bowed cheerfully
as he passed quite near their party, and
appeared as fresh as when he first began
the hammering of the opponents’ line that
was such an essential factor in its becoming
weak.
The second half began with the ball being kicked to the home team; then was
the battle the finest.
By constant hammering and plunging
into the line, the home ’varsity carried the
ball straight towards the enemy’s goal,
then as one of the backs went into the
opposing tackle on a mass play, the ball
was fumbled and one of the visiting eleven

fell on it. The visitors were weakening
and failed to gain the necessary yards so a
repetition of the beginning of the half ensued. It was of short duration as the
home team carried the ball across the goal
line on repeated line plays.
But the last four yards and the score
were dearly bought as Bradley, who made
the gain and score, was lying on the ground
unconscious.
A crowd of his own players gathered
around him, tenderly lifting him to a
stretcher and sending him to the hospital.
Young Bradley immediately left Miss
Thompson and the party and assisted in
carrying his brother.
As soon as an examination was made,
the doctor, who had tended many an
injured brave, told Bradley to telegraph for
his parents as his brother’s injuries might
prove serious.
Then followed three weeks of anxiety,
between life and death, during which time
the younger brother regardless of remonstrances from nurses and parents, watched
by the bedside almost night and day.
Miss Thompson was forgotten, at least
so it seemed, until Miss Bradley told her
brothers, as she stood by the bedside, that
she had returned home. The boy on the
bed turned to look at his brother as the
latter emitted a simple “ has she ? ” but he
never realized what thoughts he caused
when he said, “ Never mind, Freddie, she
will be around as soon as we get home.”
As Fred sat in silence throughout the
long winter afternoon, he wondered
whom she would come to see, and he
resolved to avoid her, not to allow himself
to stand in the way of his brother’s happiness.
When the Bradleys returned home, and
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during the ten weeks of suspense following
the final operation which the injuries necessitated, Miss Thompson did call, and that
very frequently. She observed the younger
brother, his tenderness, his unceasing care
in fulfilling the least whim of his patient.
She also noted his carefully veiled avoidance of herself, and v/ondered at his action.
When the injured hero was sufficiently
convalescent, the family decided that to
spend the remainder of the winter in Florida would be of more advantage to both
boys than college. The family physician
added his opinion that the departure be as
soon as possible, since the climate of their
native State retarded the convalescence of
his patient.
Both boys disliked going before Christmas, but their parents were determined, so
the day of departure was fixed.
The night before they left Miss Thompson sat at dinner between the brothers as
she had done in September, and everyone
noted how perfectly divided was her attention to each of the boys.
Fred, remembering the words she had
spoken on the last occasion similar to the
one then, avoided the subject of ideals,
until she herself—it was her hobby—introtroduced it when referring to his care of
his brother.
“ I visit the hospitals quite often now; I
think it is the noblest thing imaginable.”
“ Don’t you think,” he said, “ there are

183

some leaders among men theremen and
women who devote their whole lives to
nursing and caring for the sick, when they
could do more good and gain more renown
out in the world?”
“ But, Fred,” she replied, “ I’ve changed
my ideals since our last dinner together.
1 don’t think anyone could attain the standard 1 placed for my ideal; though it was
like losing old friends, 1 have more natural
ideals now.”
After dinner, it happened, in some way,
that he and she were sitting in the back
hallway, by the open fireplace, as they had
so often sat when both were children.
He knew that he was excited; he felt
all atingle when her great brown eyes were
fixed upon him. The fire was burning very
low and the chairs were very dose together,
then—the great Lords and Ladies who
lined the walls around closed their ears
and the dragons’ heads on the mantel for
once relaxed their fierce and fiery gaze, as
they listened to the sweetest of stories.
Neither brother had received any of the
customary family gifts for Christmas,
owing to the hurry of their departure,
and Mrs. Bradley, at the station next day,
said : “lam afraid, Fred, you aren’t very
rich in Christmas gifts.”
I am satisfied, mother,” he replied,
and went away enriched beyond measure
with the assurance of a true woman’s love.
1901.
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UNCLE NED.

P

OOR “ Uncle' Ned ” has gone. He
had been in our family for years, had
faithfully served three generations,—grandfather as body-servant, father as coachman,
and the children as a teller of ghost stories.
Even now 1 can see him, his kindly gray
hair and gleaming teeth contrasting sharply
with his beaming black face, sitting in the
chimney-corner of his little white cottage,
soothing his nerves by the sorcery of his
magic pipe, as happy as a king.
Why shouldn’t he have been. He had
no vain and foolish ambitions to cause him
days of worry and nights of sleeplessness;
but with his wife by his side, and his pickaninnies rolling on the floor, he had no
worry or thought of the morrow, and was
perfectly contented.
He used to tell me by the hour of the good
old times “ befo’ de wah,” of the dances
in the “ great house,” and the cake-walks
in the quarter; of the fishing excursions
on which he had accompanied grandfather,
when a boy; of the battles he had gone

through with father, and of many other
subjects which never failed to interest me.
“ He was a praiser,” as Horace says, "of
the time when he was a boy,” for, as old
Ned said, “ De niggahs then had raisin’ an
no lamin’, an’ now dey got lamin’ an’ no
raisin’.”
Although the old fellow was always very
polite and deferential towards “ white
folks,” he was very pompous and bombastic towards “ pooh white trash ” and
common negroes; for, as he took great
pride in telling them, he belonged to
“ quality.”
Although he sometimes gazed too long
on the bowl while the wine is red, and
occasionally drifted from the straight and
narrow path, into someone’s hen roost, yet
his heart was pure and simple, and he died
mourned for by his friends and family, and
holding the respect of all.
W. W. CULBERTSON, ’03.

LIFE.

One solemn hour swiftly fled,
One flickering moment quickly past,
Awake, asleep and—with the dead,
In cold and darkness hid at last.
J. L. MCA.
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THE WORM.
(A Dual Hole.)

Oh, a rare old wight is the worm, 1 trow,
That delves with his brothers at work.
And choice are his meals in his home so
low,
As are fitted for Death’s good clerk.
For the king, the peasant, the queen, the
dame,
Must come to his house at last.
He feeds on Poverty, Wealth and Fame,
For his table must never fast.
Oh, a jolly old wight is the worm, I trow,
That delves in his shop in the earth!
But his brother hides—the cowering ghoul—
And gnaws at the heart of man.
He only works under crime’s dark rule,
And light is his greatest ban.
Through the staring day and the terrible
night
He munches his meal by force.
Though he hates the name, it is his by right,
They call him—this worm—Remorse.
A merry wight is this worm, 1 trow,
As he feasts in the heart of man!
But there is a heavenly alchemy
That brews a remedy strong
To dissolve this man-hunting enemy
Who fattens on crime and wrong,
And the fluid rare, that out-venoms gall,
Is the priceless gift of tears—
’Tis this that will save from the worm,
men all,
Through a countless host of years.
Oh, a jovial wight is the worm, 1 trow,
That gnaws at the heart of man.
H. J. F., ’01.

THE SNOWBIRD.

Hushed are the woods—no sound is heard,
Save the merry chirp of the gay snowbird,
As he lightly flits from tree to tree—
How happy and glad and warm is he!
A welcome guest, on dreary days
The snowbird frolics and sports and plays
On frosted bough and snowdrifts high,
And sings sweet notes while the winds
blow by.
O ! snowbird dark, with coat so warm,
We love to see thy graceful form,
When howl the blasts, and winter’s day
Has driven other birds away.
E. LYNCH, ’03.

DESPAIR.

O, loud’s the roaring of the winds!
But, hark ! the shriek of wild despair;
The waves fall back with fear-racked
minds
Where sank the soul distressed with
care.

Jos.

L. MCALEER, ’00.
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The old year has passed away with all
its joys and its sorrows, its successes and
its failures, and there opens out another
twelvemonth pregnant with hopes and
aspirations. As had the past year, so
will the present have its joys and its
sorrows, its ups and downs, its fulfilment of hopes and its surprises. Happy
they who have learned from the past so
to model the present that fewer regrets

may be in store for them at the end of
the year. So may it be for all of us!
The JOURNAL wishes to all its subscribers and readers, to the members of
the Faculty in the various departments,
and to all the students, a Happy New
Year.
*

*

*

*

We hope no one will be offended if we
give voice to our views on a subject which
is of the utmost importance to us, namely,
each student’s obligations to the COLLEGE
JOURNAL. In the beginning we want
all to know that the college magazine is
by no means a frictionless machine. On
every side we have difficulties, and probably were you to experience them as we
do, this exhortation would be needless.
First of all comes the subscription list.
We have been looking over it and find
half the students’ names missing. However, we shall not say much about this
subject, as we hope you have enrolled as
one of your New Year’s resolutions a
determination to materially and morally
assist us. Hence, all who have not subscribed will, no doubt, do so immediately,
and all who have not as yet paid their
subscription will surely favor us with
their remittance.
Unfortunately the
JOURNAL is not endowed, nor has it as
yet reached that stage of prosperity when
it can lay aside a snug sum every month,
hence we must resort to this “ growling ”
as some may wish to term it. Unfortunately, too, we must pay for our printing, mailing, engraving, etc., and the
only tender acceptable is money. We
might dwell on that word, hut it is too
commonplace, besides you know what it
means, its power and value, so we shall
let you meditate on what it means to us.
Thus much for your financial obligation.
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But we still have another suggestion. It
concerns literary contributions. Why is it
necessary for us. to ask you to contribute ?
In the beginning of the scholastic year
we had occasion to call upon the members of all departments, and some have
responded to our request, but the majority, alas, have either neglected to heed our
desire or have forgotten. We earnestly
hope it is the latter since every student
is morally bound to assist us. The new
men have now become acquainted with
their environments, hence we cannot
attribute their laxity to bashfulness.
The old men never had an excuse. But
remember, student readers, this is not
addressed to you if you have not been
found wanting in your duty; we desire
only to remind those who have forgotton.
The excuse, “I can’t” is not acceptable. “In the bright lexicon of youth
there is no such word as fail,” we
have read. The same applies to “ can’t ”
in many respects. We are not asking
masterpieces or the impossible, we seek
only what every college student can do
if he tries. You came to college, we presume, to acquire an education and cultivate yourself. What better means is
there, then, than the COLLEGE JOURNAL
to accomplish part of that purpose?
Finally, the COLLEGE JOURNAL is what
the students make it. If it is to maintain
the standard that our predecessors have
given it you must be responsible. Don’t
think the editors are alone responsible.
They have their regular tasks just as
you have, they are busy as you often
claim to be, hence they claim a right to
call upon you. Allow us then to exhort
again all the students of the College—
Law, Medical, and Postgraduate departments, to contribute occasionally.
3CJ
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We shall be grateful and we know our
readers will be pleased.
*

*

*

*

The immense number of newspapers
printed and read in America must and
does exercise the greatest influence upon
the American people. Every man, the
laborer, man of leisure, and business man
must have his morning newspaper. The
children, too, soon learn to pick it up
daily to scan its contents, and to be influenced accordingly. Whether or not
this influence is a good one, is a question
of debate. However, that it can be good
is beyond all question.
That it may be so, two important elements are necessary, namely, healthy and
instructive editorials written by men
with minds fully developed; and clean,
truthful news, free from all unnecessary
sensationalism. That the editorials may
be read and may afford instruction, they
should be attractive and clear. They
must he the efforts of a man able to
shape and weigh his own opinions, to
reason clearly and logically, and above
all, of a man free from any passion or
prejudice. When he espouses the side
of right and justice, he should utter his
opinions fearlessly and honestly, and he
should maintain his position at any cost.
That they should be clear is evident.
The readers are, as a rule, inferior to the
editor in education and accomplishments.
Hence allowances should be made for
their condition. Herein lies the test of
an editor’s ability If he is equal to his
task he can and will make himself .understood.
Hence his place is to teach, not to follow; otherwise his position is not different from that of his readers. He has
the gift of expressing himself more
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clearly, that is all. Men in the ordinary
walks of life have not time to think,
therefore the editor must think for
them. He must take the Questions at
issue, sound them deeply, test all the
good and bad effects arising from the
solution, and formulate his conclusions
accordingly. However, when we say he
should not follow, we do not mean that
he should disregard altogether the opinions of others. When the question is
beyond his grasp or outside his sphere,
he should consult those who have made
a study of the subject. He should act
as teacher to those who are, as we said,
inferior to him. Questions social, political, and moral are his to solve, and
should receive his fullest consideration.
This, we might say, is the theory of
editorial writing.
The news columns, perhaps, have the
greatest influence, since they are most
widely read. Hence the editor should
exercise unusual care here. Inaccuracies,
false statements, and superfluities should
be struck out. He must curb the overambitious reporter who would paint
things not as they are, but even as they
never could be. Anything bordering on
sensationalism naturally arouses the reporter, and, unless he be restrained, he
is apt to go too far. It is not an unfrequent occurrence to hear a reader say:
“Well,that was a clever trick,” or “that
fellow is a sleek scoundrel and deserves
to escape.” What about the poor victimized person, or the morality of the
act done ? They seem to be neglected.
We are not taught to look upon the deed
as such a great wrong. The aim of the
reporter is to interest us, and he often
allows the morality of the deed to go unheeded. Dlaming headlines catch our
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eyes, and we at once devour the narrative, are perhaps horrified, more often
interested, and in a way pleased.
Here, as in the case of the editor,
the reporter is not all to blame; the
reader should have a share. Both sides
seem to have a reflex action, but the
reporter can more easily remedy the defect than the people.
It remains, then, for the reporter to be
restricted to the truth, to be led to moralize, and to be guided by the rules of
moderation. He must be compelled to
make vice repellent rather than virtue.
He must be taught to appeal to our
higher nature rather than to the lower. To
ask an editor to do this may seem harsh.
Yet the fact that many of our editors
have done so and have made their papers
the great educators of the age, shows
that it is not impossible. When, therefore, they are such, they will exert an
influence and a good one.
*

*

*

*

SERMON AT THE MEMORIAL MASS
FOR JOHN VINTON DAHLGREN.

Rev. John Prendergast, S. J., delivered
the following sermon on the occasion of
the Memorial Mass for John Vinton
Dahlgren, at Dahlgren Chapel, Tuesday,
November 14th:
The Rev. Rather Rector has requested
me, my dear brethren in Jesus Christ, to
say a few words at this Memorial Mass
for the repose of the soul of our alumnus,
John Dahlgren. The duty has fallen to
me from no fitness of mine other than
this, that in the olden days he and I
were classmates. ’Twas he who, when
the time came, said good-bye for me and
for my fellows to the faces and to the
halls that we loved. Now that their
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time Las come to say “Yale,” a long
farewell to him, it has seemed good to
Reverend Father Rector and to the
reverend faculty, that the words of farewell which close this most beautiful
farewell service of the Catholic Church
of which you have just been witnesses
and sharers,— that the added farewell
words, I say, would come more fitly from
an old classmate’s lips.
It is many years, now, since John
Dahlgren and I parted, to meet no more
in this world, except once for a few
short moments in Rome.
That his was a more rounded, nobler,
more perfect character in those latter
days than when I first knew him, I doubt
not. For God leaves us here on earth
but to perfect us in His great school of
life if we will but let Him, and John
Dahlgren’s motto was to let Him. He
had in his heart, if not the words, at
least the thought of our poet:
“ Build thee more stately
Mansions, oh, my soul,
"While the swift seasons roll;
Leave thy low-vaulted past.”
Besides, God gave him the greatest influence for good that he can put into
any man’s life, the influence of a noble
woman, the love and encouragement of a
true, good wife. I have been told then,
and I have no doubt of it, that the John
Dahlgren whom I knew and the John
Dahlgren of these latter days when God
took him, were two different men.
But, however true that may be, I have
no reason to forget or to be ashamed of
the John Dahlgren whom I knew. I
remember a gentle chivalrous character,
noble and simple as a child’s ; ever ready
to recognize and value worth in others;
not knowing what envy or jealousy was.
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He was one with whom none of us would
associate a wrong deed, an ignoble or
ungenerous deed; but gentle deeds and
kind deeds always and ever.
Such is my memory of him. I remember, too, and thank him for his kindness
to one diffident, homesick lad amid
strange faces in his first year at college—
myself.
For three years we sat on the same
benches, listened to the same professors,
labored at the same tasks. When the time
came to say good-bye, ’twas he, as I said,
who in my name and that of my fellows
said farewell to the students and professors, words by which most of us cut
forever the ties that bound us to our college. Not so with him! Old Georgetown
had been his nursing mother in the intellectual and moral life for many a long year.
He recognized his obligation to her and
was grateful. When our relations with
Georgetown ended his began. He heaped
upon her benefit after benefit. Only those
in authority know the many beneficences
and kindnesses which have come to the
College through Mr. and Mrs. Dahlgren.
One of them stands here, plain for all
men to see, the pride of old Georgetown,
the fairest gem amid all her treasures,
this temple in which her students and
faculty may fitly worship the beauty and
majesty of God, the Dahlgren Memorial
Chapel.
It is a living prayer in brick and stone
for the souls of those who built it, in the
here and in the hereafter. May God hear
that prayer.
To Thee, 0 Sacred Heart, their piety
has dedicated it.
Listen, we pray Thee, to its voiceless
intercession, and give to both to him,
who has gone beyond all mourning, and
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to her, who rests in sorrow here below,
Thy peace.
Tor this and for many another gift,
Georgetown thanks the living and the
dead. She does more! In her gratitude, she has made him in death one of
her own community. Tor, by order of
Eev. Tather Rector, the prayers and
masses which each member of the community offers for one of our own who
departs from us, have been offered for
John Dahlgren’s soul.
One more word of praise I have to say
of him, and the greatest, no longer for
his fidelity to men or institutions, but
for his fidelity to God.
Old Georgetown had taught him here
his last and best lesson, reverence and
faith toward God and toward his Christ.
He practiced the lesson! I am told that
every month saw, him and his lady wife
approach the Holy Table. In the words
of the aged Apostle, St. Paul, “ he kept
the faith.” In these days of darkness and
spiritual death, when few, Oh, so few,
think of Him whose Name should be
our life, he turned to Christ, with the
words of Mary Magdalene on his lips,
“Rabboni, my Master.” No one need
tell me that his errors, nay, perhaps, his
faults, were there. I know it! Which
of us stands clean in the sight of the
great God before whom “ the angels are
not pure ? ” But he trusted not himself.
He trusted in Him who said, “ I am the
Resurrection and the Life. He that
believeth in me, even though he should
be dead, shall live.” Is that little to say
of a man “he trusted in Christ?” It
may be little while he lives here below;
it may be little while his body walks this
earth ; but when his body lies there, it is
everything! What else can avail him

now ? Woe, woe, to the men, and there
are thousands of them, that are going
out from this life into the darkness daily
without that trusting belief. Out of the
depths, their “De Profundis” shall go
up to God eternally, never, never to be
changed into the “Te Deum,” into the
song of joy of the man who has believed.
“ In Thee, 0 Lord, have I trusted; I
shall not be confounded forever.”
Not only did he make his faith a power
in his own life, he tried to make it, and
in so far as God left him time, he made
it a power in the life of others. That is
what Christ meant his faith to be, a
world power. And now that every other
churph is owning its weakness, its powerlessness, and dropping out of the fight,
now is the time to- make the faith of
Christ what it should be. Young men,
ye are the people! Strange as it may
seem to you in this your humdrum college life, Christ and His Church depend
for their influence upon you. He has
given you as a rule the best Catholic
homes, He has given you the best education that Catholic America can give, you
are getting it now. What are you going
to do for Him when the time comes to
take your place in the ranks and fight ?
Tor fight we must, all of us; there are no
anchorites, no hermits any more. We all
go out to battle! There are just three
classes of you that have gone out and
will go out from these halls.
The first band goes out to oppose the
world tooth and nail. They do nothing.
Tor the power of the world is sympathy ; remember that, not blind opposition, however strong it be, or however
fierce. I need not dwell on this class,
there are few in it.
There is another class, and alas! too
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many of you are in their class, that goes
out determined to he in the world and of
it and with it, wherever it leads. You
say to the world, “Thee will I serve,
thee will I follow.” And when the Master comes, gathering in the sheaves, your
sheaves are empty. Husks, and husks
fit to feed the swine! That is all your
lives have to show.
There is a last class, and he was of this
class, that go out into the world to be in
it—for the men who influence the world
must touch it closely—but not of it.
They are beyond it, above it. They
shirk no worldly duty, they neglect no
worldly office, but they live over and
beyond them all, and they make men
feel running throughout their whole life
the power of their faith, just as men feel
under a silken glove the grip of an iron
hand. These are Christians, Christ’s
men, afar off and dimly like Him who
lived in the world to lift men to God.
Catholic boys, soon to be Catholic men,
the world is turning to you. It is a
weary world.
It has gone far off after its own desires
and sunk deep down into the slough of
despond, while the mists of delusion and
darkness are wrapping it round. It
turns half scoffingly, all appealingly to
you, knowing that if you can give it no
answer, there is none. “ Where are your
deeds?” it says to you. “You say that
you are His followers who came to show
men how to live. Show us your deeds!
What are your thoughts ? ” it says to you.
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“You say that you are disciples, nay,
brethren of Him who said, ‘I am the
Way and the Truth.’ What are your
thoughts and your theories; tell us.
Where are your hopes ? ” it calls to you.
“We have none, we have lost all ours,
we are hopeless. What are your hopes
and your sureties, tell us ? ” What will
you answer. Answer with your lives.
Be models of true Christian men. John
Dahlgren was this while God left him
here. ’Tis my last word of praise, ’tis
what I mean when I say “ he kept the
faith.” From where he lies dead he
calls upon you to do the same amid the
“ lusts of the flesh and the lusts of the
eyes and the pride of life,” that surround
you. And that you may not grow weary
in well-doing, he adds the sanction, the
sanction that falls, oh, so solemnly,
from every dead man’s lips, for now the
owner of those dead lips knows what before, at best, he only believed.
Have you ever listened to dead lips ?
“The world passeth,” they say “and
the lusts thereof.” Oh, the hopelessness,
oh, the despair of those words, when
they fall from the lips of one who has
been in the world and of it and with it,
wherever it led, and now that it has
passed, has passed with it. Hot so John
Dahlgren. Hearken, “ The world passeth and the lust thereof.” “ So far the
same,” you say. Oh, but he has not
finished, listen: “But he that doth the
will of God, abideth”—passeth not—
“ abideth forever.”

Notwithstanding the exuberance of the to think their columns are only given
holiday spirit'that pervades the Decem- them that they may, with their supeber numbers of our exchanges, the ex- rior judgment, pick to pieces their
change columns of many remain the contemporaries. They appear endowed
same in expression and appearance as with a very dimly conceived idea of
when we first undertook the task of criticism, for never a word of praise of
criticising their September numbers.
any magazine is allowed to appear in
Many are written in the same monoto- their departments. Why are they not
nous style; “very good,” and similar such liberal enough to praise what is good at
expressions seem to be the limit of some least once in a great while ?
of the ex-men’s recollections. They
Since the inception of our term of
never vary their way of expressing their office in this department we have noted
praise or their more frequent blame.
with interest the different kinds of
Many others, however, have exchange criticism that appear in the magazines
columns that are well worth reading. of certain localities, namely, that of the
In them is contained criticism that is New England magazines, that of the
of value both to the magazine that is Southern magazines, and that of those
criticising and to the one criticised.
publications we receive from the West.
In the latter class, the exchange edIn a New England college paper we
itors appear to take care in their work; read an exchange column that is written
that criticism is direct and valuable. in a reserved, cold manner that indicates
They disdain to criticise little faults in the character of the school.
their fellow-magazines, that their more
Ill that publication magazines from
frivolous brethren of the other class New England only were criticised.
would dwell upon with a really imposThe exchange columns of the Western
ing dignity.
magazines are usually written in a broad,
Then they would never contemplate liberal style that treats the matter of the
for a moment making their exchange other magazines with a varied and incolumns the outlet of such abusive tirades variably generous touch.
as some of our exchanges do.
Southern exchange editors criticise
There is another class of exchange very politely and gracefully the magaeditors which deserves a slight repri- zines from colleges of other States than
mand. Tha is the class which seems their own, but we have noted a few ex-
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amples Avhere they have been unnaturally
bitter against publications from institutions in their own States.
Of the three styles, however, we rather
admire that of the Western editors, by
imitating whose example the ex. men
of the .New England magazines and of
the South may profit.
*

*

*

*

The Mangalore Magazine comes a very
welcome visitor from the far East. In
its pages is contained one of the best
appreciative articles we have seen; it is
an article on Tom Dutt, an Indian
poetess, who has essayed English verse
writing.
“ Some Krukain Proverbs ” gives us a
very clear insight into some of the most
peculiar customs of the inhabitants of
India and is written in a happy style
especially adapted to the subject.
#

*

*

*

The Bates Student is a very small
magazine .in size but its contents are
articles that are replete with interest and
worthy a careful perusal. The articles
are all very short, so we would suggest
that the editor demand longer articles
from the contributor as the work in the
November number shows that the wi iters
of “The Toilet of Death” and of the
contributions to “ Castonnettes ” are
possessed of the faculties that indicate
power to write longer and, we may say,
better articles.
“ Castonnettes,” although very brief,
shows an understanding of human nature
that is worthy of further development.
The editorial upon the evil of putting
off work until the end of the term, can
be used to advantage by many others

than the students at Bates. The writer
advises those who put off work until “the
regular last-of-the-term rush begins” to
take heed from the examples of predecessors, and to avoid this rush by carefully husbanding their time during the
year.
#

*

*

*

Although we would fain praise our
worthy exchange, The Yale Courant, we
must admit that the number of December the 2d was not up to their usual
standard especially as regards fiction.
In the opening story, although the conversational effect was well worked out,
the plot was weak and the ending was
such as we think ought always be avoided
even in college fiction, namely, suicide.
4

*

*

*

*

The ex. man on the staff of the North
Carolina Magazine expressed his views
about fiction, seemingly before reading
the proof sheets of his own magazine, as
he warned all writers of fiction to avoid
the same kind of plots that has always
been characteristic of modern love stories.
In the same number there appear two
very ordinary pieces of fiction — love
stories that are very trite as regards
plots, and of such similarity that we
think one or the other should have been
retained for a future number or both put
off indefinitely.
* * * *
The Vassar Lit. contains such a varied
and interesting collection of articles that
would make it worthy of too long notice
for this month; let it suffice, then, to
say that it is one of the best, if not the
best publications that has reached us.
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We clip the following from our exchanges :
ERA14COIS TO PIERRE.

Oh, ’tis finely I fare, my Pierre,
With a sword at my side and a fine horse
to ride;
Sure no harm can betide.
Oh, I’ve never a care, fond Pierre,
My life is a-flower like Hyacinth’s bower,
All hail to her dower!
I’ll have gold and to spare, my Pierre,
And a maid that s as true as the heaven’s
pure blue;
Sure good fortune’s my due.
Oh! you’ve laid me a snare, sly Pierre,
The maid has betrayed me, with frowns
she has paid me,
Woe is me, woe is me!
Williams Lit.

STAR EYES.

Starry blue eyes and lips of rose,
Do you laugh at your lover because he’s
old?
Age and passion are not such foes,
Starry blue eyes and lips of rose,
And his heart for you with love o’erflows,
Though his locks are grizzled while
yours are gold,
Starry blue eyes and lips of rose,
Do you laugh at your lover because he’s
old.
—Yale Courant.
A. 0. G.

1652. The Portuguese, however, never
succeeded in establishing any hold upon
the interior, and the extreme unhealthiness of the region where their posts were
placed blighted the growth of their settlements, which are to-day quite insignificant, and will probably some day pass
*
*
*
*
into the hands of the stronger powers.
Since all eyes are directed towards the Besides, their blood has become mixed
Transvaal, and since all attention is cen- with that of the natives to an extent
tered on that part of South Africa, where which has caused the race to deteriorate.”
Then follows an account of the Dutch,
gallant and great battles are being fought,
the article by Hon. James Bryce in the and their trials in the colony founded by
Northern American Revieic for December them. “ It was governed by a comseems especially fit. A fair and impar- pany whose aim was rather to make
tial consideration is at all times welcome money by trade than to develop the
to interested onlookers, and we think his country, and maladministration produced
contribution is so just as to even satisfy a discontent which had begun to reveal
the bold and restless character of the
some partisans.
“ The Historical Causes of the Present settlers.” England, after “ the great war
War in South Africa ” is the attractive against Napoleon (1806) paid six miltitle which the article bears. The con- lions sterling to the Dutch for the counditions of the country, its area, its climate, try, and planted a colony. Thus we see
and the occupations of the people de- the first foothold of England. As time
mand his first attention. The article progressed the English made many misshows much research and study. Speak- takes by altering the system of courts
ing of the first settlement he says : “ It and local governments of the Dutch, by
(South Africa) was discovered at the end reducing the rights of the people, and by
of the fifteenth century by Bartholomew insisting on the use of the English lanDiaz, six years before the discovery of guage.” So the article proceeds, giving
America. The first European settlement much information regarding the causes
was planted at Sofala, on the southeast of the various troubles. Covering, as
coast, by the Portuguese in A. D. 1505, the article does, many pages, a perusal
the next by the Dutch at Cape Town in with care and attention would mean much
The Christmas magazines have been
lying on our table clamoring for notice,
and have been more or less resplendent
in their attractively festive garbs, and
contain plenty of fiction to while away
time’s dull cares. We cannot notice all;
we cannot even mention some.
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benefit to the reader. A map of South
Africa further supplements the article.
His conclusion shows the States previous
to the outbreak of the war, and the
course the Boers followed was “indeed
the only course which brave men . . .
could have taken.” The finish is a good
and considerate one, if we may judge
from circumstances: “ Ho one, however,
denies that the war, in which England
will, of course, prevail, is a terrible calamity for South Africa, and will permanently embitter the relations of the
Dutch and English there. To some of
us it appears a calamity for England
also, since it is likely to alienate, perhaps
for generations to come, the bulk of the
white population in one of her most important self-governing colonies. It may,
indeed, possibly mean for her the ultimate loss of South Africa.”
In the same number we wish to call
notice to Er. Clarke’s article on Confession. It is well worthy of a glance,
and would repay the reader.
*

*

*

*

“The Trust Problem—Its Beal Nature,” by Prof. E. W. Bemis, in the
Forum for December, considers the
question rather fully and deeply. At
the present time, when we are perplexed
with the gravity of the trust problem,
the consideration given here might mean
a great deal. The essential features of
the trust are considered and its difference
from “ so-called natural monopolies.”
After many pages the author comes to
the following conclusion: “The trust
problem, like the slavery question, will
take a generation or more to settle, and,
like the slavery question, will entail endless trouble unless approached intelligently and with deep conscientious devotion to the public weal.”

The Century is a fiction number and
demands some little attention in passing. It is elaborately illustrated and
we think is entitled to the first place
this month out of all the magazines that
have reached us.
#

#

*

*

Harper's, despite the fact that it has
changed hands, has not changed in tone
or quality. It is up to its standard,
usually a good one, and contains many
good contributions.
*

*

*

*

Hamilton Wright Mahri, in the closing
part of his article on “ Poe’s Place in
American Literature,” in the Atlantic
Monthly for December, an article well
worth careful study aud reading, says:
“ Poe’s work holds a first place in our
literature, not by reason of its mass, its
range, its spiritual or ethical significance, but by reason of its complete and
beautiful individuality, the distinction
of its fame and workmanship, the purity
of his art. With Hawthorne, he stands
the primacy among all who have enriched our literature with prose or verse;
but, unlike his great contemporary, he
has had to wait long for adequate and
just recognition. His time of waiting
is not yet over; for while the ethical insight of Hawthorne finds quick response
when his artistic power alone would fail
to move, Poe must be content Avith the
suffrages of those who know that art
which he practiced Avith such magical
effect is in itself a kind of righteousness.”
*

*

*

*

“I could not afford to spare from
my circle,” Avrote Emerson to a friend,
“ a poet so long as he can offer so indisputable a token as a good poem of his
relation to what is highest in Being.”
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To those who understand that character career.” The union as advocated is very
is never perfect until it is harmonious, good if practical. The young men of
and truth never finally revealed until it today whom we have met scarcely know
is beautiful, Poe’s insignificance is not or care how to choose. They wish naught
obscured nor his work dimmed by the else but to part their hair in the middle,
faults and misfortunes of his life. The carry a cane, smoke cigarettes, and
obvious lessons of that career have been cheer their college team on to victory,
well learned; it i s time to seek the deeper Many do not know what path they intend
things for which this fatally endowed to pursue, but go to college just to say
spirit stood; for the light is more than they are college men. It gives them a
the medium through which it shines.
prestige among their lady friends. If
* # * *
the father picks thq courses, the boy does
not that what he desires. This union
The Outing for December contains a
might work in exceptional cases, but on
goodly quota of contributions, and should
the whole we think it would fail. The
be very interesting to all athletically incompulsary system demands certain
clined people.
studies by which the boy is led to think
*
*
*
*
We can hardly say we agree with all for himself, to think what best he can do.
One more citation, then we must disProf. Thwing says in his article on
miss
the subject: “ But the study (Latin)
“ Educational Problems of the 20th Cenhas
its
limitation. For the student may,
tury,” in the November Forum. Accordafter
six
years of reading and reflection
ing to him the 19th century hands six
upon
the
institution of Rome, become
problems to the 20th, “ questions which
conscious
that
he is not getting the beneare as essential and significant as the
fit
from
these
studies that he once requestions which have been settled.”
ceived.
The
minute
investigation may
Proceeding, he considers the six in detail.
prove
to
be
of
comparative
worthlessness.
We do not condemn the article, far from
He
has
entered
into
the
narrowing
marit, but we cannot yield to all he says.
gin
of
profit.
He
gets
less
and
less
for
The first^question “ relates to uniting in
a
larger
expenditure.”
Undoubtedly
a
the studies and the methods of the
man
does
not
expend
as
much
energy
on
higher education the principle of unity
and individuality.” Under this we find a a subject after six years study of the
plea for the elective system. “ The union same as he did when he began, nor does
of unity and individuality as applied to he gain as much as when he started.
the curriculum, and to the students of But there is a gain. If there were not
the curriculum, will tend to do away why do so many men not only study the
with that bane of our educational system, language six years, but six and twenty.
a haphazardness in the choice of studies. They may like to study it. We rarely
.... The studies of the freshman like a thing unless there is something
enjoyable in the same, something which
year will be chosen in the light of needs
benefits us. It may be transitory, but
of the senior year, and both years will
derive their purposes from what the man there is a benefit. If it were a waste of
desires to know and be after his college time, this expending of energy to get a
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small return, why have so many men,
staid in principle and strong in reason,
spent so many years upon this self-same
study? Fact scarcely bears out the author
in these remarks. There are more objectionable features, but we pass them
over.
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playing after dark or on frozen ground
should be forbidden. Again, each team
should have responsible medical supervision proportionate to the incentive.
Boys with natural weaknesses, or tendencies to strains or diseases, should be prohibited from playing. Hot only should
*
*
*
*
the preliminary examination be passed,
Apropos of the subject of football but some responsible doctor or trainer
and the great danger that results from should be on hand to watch how things
playing it, Mr. W. Cameron Forbes are working, and cut out all players who
contributes an article to Collier’s Weekly prove on trial to be loose-jointed, brittlefor October 28. To those who fear the boned, or otherwise unfit.”
game because of its perils, to those who
The remedies suggested in the exdecry it as ungentlemanly and brutal, to cerpt would do much, no doubt, to
those parents who refuse to allow their lessen the danger, but can such a state
sons to indulge in it, a perusal would of things be brought to pass? If we
mean much. The subject is considered could eliminate all persons “ unfit ” we
impartially and strongly. The bad as should diminish the peril, but how many
well as the good results accruing from are really fit? We think the number of
playing are considered. “It is worth fit persons would be very small in prosomething,” he says, “for once in your portion to the unfit. But, however, the
life to have an object for which you are remedies are good and would give milistraining and for which you care more tary schools a chance .to develop teams.
than life itself; to bend your will to
*
*
*
#
that of your captain’s and learn disIn the prologue to the life of Oliver
cipline; to scorn discomfort, injury, and Cromwell, now running as a serial in the
threatened defeat, and learn desperation; Century, John Morley tells us how former
to lose sight of your individuality in that biographers have regarded the character.
of your team, and learn co-operation ; We get an insight of how he intends to
to learn to decide quickly and act in- treat his subject, from the following:
stantly, knowing that at any moment the
‘
i® hard to deny that wherever
result of the game may depend upon fame was useless Cromwell failed; or
the successful performance of your that his example would often lead in
part; to undergo the sickening nervous- what modern opinion firmly judges to be
ness and anxiety previous to the supreme false direction; or that it is in Milton
test, a nervoussnes due not to fear of in- and Bunyan rather than in Cromwell
jury, but to the fear lest you should not that we seek what was deepest, loftiest,
prove equal to the emergency; and learn and most abiding in Puritanism; we
self-reliance.” He admits that there are look to its apostles rather than its soldier.
injuries, and that they “ cannot be en- Yet Oliver’s largeness of aim, his freedom
tirely prevented,” but says they should of spirit, and that energy that comes of
be watched and guarded against. “All a free spirit; the presence of a burning
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light in his mind, though the light to
our later times may have grown dim; his
good faith, his valor, his constancy have
stamped his name in spite of some exaggerated acts that it is pure sophistry to
justify, upon the imagination of men
over all the vast area of the civilized
world where the English tongue prevails.
“The greatest names in history are
those who, in a full career, and amid the
turbid extremities of political action,
have yet touched closest and at most
points the wide, ever standing problems of
the world, and the things in which men’s
interest never dies. Of this rare company Cromwell was surely one.”
This first chapter deals with “Cromwell’s early life.” He says: “ The story
of Oliver’s early life is soon told. He
was born at Huntingdom, on April 25,
1599.”
Continuing he speaks of his
public school and college life, his marriage to Elizabeth Bourchier in 1620, his

199

settling down for eleven years on “the
modest estate that his father had given
him,” his representing Huntingdom in
Parliament in 1628, his seeing Sir John
Elliot, Pym, Cake, Glanvil, Selden, John
Hampden and Wentworth, his first
speech, his moving to St. Ives, and the
birth of his children.
“ The Laws, the King, and the Queen ’
have the second chapter. To “Wentworth, Land Pym” is given the third
chapter. The illustrations, especially of
Cromwell, are well worth mention.
Nor does the excellence of the numbei
stop there. With Ernest Seton-Thompson’s “The Biography of a Grizzly,”
with “Wagner From behind the Scenes,”
by Gustave Ilobbe, illustrated by Archie
Gunn; with Mark Twain’s “ My Dehut
as a Literary Person,” and with S. Weir
Mitchell’s “Autobiography of a Quack,”
we think the magazine offers a collection
of names not easy to surpass.

LAW SCHOOL.
The trials and tribulations of the prospective lawyers have
now passed, and a
clear, unclouded perspective for the ensuing term greets
the vision. When
the recurring season of happiness and
Peace on Earth to Men of Good Will,”
in each revolving year approaches, the
serenity of the student of law is always
subject to mental typhoons; for it is
then that his tale of woe begins. The
first term of the year is like the season of
the calendar year in which it perennially
finds itself the dying hours of the expiring term. Before the term its ghost
gives up, there is a dreadful battle, the
consequence of which appalls the student.
The term examinations stare him in the
face. So it is ever.
On Friday evening, December 15, the
post-graduates first sallied forth to
meet the foe, when they were fighting
the living questions of “Constitutional
“

Law.” Next in line came the first year
men—the tyros—who doubtless discovered much that was hitherto unknown in
the realms of Personal Property, when
on Saturday evening, the 16th, Mr. M.
J. Colbert propounded to them the interrogatories upon this all-important topic.
Then, again, the post-graduates had to
face the foe, when on Monday evening
Mr. J. Nota McGill hurled at each
member of the class, in turn, a fusilade
of knotty questions on Probate Law.”
Even then their task had not been completed. On the evening following they,
together with the members of the second
year class, went forth to attack the intricate windings and fortifications which
are always a source of untold strength
to the practitioner; for on that occasion
Mr. R. Ross Perry offered them in combat the science of “ Common Law Pleading.” On Wednesday evening the siege
was temporarily raised only to be again
begun with renewed vigor on the following evening. The allied forces of the
second and first year students were pi’e“
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pared to resist the inroads upon their
“ Real Estate.” The glory of the conclusion was happily and wisely determined to he due the second year hoys.
Accordingly, on the evening of Friday,
the 22d, exactly one week after the siege
began, the second year class completely
routed all' vestiges of the enemy hy
demonstrating their ability to handle
well all the problems involved in that
branch of our jurisprudence which is
known as “Partnership Law.” Thus
did it remain to the honor and glory of
the class of 1901 to happily restore to
the surroundings of the Law Department
that characteristic serenity which is
always indicative of Yuletide, and the
battles having been successfully concluded, they departed for their homes to
enjoy the domestic tranquillity of this
happy season.
Associate Justice Cole, of the Supreme
Court of the District of Columbia, who
has only recently become a member of
the Law Faculty, on the evening of the
15th of December, concluded what was,
perhaps the most interesting series of
lectures during the term. His deliberate,
simple, and convincing manner of stating
a proposition and then proceeding to its
exposition, has caused the members of
the second year class sincerely to regret
that such an attractive, genial, and
kindly professor, who so thoroughly
carries conviction with his every word,
is not to be with them again. They do,
however, find consolation in the thought
that when the next scholastic year shall
have made its appearance he will be
again among them.
The second year class, at its annual
election of officers, chose the following
to represent them for the ensuing year:
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President, Mr. Frank J. Wisner, D. 0.;
first vice-president, Harry A. Hegarty,
A. B., D. 0.; second vice-president, John
S. Garris, B. S., S. C.; treasurer, Edw.
Birckhead, D. 0.; secretary, Joseph Paul
Fitzpatrick, Penn.
The political atmosphere was not
wholly confined to the second year
class, for the P. G.s have also indulged in the fascinating pastime of
button-holing, log-rolling, vest-pulling,
and other familiar vote-extracting methods. Hpon the conclusion of the balloting, the result was found to be as follows :
President, Frank X. Boden, Wisconsin;
First Vice-President, James F. Kelley,
District of Columbia; Second VicePresident, Jesse Hicks, District of Columbia; Secretary, R. S. Dickey, West
Virginia; Treasurer, B. F. Schubert, Missouri: Sergeant-at-Arms, Ralph Given,
District of Columbia; Executive Committee, E. F. Telford, Missouri; L. J.
Potts, District of Columbia; J. M. Carr,
Indiana; D. J. O’Donoghue, District of
Columbia; R. B. Daish, District of Columbia; Geo. E. Van Castell, District of
Columbia; F. S. Hutchins, District of
Columbia; R. B. Garnett, Virginia, and
J. J. Kirby, Massachusetts.
On Saturday evening, January 6,1900,
the Debating Society will hold its first
meeting of the second term. At this
meeting officers will be chosen for the
ensuing term. The officers for this term
will be chosen from among the members
of the second year class. There has as
yet been no action taken by this class as
a unit to support any individual and it
is probable that several candidates will
enter the field between now and the night
of the election.
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A communication from the Debating
Society of the Law Department of the
University of Pennsylvania, in answer
to a challenge sent them for a public
intercollegiate debate, has been received
by the Committee on Intercollegiate Debate. This communication expresses regret at not having received the challenge
in time sufficient to have made negotiations possible, but arrangements had
already been made with Lehigh. However, a hope was expressed that negotiations for the purpose of holding such a
debate next year might be entered upon,
and it is possible that the year of 19001901 may see a joint debate between
Georgetown and the Quakers.
The Xmas holidays began on the 23d
of December, and will conclude on the
3d of January, 1900.
Mr. John S. Garris, the second vicepresident of the second year class, has
gone to his home in South Carolina to
undergo the bar examination. He will,
after the holidays, return and resume
his study of law at Goorgetown.
The following Georgetown men succeeded in passing the local bar examination and are now full-fledged esquires:
F. C. Mattingly, ’97; P. K. Green, C. E.
Yeatman, K. X. Gwynn, R. S. Warfield,
C. H. Duffy, R. G. Finney, L. P. Harlowe, P. S. Watts, and G. B. Merritt, all
of ’98, Stanhope Henry, M. Damman,
J. T. Payser, W. Lieuallen, and E. R.
Magie, of ’99.
The lecturers for next term, and their
subjects, are as follows:—On Tuesday,
Thursday, and Saturday evenings, at 6.30,
Judge Shepard will lecture to the Postgraduates and 2d-year men on Equity;
on Mondays and Fridays, at 6.30, Judge

Cole will lecture to the Postgradates on
Common Law Practice; while Dean
Hamilton will (after Feb. 1) lecture to
the same class on the same evenings at
7.30; on Wednesday evenings at 6.30
Father Holaind will lecture to the Postgraduates on Natural Law. The 2dyear men will, in conjunction with the
Ist-year men, have Judge McComas on
Contracts, Mondays, Wednesdays, and
Fridays, at 6.30; while Prof. Douglas
will deliver his lectures on Torts to the
lst-year men on Tuesdays, Thursdays and
Saturdays. The quiz masters will, in
addition to the lectures, quiz each class
twice each week, and the Moot Court
will, this term, convene twice a week,
viz., on Tuesday and Thursday evenings.
The Law School Debating Society held
its first public debate of the year on Saturday evening, December 2d. It was a
very auspicious opening for the Society,
as a more entertaining and closely reasoned discussion has not been heard in
the School hall in recent years. The
question—“ Resolved, That the Boers are
justified in undertaking their present
struggle with Great Britain”—attracted
an audience that completely filled the
hall. It was plain to be seen from the
absorbing interest given to every one of
the speakers that the listeners had come
there to be instructed upon an issue
which is now being fought out, with
Africa for a stage and the whole world
looking on with intense interest. They
were evidently not disappointed in their
expectations, since many were heard to
say, as the audience was filing out, that
their hazy ideas on the Boer question had
been better cleared up by its presentation
by the young men than would have resulted from a week’s exclusive perusal of

GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL.
the newspapers and magazines. A splendid vehicle for transmitting information
is this clash of mind with mind.
The debaters were, on the affirmative:
John M. Carr, Indiana, and Charles Denegre, Louisiana; while the negative was
upheld by John J. Brosnan and Daniel
J. O’Donoghue, both of the District of
Columbia. After a graceful introductory
speech by James II. Higgins, Rhode
Island, in which the purpose of the Society’s public discussions and the work
they were intended to accomplish were
outlined, Mr. Carr opened the debate for
the affirmative.
England, he claimed, was shown to
be an unjust aggressor by her past
record, her continual encroachments
upon the Boers, her constant demands
and equally constant change of issues
when those demands were acceded to,
together with her insincerity in refusing
arbitration after the great work at the
Hague. The speaker considered, at some
length, the chief grievance of England—the restrictions on the elective
franchise. He stated that England, by
the treaty of ’84, was given full control
over the internal affairs. After showing
that the right to the franchise is an internal affair, he reasoned that England
had no right to interfere with it in any
way. “England says,” continued the
speaker, “ My citizens wish to renounce
their allegiance to me and become citizens of your country. You aren’t allowing them to do this fast enough to suit
me, and so I insist upon your changing
your laws! ” Mr. Carr then considered
the question from the standpoint of International Law. He averred that there was
no warrant in International Law for the
doctrine that aliens have a right of natu-
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ralization in the country of their choice.
But one privilege they have, and that is
the privilege of leaving the Transvaal
when they please. “ But they couldn’t
take the gold mines with them,” continued Mr. Carr with withering sarcasm,
“ and there’s the rub. It’s a question of
money, pure and simple, and they should
not object to paying a big price for big
game.”
The first speaker for the negative, Mr.
John J. Brosnan, now began his defence
of the English policy in the Transvaal.
Every right supposes a corresponding
duty. We are to deal with facts and
conditions. The Boers are an agricultural, uneducated, superstitious people;
the Outlanders are people from the most
progressive nations of the world, not
mere gold hunters, but men who, with
superior intelligence, have perceived the
resources of the country, and have, by
superhuman efforts, battled against the
obstacles offered, and so far conquered
them as to convert that rich, resourceful
country into a civilized community. The
Boers are in the minority, the Outlanders
by far in the majority, and ever increasing. The Boers dwell on their farms
and cling to their ancient unprogressive
methods. The Outlanders build up the
towns and make use of all the modern
improvements to enrich the country.
The Boers welcomed the strangers;
they were bound to protect and assist
them. Instead of doing so the Boers
have oppressed the Outlanders by iniquitous laws, have hampered them in commerce and trade, have denied them all
civic privileges. By the Alien Expulsion
Bill they have arrogated the right of
banishing from the country any Outlander whose presence was not desirable.
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The liberty of the press is restricted; the
sacredness of the home violated; the English language prohibited in the schools;
legal rights denied; mining operations
in part frustrated by regulations preventing the sale of dynamite, the erection of
railroads, the securing of labor and machinery. Finally, the Boer government
denies to the Outlanders the right of
franchise, and the condition of foreigners
in the Transvaal to-day is that of men
obliged to pay heavy taxes and yet unable to have a voice in the legislative
body that imposes the taxes, a condition
similar to that existing in our own
country when the whole people rose up
and resorted to war to vindicate their
rights. Hence all sympathy for the Boer
is misplaced. The Outlanders are contending for the rights to which, under a
Republic, they are entitled.
Charles Denegre spoke next for the
affirmative.
He took up the alleged
grievances of the Outlanders and asserted
that they were either unfounded or
greatly exaggerated. He brought forward proofs which went to show that
the Transvaal government is not oppressive. Speaking of the taxation feature,
he said that in Rhodesia the tax on the
gold output is 10 per cent.; in the Yukon,
10 per cent.; in the Transvaal less than
3 per cent. He held that government
by a minority was not unknown in history. Even today a handful of English
rule 300,000,000 natives in India. He
refuted the argument that the policy of
the Boers was contrary to the principles
of taxation without representation, and
also the fallacy in the N egative’s argument
that interference was justified for the
good of the greatest number.
Mr.
Denegre closed with a very dramatic

portrayal of the struggling Boer overwhelmed by numbers, with the heel of
oppression on his neck, still refusing to
submit to the taking away of his cherished liberty.
The closing speaker for the negative,
Mr. Daniel J. O’Donoghue, spoke with
great deliberation and clearness.
After an effort to destroy the impression
produced by the natural sympathy felt
for a nation striving apparently for their
rights, the orator proceeded to present
his arguments. The Boers do not hold
a place among the nations. They are a
dependent people, as seen by the conventions of ’81 and ’84. The convention
of ’81 was held at Pretoria. To England
was given a veto power over the policy
of the Boers towards the natives, the
right to move troops through Transvaal
in time of war, and the right to control
absolutely all diplomatic intercourse with
foreign powers. England possessed in
word and in effect the right of suzerainty. In the convention of ’84, held in
London, the word suzerainty was omitted,
but retained in effect. England’s authority remained unimpaired. The Transvaal remained subject to England. Again,
natural right and justice poclaim the
propriety of England’s contention. The
Boers should respect the rights of the
Outlanders. These are not intruders or
trespassers; they were invited by Kruger.
They have no other domicile ; their families are with them. The land is their
country, their home. They have their
rights.
They outnumber the Boers
two to one. They have the most property, and pay
of the taxes. They possess the wealth, intelligence, and energy
of the State. Yet they have no means
of obtaining recognition.
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According to the London convention,
two years’ residence would give electoral
franchise. The Boers raised the period
from two to five years, and afterwards to
fourteen years. Allegiance to England
had to he forsworn and even then admission to citizenship depended on the will
of Kruger and the Volksraad. The Outlander’s children were aliens.
Hence
the English settlers sought the aid of
Jameson. A concession was made in the
form of a second assembly for the members of which aliens might vote. But it
proved a sham. Its action was controlled
by the president and the higher Assembly. The Outlanders thus ignored appealed to England. England fights for
a principle—no legislation without representation.
For this the Americans
rebelled against England. The grievances of the Outlanders are these: A
narrow-minded legislation of the Boer
government. Excessive taxation on machinery, chemicals, and other things
imported to Johannesburg, whose value
has been doubled. The absence of English-speaking schools, and the obligation
to have the children learn Dutch,—a
hybrid at that.
The slavery of the
natives. The religious intolerance. The
ignorance and unprogressive spirit of the
Boers. The courts of law crude and
partisan. The judiciary subservient to
the legislature. The inhibition of the
franchise.
The war has been brought on by the
Boers without reasonable chance of success. They seek only the destruction of
life, and are unwilling to settle the
question amicably. The moderate demands of the Outlanders, concluded the
speaker, are, a modification of the franchise law so that at least they may have
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an effective minority; permission to
educate their children in their own
tongue; a rearrangement of the tariff.
They seek but the fundamental, inalienable rights of manhood, which the Boers
themselves enjoy.
After the debate was over the judges,
Hon. Mark S. Brewer, Commissioner of
Civil Service; Hon. Maurice D. O’Connell, Solicitor of the Treasury, and Hon.
Dominic I. Murphy, Ex-Commissioner
of Pensions, retired to consider the
merits of the debate. They returned,
after a long deliberation, and announced
that they had given the decision to the
affirmative.
In announcing their decision, Mr. Brewer took occasion to thank
the society and the debaters for the real
literary treat that had been afforded
them by the evening entertainment.
Mr. Ross Perry, our celebrated lecturer
on Pleading, is an enthusiastic rooter (to
use a sporting term) for the Debating
Society. Hot content with a personal
word of congratulation to our triumphant
Columbian debaters on the evening of
their victory last year, he came around
to the school the following night and
interrupted the progress of our examination to express the joy he felt in our
triumph and the hope that it would be
a forerunner of many others with such
schools as Harvard, Yale, and Princeton.
This year also Mr. Perry’s interest is
unflagging. Some time ago he announced,
after reading a notice of a meeting of
the Society, that he would close promptly
at 7.30 on that evening, for he never
would take one moment from the time
of the Debating Society, remarking that
he hoped to come around some time early
in the new year and give them a talk on
the importance of joining the Society
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and of participating in its debates. We
are all waiting anxiously for that night,
Mr. Perry.
MEDICAL SCHOOL.
The Christmas recess began at 5 p. m.
December 22d. Classes were resumed
on January 2d.
The clinical courses of Drs. Bayne and
Cuthbert at Providence Hospital, and
Dr. J. Dudley Morgan at Garfield Hospital have been completed for the session.
They have been especially instructive, as
there has been an abundance of excellent
material. This valuable method of instruction will be continued throughout
the remainder of the session.
Dr. Vincent will give medical clinics
at Providence Hospital. Surgical clinics will also be given at this Plospital by
Dr. Mallon, an alumnus of the school.
Dr. Pry will give gynecological clinics at
Garfield Hospital, and Dr. Vaughan will
assume charge of the emergency service
in January at the Emergency Hospital.
This will give him additional facilities
for practically illustrating surgical work.
The course on operative surgery will
begin in January instead of being deferred until towards the end of the session. Dr. Kober will commence the
course on Hygiene immediately after the
holidays. Practical anatomy for 1st and
2d year classes will be resumed.
Dr. McCarthy will become Senior Resident Physician at Providence Hospital
January 1st, succeeding Dr. Wall, whose
term of service expires. Dr. Wall will
receive the appointment of Externe Physician, thus still retaining his connection
with the Hospital. He has served with
great credit to himself and satisfaction
to the staff and the sisters in charge.
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Dr. H. C. Fisher, U. S. A., recently returned from Manila in charge of a number of insane soldiers. After a stay of a
week or so, he has started back to his
post, fortunately, however, with the rank
of Major H. S. V., having been promoted
for efficient and meritorious services.
Dr. Bailey K. Ashford, U. S. A., with
his bride, from Puerto Pico, is in town
for the holidays, and for the purpose of
pursuing some investigations at the Army
Medical Museum upon the cause of pernicious anaemia, which he considers an
animal parasite found in the duodenum.
On November 24th, 1899, he sent the
following telegram to Col. J. Van R.
Hoff, chief surgeon of Puerto Rico:
“PONCE, Nov. 24th,
“ CHIEF SURGEON, San Juan:

1899.

“Have this day proven the cause of
many pernicious anaemias of this Island
to be due to Anchylastomum Duodenale.
“ASHFORD.”

This is is a very important discovery.
The success of the Day School seems
assured. There are now registered 99
students.
Dr. Hawkes, at a recent lecture, announced to the great relief and surprise
of his class of Therapeuticians that there
would be no semi-monthly examination
till after the holidays.
1900.
The greater part of the class are
availing themselves of the unexcelled
clinical advantages, if we judge from
the many marvellous cures and speedy
recoveries.
1901.
Messrs. Dunnigan and Conway have
been regular attendants during the fall
clinic and have done much to relieve
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suffering humanity. Messrs. Higgins
and Keon have again resumed their bacteriological investigations.
1902.
The classmates and friends of Mr.
Joseph Moran, of Hew York, express to
him their deep sympathy in his bereavement on account of the death of his
mother.
1903.
The fears that so many of us entertain lest we should fail in osteology or
embryology will soon be allayed.
SCHEDULE OF EXAMINATIONS.

1900.
Monday, January 8th, physiology, 7-10,
mid-winter.
Monday, January 8th, osteology, 7-9,
final.
Tuesday, January 9th, gynecology,
7-10, final.
Tuesday, January 9 th, embryology,
7-9, final.
Wednesday, January 10th, anatomy,
7-10, mid-winter.
Wednesday, January 10th, ophthalmology and otology, 7-9, final.
Thursday, January 11th, dermatology,
7-8.30, final.
Thursday, January 11th, physical diagnosis, laryngology, 8.30-10, final.
Thursday, January 11th, bacteriology,
7-10, final.
Oral examinations Monday, January
15th, at 7 p. nr.
COLLEGE HOTES.
On December 18th, Rev. Fr. Rector
returned from Oonewago, Pa., where he
made his Retreat.
On the same day occurred the Reading
of Marks for December, and the large
number of tickets distributed showed
that the coming holidays had not wholly
5CJ
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taken away the minds of the students
from their studies.
On the 19th of December a meeting of
the students was held for the purpose of
electing the football manager for the
next season. Mr. Michael Walsh was
unanimously elected to fill the office.
The meeting adjourned to the Refectory,
where a sumptuous banquet was spread for
the members and officers of the football
team. The hall was beautifully decorated, and as a unique decoration on the
long table, were little goal-posts, with
tiny footballs, erected on either end,
Speeches were made by Rev. Fr. Rector.
Messrs. Walsh, Cummings, and Lynch.
Mr. Walsh expressed his gratitude for
the honor conferred upon him, and declared his intention to do all in his power
to secure a satisfactory schedule for the
coming year. He would endeavor to obtain, if possible, games with some of the
larger universities of the country.
On Christmas Eve those who remained
in the College were startled by the sudden cry, “The Convent is afire!” At
once there was commotion throughout
the house. Father Minister gave orders
that all the workmen should leave their
work and hasten to the Convent to give
what help they could. It was found
that a defective flue had set fire to the
Academy Building, the oldest portion of
the structure, where were the dormitories
of the students. The fire spread over
the upper floor and destroyed the roof.
At one time there was imminent danger
of the fire reaching the main building,
but the firemen soon had the flames in
check, and the damage done by the fire
was confined within the building where
it started. The Sisters showed remarkable calm and presence of mind. Sister
Mary Rose, with the help of a servant
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girl, adjusted the house-hose and attacked
the blaze before the arrival of the firemen. Some of the students, among them
O’Shea, Oashman, Martel, Coad, Eice,
and Martin, hastened to the scene and
were of much help in removing furniture
and other things from the threatened
building. The upper floor was completely destroyed by the fire, and the
lower floors were considerably damaged
by water. The loss will reach about
$10,000. Happily it is covered by insurance. Some one has suggested that
we organize a college fire brigade to be
in readiness for the next Convent conflagration. All the students will be
anxious to join. However that may be,
we beg to express to the Convent inmates
our condolence with them for the loss
they have suffered.
During the Christmas holidays several
of the faculty went out on ministerial
Avork. Father Cryan Avent to Frederick,
Md., and then to Fordham, U. Y., to
give a retreat to the TJrsulines; Father
McDonough gave a retreat at Sharon
Hill, Penn.; Father Brosnan in Tarrytown, N. Y.; Father Devitt went to
Petersburg, Ya.;. Father ZAvack to Fairfax, Va.
Among our A'isitors were Fathers Donaher and Mulconry, of the Missouri
Province; Gen’l Coppinger; Fathers
Purbrick and Gannon; Father Caughey,
of St. Stephen’s Church, D. C.; Mr. Jean
Des Garennes, of Washington, and Mr.
Carney, of N. Y.
THE PLAY.

On December 18th the College Dramatic Club brought out “A Celebrated
Case” for the delight of its friends.
The production Avas in keeping Avith the
previous high standard Avhich has charac-
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terized all the public entertainments of
the university. The play itself was remarkably well adapted to the talents of
the men who essayed the different characters, and its interpretation Avas intelligent to a degree far beyond that to
which we have been accustomed in the
Avork of amateurs. This may have been
due to the nicety of its adaptation,
for the numerous excisions from the
text made necessary by the exclusion
of the female parts were so cleverly accomplished that the play itself lost none
of its original continuity, nor were there
any noticeable gaps or irrelevant points
that needed elucidation. The adaptor
certainly did a very clever piece of work.
As to the characters—for naturalness,
we would especially commend Mr. Charles
Cox. His impersonation of “ O’Kourke ”
Avas cleverly done. The character was
not overdone, nor was the brogue. It
was just enough to suggest people A?e
have heard.
Mr. Charles V. Moran, who filled the
principal role of the play, sustained the
high reputation he had previously gained
on the amateur stage. He felt his part
and was able at times to make his audience/ feel with him. A closer study of
professionals Avill enable him to imitate
them in their methods of leading up to
an emotional climax, and of bringing out
by a skilful use of pauses the point
intended by the playAvright, thus producing the full effect upon the auditors.
There is no question as to Mr. Mullally’s ability which has been previously
demonstrated. He Avas conscientious in
his work, and so far as we could see
there Avas nothing that we could adversely
criticise. He Avas especially pleasing in
“A Celebrated Case” for the grace in
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which he acted his paid. Moran Barry
displayed admirable versatility by an assumption of two different parts. His
commanding presence was an immediate
commendation to the audience, while his
lines were rendered with a dramatic force
in accordance with the requirements of
his part. Of Mr. James O’Shea we need
say scarcely anything. Since his entrance into Georgetown life he has been
strongly identified with elocutionary and
dramatic affairs, and has ever acquitted
himself with honor. In “ A Celebrated
Case,” though his part required but
little, he did that little well, and for that
deserves due credit.
Little Herbert Doyle was a charming
“Adrian.” He entered into his part
thoroughly, and acted with a naturalness
and an intelligence that won all. The
scene where he reveals the supposed guilt
of his father is a critical one, and Herbert spoke his lines and acted his part
with all the childlike ingenuousness and
frankness that his part required.
Mr. Stanley Brady and Mr. Fitzgerald
are also worthy of mention, as is also Mr.
Gilbert.
The audience was large, and indeed a
representative one, and that reminds us
of the work of Mr. Walter Greevy. It
matters not whether it is baseball, football, or dramatics, Mr. Greevy has been
ever ready with some ingenious scheme
for the promotion of each. He has
worked indefatigably for college interests
in all branches, and deserves the sincere
gratitude of all his fellow-students.
That athletics and dramatics in college
have been so successful is attributable
wholly to him. He was ably assisted by
Mr. Ellert, who has been energetic in
getting out posters for the events.
To Mr. Geale, S. J., who has been su-

preme in the promotion of the success
of “A Celebrated Case,” hearty congratulations and great praise are due. He is
is charge of dramatic affairs this year.
Prof. Charlemagne Koehler, teacher of
elocution and director of dramatics in
the university, scored another triumph.
He has worked hard with the students
and deserves universal commendation.
The following is the cast of characters:
PROLOGUE.

John Renaud,a Soldier in French Army,
Charles V. Moran
Francis Renaud, Father of John,
James A. O’Shea
Count d’Aubeterre, Commanding “King’s
Own ” Regiment
J. Stanley Brady
Lazare, a Camp Follower, C. Moran Barry
Dennis O’Rourke, an Irish Sergeant in
the King’s Service
Charles R. Cox
Adrian Renaud, Son of John Remind,
J. Herbert Doyle
Seneschal of Village .— Paul J. Brown
Bernard C. McKenna
Captain
William W. Culbertson
Corporal
Mai tin, 1 ihrignds of Francis Renaud
Louis, j
John J. Quinn, Jr., Win. II. Byrnes, Jr.
PLAY.

John Renaud, condemned to the galleys
for life
Charles V. Moran
Adrian, Duke d’Aubeterre’s adopted
son
G. Le Guere Mullally
Count de Mornay, returned from exile,
C. Moran Barry
Duke d’Aubeterre, Governor of Province
J. Stanley Brady
Dennis O’Rourke, in the service of Duke
d’Aubeterre
Charles R. Cox
Valentine de Mornay,
Frank T. Fitzgerald, Jr.
Abbe of the College d’Hyereo,
James A. O’Shea
Marquis d’Aubeterre, brother of the
Duke
F. Manson Gilbert
Sergeant of Guard Wm. W. Culbertson
Joseph, servant to Duke d’Aubeterre,
Martin J. Condon, Jr.
Julius, servant to Count de Mornay,
Ward Francis Barron
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WITH THE OLD BOYS
Antillo J. Devereux, ’98, of Philadelphia,
Pa., managed to tear himself away from his
banking duties and dropped in to see us It is
now a year and ahalf since “Husky” Devereux
left us, and yet there is not much change. He
is the same “Husky” of old, as famous for getting out of scrapes as getting in them.
Mr. Charles O’B. Cowardin, the distinguished
editor of the Richmond Dispatch, and an esteemed alumnus, dropped in to see us. He was
accompanied by his wife and son “Jimmy,” in
residence with us from 95-98. Jimmy is now
engaged in surveying, with some representatives of the C. & O., in West Virginia. We
are glad to know that woodcraft is delighting
him.
We herald with many pangs of regret the
death of another alumnus of Georgetown who
died fighting for his country’s flag. The Evening Star of Washington, D. C., December 5th,
contained the following account:
“A cable to the War Department confirms
the killing of Corporal Louis W. Mohun, of
the Ninth United States Infantry, at Manila,
November 29th. Mr. Mohun was the second
son of Mrs. Clare Hanson Mohun and the late
Richard B. Mohun of this city. He was born
in Washington, but since completing his collegiate course at Georgetown College his profession as civil engineer took him from home.
He always filled positions of 'responsibility :
completing one work, he would take up another
of more importance. He was four years with
the Nicaragua Canal Company, three years in
Batopilas with Governor Shepherd, on the
Nicaragua Canal Commission with Admiral
Walker, U. S. N., and in Cuba as lieutenant of
engineers, under Gen. Mario Menocal. It was
in Cuba he acquired a taste for a military career
and enlisted in the Ninth United States Infantry, as he said, ‘ to learn how to be a soldier
and to win a commission.’
“ His appointment as lieutenant in the Regular Army on the recommendation of his officers
was only a question of a few weeks and it is regretted he did not live to receive the straps he
so honorably earned.

“From an official ‘Soldiers’ Memorial,’ received on December 7th, dated ‘ October 24th,
Angeles,’it is seen that up to that date ‘ Corporal Mohun, since his arrival in Manila, April
23d, had been in the battles of Guadaloupe
ridge and ford, near Los Pinas, June 10th;
Zapote bridge, June 13th ; Bacoor, June 18th;
San Fernando, August 9th; defence of Guagua,
September 9th , defence of Angeles, October
11th and 12th, and a night attack on Angeles,
October 16th from 1 a. m. to 6 p. m., and in
each engagement he added to his record for
soldierly conduct and military discipline.’
Yesterday at all the services in the Roman
Catholic churches of the city allusion was
made to the death of the gallant young soldier,
and special prayers were offered for him. His
mother and sister have the profound sympathy
of the community.”
We regret to have to chronicle the death of
Mr. William J. Kernan, ’81, which occurred in
Utica, December 8th. The JotrasrAn expresses
to hi3 relations and friends its sincere condolences.
Genial “Pat” O’Donnell has called to
exchange greetings, and, as we go to press, we
learn with much gladness that he is going
to stay a week or more with us. After five
years of work Pat feels he is entitled to some
vacation, and considered no place more fit, no
spot more homelike than his Alma Mater under
whose guidance and care he received an education that fits him for his path of life, and that
education is a religious one. A staunch Catholic he is always ready to stand by his Church.
Pat is now Public Administrator in Chicago,
a position he attained by hard and painstaking
labor. He says, “ Every year about Christmas
time I have felt a yearning for Georgetown and
so I have come.” Who of the fortunate ones
will not remember Pat’s stories in algebra, and
his discovery of a new rule ? Who will not
remember Pat’s prowess as center on the football team of ’92 especially ? Who will not
remember Pat’s speeches in defence of the
Irish Cause? Keep up your good work, Pat,
your Alma Mater is proud of you, and, who
knows, but we may have cause to be prouder,
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when we shall see you seated in the Senate of
the United States, who knows, perhaps higher.
P. Allan Kennedy, ex. ’01, is working hard
at medicine in New Orleans.
We oiler our sincere congratulations to Mr.
Edward Jos. Brady, ’98, on his coming marriage to Miss Maud Cleary. It will take place
in Norfolk, Va., on January 17th. All happiness, Ed, to yourself and the fair bride.
LETTER PROM OUR NEW YORK CORRESPONDENT.
Jan. 2, 1900.
: Your New York correspondent has been quite dilatory of late in his
letters, but he promises close attention in the
future to the pleasant duty of putting the Old
Boys in communication with each other. These
few lines might be prefaced with the remark
that this same delinquent has been reminded of
his shortcomings by not less than half a dozen
alumni.
How cold it has grown in Gotham during
the last few days! Strange weather for such
a warm section ! Quite reminds me of wintry
days around the Old North when a half dozen
or more Bohemians drove away the cold by the
genial warmth of their own genuine friendship—and incidentally, I might remark, they had
all the things necessary—all the “ properties,”
so to speak—for a scene such as Horace pictures
in “Ad Thaliarchum.” Though I could not
vouch for the precise similarity of some of the
“properties,” the items tallied in a general way.
I will not describe those days minutely. Tradition alone must hand down the story, and yet I
wouldn’t refrain calling up to my contemporaries the dreadful feeling that filled the place
when a famine came in the money market of
the Old North ; to use technical languagenow that I am located just off Wall Streetmoney—when money was tight, and “call”
money was selling at from 50 to 100. Horror !
but those panics were felt to the marrow of the
bone, and whole wardrobes grew thin and
clocks and watches being given a vacation,
the boys caught the time o’ day and the time
o' night from the toll of the bells on the tower.
Then it was not a straDge thing to see John
Doe or Richard Roe going to town, solemn and
alone, with a bundle under his arm and returnNEW YORK,

MY DEAR EDITOR
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ing sans bundle, but with a re-established credit
in the Old North. What a deep interest Doe
would manifest in the letters which Roe received ! There was a sweet communism in vogue
in the small circle, and when Prosperity or Adversity made a call, all of the coterie were bidden
to give them welcome. Need I speak of the
good cheer that prevailed when some lucky
fellow broke the spell of the Bear Market by receiving a check from home ? Something in the
atmosphere would evidence the fact that the
wolf had left the door, and then wardrobes
grew fat again and timepieces returned to grace
the mantle ; the kettle on the stove just danced
from glee, and dogs barked.
I wish some of the Old Boys would offer a
prize for the bust to “ Our Uncle” or “At the
Sign of the Three Balls.” But I must push
ahead.
I am in receipt of an invitation to the wedding
of Mr. Edward J. Brady and Miss Maud Cleary,
which will take place at Norfolk, Va., January
17, and I am sure all of Ed’s contemporaries
will rejoice in the happy event, and his legion
of friends shower their congratulations upon
him and wish him Godspeed.
John Barrett, ’98, is studying law at Columbia Law School, and spending his leisure hours
in the office of a prominent legal firm in Brooklyn. With a number of other alumni here he
is deeply interested in the success of the coming
glee club concert at the Waldorf.
Tim O’Connell, ex-’99, is attending Bellevue
Medical School and seems to fatten on hard
work. He called on me recently and exchanged
newslets. He told me of many old boys,
among whom was Bob Carmody who has leaped
to prominence and prosperity in the medical
world of Sayre, Pa., and surrounding country.
Good, Bob ! You deserve success and plenty of
it.
Augustine L. Carroll, ’98, is attached to a
commercial house in Yonkers, N. Y. “ Birdie”
is doing well and looks up the old boys whenever he comes to town.
Bernard D. O’Connell, LL. M. ’87, is practicing at the New York bar and promises
exceedingly well in the sphere of politics as
well as in his profession.
Kenneth S. Murchison, LL. M., ’99, has taken
a lucrative position with the law firm of Logan,
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Demond & Harby, in 27 William street. He is
the fourth Georgetown man to locate in the
Lords Court Building.
What a delightful surprise was the call of
dear old Ed. Tobin, all the way from ’Frisco,
on j'our correspondent. Though he was very
busy whilst in town, he found time to look up
many of the old boys. Ed. is looking well,
and doing well, I understand. He stopped at
Washington en route to New York and so,
besides the news of the boys out west, he
brought greetings, etc., from the Washington
contingent. I regretted very much not seeing
him before he left for home, “Joe,” he told
me, is at the Yale Law School, and Cyril is a
Yale junior.
Mr. J. Fairfax McLaughlin, the president of
the local alumni, whose book on Georgetown so
pleased the alumni generally, is engaged upon
another book which will shortly be out of the
press. It is an historical book.
Rev. Thomas J. McDermott, A. M. ’96, was
ordained in Baltimore Saturday, December 23,
and celebrated his first Solemn High Mass in
St. Paul’s Church, Worcester, Mass., on Christmas Day.
>
John J. Fitzgerald, LL. B., ’95, LL. M. ’96"
who was elected to succeed the late William J
Cronin, A. M. '95, LL. M. ’96, as Mayor of
Pawtucket, R. I., was inaugurated on New
Year’s Day. “ Fitz ” had a host of friends at
Georgetown who long ago predicted early successes for him and will rejoice when they learn
of the fresh laurels attained. “Bon voyage”
then to the young executive of Pawtucket who
begins the new century so auspiciously.
I have recently run across a real “ Old Boy ”
who seems to have preserved all the vigor of
youth—Major C. B. Throckmorton, U. S. A.,
retired, and have had the pleasure of hearing
him recount most interesting reminiscences of
his time at Georgetown. The Major was a classmate of Father Doonan, and cherishes tender
memories of old college friends.
Frank E. Smith, LL. B. ’98, LL. M. ’99, is
the latest acquisition to our Georgetown contingent in New York. He has come here to
practice law, and no one was more welcome to
the Old Boys in Gotham than he. Frank is
“ all right,” and that phrase means a good deal
in the vernacular of Georgetown.

Martin Conboy, LL. M. ’99, spent the holidays in New York, and called on your correspondent to compare notes.
William J. McLaughlin, LL. B, ’95, was reelected a Representative to the State Legislature of Massachusetts in November. Likewise
John J. Douglas of the same class.
Georgetown has four representatives in the
office of the Corporation Council of this city.
Chas. N. Harris, Francis Duffy, Thos. C.
Blake, and John F. O’Brien.
Chas. F. Valentine, A. B., ’96, is now connected with the Registered Letter Department
of the New York Post Office.
Outerbridge Horsey, of the same class is with
the General Electric Company.
Jas. V. Reddy, ex. ’99, has joined the Georgetown Colony here, I understand.
I regret to announce the death of the mother
of John Devine, A. B., ’95, LL. B., ’97.
Stephen J. Casey, LL. B., ’96, has been
elected Grand Knight of Providence, R. I.,
Council K. of C.
Among recent callers at your correspondent’s
office were Maurice Kirby, ’98 ; Louis T.
Noonan, A. B., ’95, LL. B. ’97 ; Joe C. Drum,
LL. B., ’97 ; Joe T. McColgan, ex. ’99 ; Jos.
H. Keane, ex ’98 ; Mr. Henderson, LL. B. ,’91;
Will Roach, A. B., ’96, LL. B. ’98 ; Thos. A.
Ferneding with Mr. Kiernan, Rev. Edmund
Burke, S. J.; Eugene D. F. Brady, secretary
General Alumni, Thos. Walsh, Ph. D., ’99 ;
Jim Lavin, LL. M., ’94 j George Beleisle, LL
B„ ’97.
In a recent letter which I received from
Harry Gower, ’98, dated Dresden, December
7th, he spoke of meeting Dr. Ed. J. Mahoney,
M. D. ’95, the Captain of the famous ’95 team,
on the street in Dresden. Doctor Ed. has been
studying abroad and was to return to his home
in Holyoke before the new year. Harry’s
description of the meeting was very interesting.
He sends his regards to “ all the boys.”
Chas. A. Chauveau, A. B., ’95, has begun
the practice of law in Quebec. The firm’s
name is “ Taschereau, Lavery, Rivard & Chauveau,” 75 Rue St. Pierre.
Before closing I want to suggest to the Old
Boys, an oft-made proposition—the advisability
of organizing in the large cities, where our
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alumni are numerous, local alumni societies.
The example of New York and Philadelphia
should be followed by Boston, St. Louis, Denver, and San Francisco. Now that we are beginning a new century, let us cease to be fossils,
and e’en though the local societies number but
a dozen active men, let us organize, and perhaps
after awhile some of the frozen “Old Boys”
will thaw out. I need not speak of the good

213

that can come from such a movement, and
surely no one can say that it would be futile.
To close, let me say a Happy New Year to all
Old Boys, and to Alma Mater a glorious century.
Au revoir.
JOHN P. O’BRIEN.

P. S. I feel that I have forgotten seme Old
Boys, but I will square myself next time.

ATHLETICS.
kicked a very pretty goal from a rather difficult
GEORGETOWN, 11; BALT. MED. COL., 5.
The eleven fought their way on Thanks- position.
In the second half both teams played better
giving Day to a fitting finish of a season satisfactory to all their sympathizers by defeating even than in the first half. The embryo Docthe Baltimore Medical College team by a score tors, however, found it well-nigh impossible to
of 11 to 5. An added reason to rejoice in their gain the necessary five yards, time and time
victory was the fact that thereby we retrieved again, so that they resorted to punting. Durour defeat of a month ago by the same team. ing this half the eleven managed to rush the
Then we met them with our team very much ball from the fifty-yard line to the five-yard
weakened by injuries to some of our best men, line, but here their desperate opponents disbut we easily proved our superiority when our sected the interference four times and then
punted out of danger.
team was entire and in good condition.
The general team-work of our men must
The game w-as hard, but our superior teamwork and superb defensive play told on the have been entirely satisfactory to Mr. Church,
confident visitors, so that while the eleven gath- and individuals proved the coach’s ability to
ered in two touchdowns, the fickle goddess of make something out of not much of anything.
luck, in the shape of an accident to our full- Devlin was unfortunate, but otherwise played
back, permitted the visitors to proudly score his usual brilliant game. Reardon had a difficult task to deceive the eager tackiers on his end,
five points against the Southern Champions.
The opportunity which the visitors seized to but, nevertheless, could be relied on for gains.
gain their only score took place during the first He shone especially in defensive work. Time
half, when Devlin was about to catch a punt on and time again his fierce tackles stopped the
our seven yard line, and Capt. Long called famous tricks which Baltimore confounded us
out to him to allow it to roll over the line. with on our former meeting, and plays that were
Devlin jumped back to avoid touching the ball, meant to be run around his end were abandoned
but unfortunately it hit him on the foot and by the Doctors as useless. Green and Mackay
rolled over the line. He made a frantic dive helped to make this side of the line impregfor it, but Capt. Dunsmore managed to capture nable with the sturdy aid of Capt. Long and
Lycnh. Cummings played remarkably well in
it first. Noble failed in the try for goal.
A brilliant run by Devlin of thirty-five yards his position and displayed very suave diplomacy
was the feature of the game, and then some fine and insisting tact in persuading a runner to lay
line-drives by O’Gorman resulted in the first down his burden and call down. Lenane was
touchdown. On the kick-off Georgetown se- the same as usual, fieice in tackling and very
cured the Baltimore's twenty-five yard line, agile when running with the ball. His frenzied
through a fumble, and Cummings, Mackay, inelegant leaps when tackled were noticed freand O’Gorman found no difficulty in gaining quently with amazement from the side-lines.
the next twenty yards. Then Cummings was Rice was stealthy and reliable on end, and Kerns,
pushed across the line for another score. Green who replaced Reardon in the second half played
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a very strong game. O’Gorman ran well witli
the ball and was generally strong in punting.
The line-up:
Georgetown.

Positions.

Palto. Med Got.

Green
McKay

R. End Capt. Dunsmore
Right Tackle
Hebb
Lynch
Right Guard
-j g;en ^
Capt. Long
Center
Turner
Cummings
Left Guard
Mayer
Lenane
Left Tackle
Scanned
Rice
Left End
Noble
Grade
Quarter-Back
Smith
Kerns, Reardon
Right Half-Back —-Pett
Devlin.
Left Half-Back
gout]j
O’Gorman,
Full-Back
Nolan
Touchdowns—O’Gorman, Cummings, _ and
Dunsmore. Goal kicked by Green. Umpire
Prof. James W. Cain, St. John’s College, Annapolis. Referee—James A. Fechtig, Jr., St.
John’s College, Annapolis. Timekeeper—Mr.
J. P. Fitzpatrick, Georgetown University.
Linesmen—Mr. John Quinn, Georgetown University, and R. G. Perry, Baltimore Medical
College. Time of halves—20 minutes.

j

THE REASON THEREOF.

In a consideration of our football season jus^
completed, happily and decisively, by our vie.
tory of Thanksgiving Day, we perceive immediately that some wonderful things have been
done during the past month, the magic of
which we have not appreciated till now. Prospects seemed to be favorable when college
opened, but, for many reasons, they changed
later, and although we placed implicit trust in
Captain Long’s ability, and also in the earnest
good will of the candidates for the team, yet
even the most sanguine rooters were fearful at
heart and were afraid to indulge even in the
slightest hopes for an eleven worthy of the Blue
and Gray. But our record proves that we all
were fortunately disappointed in this foresight
of ours, and, indeed, to seek the reason thereof
is not a difficult task, or one that requires much
perception, since all knowing the condition of
affairs in football here before and after Mr.
Church’s treatment—sometimes drastic, sometimes pleasant, but always efficacious—will answer at once that that gentleman is the cause of
what glory we have wrested from our rivals on
the gridiron this year.
He won our respect and esteem by his constant sincerity, and during his term of governing the squad in his charge, his good nature
was tempered by such a determination to succeed in his efforts that our admiration came to
qim as a matter of fact.

Now we must thank that famous old college
of New Jersey for giving to us two heroes of
our college life, King and Church, and we are
sure that any time an opportunity comes to a
Georgetown man to offer any aid or assistance
to a Princetonian, when the services of those
two peerless coaches are considered, the favor
will be considered in the light of a pleasant
duty.
The complete record of the eleven for the
year is as follows :
Oct. 14. Naval Cadets, 12. Georgetown, 0
33
Oct. 21. St, John’s Col., 0.
“
Oct. 25. Balt. Med. Col., 17.
“
0
5
Nov. 1. Gallaudet,
0.
“•
“ 5. Univ. of Md.,
0.
“
41
“ 18. Univ. ofVa.,
0.
“
^
“ 30. Balt. Med. Col., 5.
“
H
On a consideration of the scores above it will
be readily seen that the honors of the Southern
championship must be awarded to Geo: getown,
as her record is by far the best of any other
possible claimants for the coveted distinction.
Virginia can hardly claim anything, as, although
they played a tie game with us we were clearly
superior to them in every branch of the play in
that very game, and to settle the matter we need
only point out that although Gallaudet had a
comparatively easy time in defeating Virginia,
Georgetown found not the least trouble in disposing of Gallaudet in turn. North Carolina,
who has disposed of her rivals further South,
could only beat the University of Maryland by
a score of six to nothing ; we settled the same
team satisfactorily by a score of twenty-one to
nothing.
In conclusion we must give the thanks of the
student-body to Captain Long, Mr. Church,
Meredith Smith, 1900, and Walter S. Greevy
for their manifold labors, borne cheerfully and
willingly to make the season an artistic and a
financial success. We say artistic because
Captain Long and Mr. Church are undoubtedly
possessors of some subtle art which they used to
bring about our glorious record.
Mr. Smith, by dint of hard work, brought
some order out of the disorder existing when
he took up his duties, and Mr. Greevy, as director of advertising, showed an ability to attract
the attention of possible spectators by means of
clever and judicious advertising that gained its
reward in the large attendance at the games.
DAVID FLYNN, ’00.

