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TJIS heart, in the last chill fight with death, 
We could almost hear it beat 
Through the halls where once had trod his feet. 

Our faces paled, as though his breath 
Spread thinly through the misty air and wound, 
Like a cold shroud our souls around. 

A whisper from the sick room spread-- 
He is dead, dead. 

Ah! Death! in this sunniest realm of earth, 
When you come to claim your tithe, 
And the shadows of your shield and scythe 

Blot out our little mirth, 
Lord Death! though it seldom on us fall, 
Here is your bitter tribute, very gall. 

W. KURTZ WIMSATT, ’00. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

LIEUT. JULES GARESCHE ORD. SIXTH U. S. INFANTRY. 

Died July 

N Friday afternoon, December 16, 
1898, at 2 P. M., took place the 

funeral obsequies of a young hero of our 
late war with Spain, Lieut. Jules Garesche 
Ord. His remains, brought the previous 
day from their temporary resting-place in 
Cuba, were interred with full military 
honors in the beautiful and historic Na- 
tional Cemetery of Arlington, Virginia. 

The funeral took place from Birch’s 
undertaking establishment in Georgetown, 
whither the remains had been taken on 
their arrival from Cuba. The sad and 
impressive procession—for what can be 
more sad and impressive than a soldier’s 
funeral?—consisted of the Fourth Artil- 
lery Band, Battery E of the Sixth, Battery K 
of the Fifth, and Battery G of the Fourth 
Artillery from Washington Barracks, under 
command of Lieutenant Gatley, together 
with a number of carriages containing the 
relatives and friends of the dead hero. 
The casket was borne on a caisson drawn 
by six horses and covered with the Ameri- 
can flag. Six artillery sergeants acted as 
pall-bearers. The cortege wended its way 
slowly through the streets of Georgetown, 
over the Aqueduct Bridge, and through 
the military post of Fort Myer, to the 
National Cemetery, where repose so many 
of the brave and true who fell in their 
country’s cause. A beautiful spot was 
selected for the grave on a slope facing 
the Potomac just south of the old Ar- 
lington mansion, and adjoining the grave 
of General Sheridan. 

1, 1898. 

Here, amid a large gathering of inter- 
ested and sympathetic spectators, many of 
them from Fort Myer, were his remains 
lowered to their last resting-place with the 
beautiful prayers and ceremonies of the 
Catholic Church, the volleys of musketry 
from the military escort, and the heart- 
aching last taps sounded by the. bugler at 
the foot of the grave, “ where a hero we 
buried him!” Rev. Father Daugherty, 
S. J., of Georgetown College, officiated 
at the interment. 

This gallant young officer perished on 
July 1, 1898, in the assault and capture 
of the strongly-fortified hill of San Juan, 
one of the Spanish outworks of Santiago, 
Cuba, while serving as an aide on the staff 
of General Hawkins. He was in his 
thirty-third year, and was the youngest 
son of the late distinguished Major-Gen- 
eral Edward O. C. Ord, U. S. A., and 
was usually called Garesche by those who 
knew him best. He was named Jules 
Garesche after the lamented Colonel Ju- 
lius P. Garesche, Assistant Adjutant-Gen- 
eral U. S. A., whom his father had known 
as a friend and for whose memory he had 
a profound respect and attachment. The 
Colonel fell fighting gallantly on the blood- 
stained field of Stone River or Murfrees- 
boro, Tenn., on the last day of the year 
1862, by the side of the late eminent 
General Rosecrans, whose chosen chief of 
staff and friend he was. And what may 
seem a strange coincidence in the death of 
Lieutenant Ord is that, like his namesake 
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his first battle proved to be his last, for 
Colonel Garesche too, was killed in his 
very first battle. 

Lieutenant Ord spent a great part of his 
life in San Antonio, Texas, his father being 
in command of the Military Department 
of Texas, with headquarters at San An- 
tonio, for some time prior to his retire- 
ment through age in 1881. Subsequently 
Lieutenant Ord’s company was on duty at 
Fort Sam Houston, near San Antonio. 

Lieutenant Ord entered the service as a 
private in 1887, and was afterwards pro- 
moted to be Quartermaster Sergeant in the 
First U. S. Infantry, of which General 
Shatter was then Colonel. He shortly 
afterwards passed the necessary examina- 
tion and was appointed to a second lieu- 
tenancy in the Eighteenth U. S. Infantry 
November 6, 1890. In 1897 he was pro- 
moted to a first lieutenancy and assigned 
to Company C, Sixth U. S. Infantry, 
which position he held at the time of his 
death. He left two married brothers, Capt. 
Edward O. C. Ord, Jr., of the Twenty- 
second U. S. Infantry, and James, whose 
home is in Mexico, both of whom served 
in the Santiago campaign. The latter, 
James, owing to his fluent knowledge of 
the Spanish language, served as interpreter 
on the staff of General Shatter. He leaves 
also two married sisters, one living in 
Texas and the other, the widow of First 
Lieutenant John S. Mason, Jr., who died 
some years since out West from exposure 
during an Indian campaign. The latter 
sister, with her children, had for years 
made her home with Lieutenant Ord. 

Garesche Ord was a gallant young 
officer, very much devoted to his pro- 
fession, full of enthusiasm, and very 
popular with his men: He was reported 
by General Shatter in his first dispatch to 

the War Department as having been killed 
on the first day of the assault on Santiago. 
And the newspapers all stated this fact in 
their headlines among the lists of the 
casualties, but in another part of the 
paper appeared a paragraph stating that 
he was not dead, and that he had just 
telegraphed home to his sister, Mrs. Mason, 
at Fort Thomas, Kentucky, near Cincinnati, 
where his company had been stationed at 
the outbreak of our war with Spain, stating 
that “ he was alive and well, and was on 
the staff of General Hawkins, and had not 
been in the fight at all.” It proved un- 
fortunately true, however, that he did 
perish on that day, July 1st. 

A Cincinnati newspaper, speaking of 
him, says as follows: 

“ Just at present the men most talked 
about in Cincinnati are the officers of the 
Sixth Infantry, who went down before the 
awful rain of Spanish bullets at Santiago, 
and to many of their friends who were 
accustomed to meet them at the Gibson 
House, which was the headquarters of the 
officers when on this side of the river, it 
seems hard to realize that several of the 
best ones are dead. Lieutenant Garesche 
Ord’s death has occasioned particular re- 
gret. As a cavalryman, he had a great 
many adventures, serving in a number of 
Indian campaigns. 

“ It was when he was a sergeant and was 
with General Miles (the present Com- 
mander-in-Chief of the Army) in the 
campaign against the celebrated Apache 
chief, Geronimo, that he was detailed to 
carry dispatches from Miles to one of the 
officers commanding a body cf troops that 
had been stationed miles away to head off 
the Indians’ retreat. The assignment meant 
that he must ride miles and miles across 
the desert and run a chance of being caught 
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by Apaches, but he seemed delighted when 
he was selected. Just as sundown came 
he mounted his horse and started out on his 
dangerous mission. On, on, he rode until 
midnight over the seemingly endless arid 
track. Suddenly he heard what he thought 
was a human voice. 

“ Sure enough it was a voice! Taking 
off the blue flannel army shirt that he 
wore, he tore it into strips, with which he 
wrapped the hoofs of his horse in order 
that the sand would not crunch when the 
animal walked, and started cautiously 
toward the sound, which was barely audi- 
ble and nearly a mile away. Leading his 
horse, and with his carbine ready for instant 
action, he started ahead, and as he came 
nearer he could understand that the owner 
of the voice was singing. Working nearer 
and nearer, he was able to distinguish the 
words, and fancy his surprise when his 
ear caught the words of ‘ Oh ! how I love 
Jesus! ’ Out in the middle of the desert, 
miles and miles from any white man, the 
words of the song floated to him clear and 
strong. At first he thought that he had 
the fever that comes to men when they 
ride too far without rest over the sand, but 
there could be no mistaking the song; it 
was no delusion, it was real. Ord at once 
suspected some Apache ruse, and, hobbling 
his horse, started to crawl toward the spot 
where the song came from. 

“After crawling for more than an hour 
Ord came to where he could see that the 
singer was an Apache, sitting in the middle 
of some cactus bushes. For a long time 
Ord watched him, and all the time the In- 
dian kept repeating at the top of his voice, 
‘ Oh! how I love Jesus! ’ Finally, when 
he became satisfied that the Indian was 
alone, Ord covered him with his carbine, 
and rushed at him, ordering him to sur- 

render. The Apache threw up both hands 
and made the sign of peace, continuing to 
sing, ‘ Oh ! how I love Jesus! ’ 

“ Ord took the Indian back to General 
Miles’ camp, where it was learned through 
the interpreter that he had been sent out 
by one of the Apache chiefs to say that the 
Indians were ready to treat for peace. He 
was the only Indian in that party who could 
speak a word of English, and all that he 
could. say was, ‘ Oh ! how I love Jesus,’ 
whh'h had he learned from a missionary.” 

Mr. William Dinwiddie,the representative 
of Truth in the Santiago campaign, and 
himself the son of an Army officer, de- 
scribes the death of Lieutenant Ord in 
most thrilling terms. He says : 

“A great round moon rose slowly over 
the treetops, and cast soft, long shadows 
over that seeming solitude of death. I 
climbed the hill of San Juan, sad and 
heavy hearted, to look for the body of my 
‘ bunkie,’ Lieutenant Garesche Ord. For 
seven weeks we had lived in the same tent 
in Tampa, and for over a week had shared 
the hardships and fatigue of the Cuban 
campaign together. On the morning of 
the last day of his life he came to me in 
the creek bottom of San Juan River, as 
the men of General Hawkins’ brigade were 
marching through to go into action, and,with 
a happy, joyous laugh, begotten of the ex- 
citement and the martial spirit which im- 
bued him, he slapped me on the back and 
said in a stage whisper, ‘ Bunkie, old man, 
I’ll come out of this either a colonel or a 
corpse! ’ 1 shook hands with him and 
wished him good luck, and, as he left me, 
called after him, ‘ Be careful, Garry.’ 

“ Poor Garry ! I found him that night, 
lying in the white, pure moonlight, fast 
asleep, with his head pillowed on his arm, 
and 1 imagined, as I patted his face in a 
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fond farewell, that the same old boyish 
smile rested there. He lay on the farthest 
Spanish trench of the San Juan hill, dead. 
Killed by the hand of a wounded Spanish 
soldier in the trench. It seems that Ord 
was many yards in advance in that won- 
drous charge up the hill, and that, as he 
stood on the edge of the trench, he turned 
and shouted to the men that followed, 
‘ Don’t shoot the wounded men. Make 
them prisoners,’ and at the same instant 
he fell by a pistol shot from the hands of 
the very man whose life he attempted to 
save. 

“ Too high a tribute cannot be paid to 
this gallant fellow—there were many that 
day who deserved as much. He knew no 
sense of fear. His highest aim in life was 
to support a widowed sister—widowed by 
the loss of her soldier husband at Wounded 
Knee—and to emulate the historic mili- 
tary career of his famous father, General 
Ord. 

“ It was Ord who furnished the generals 
who stood in San Juan creek with the first 
definite information as to the position of 
the enemy in front of them. He climbed 
a high tree and reported to General 
Hawkins from this lookout point the loca- 
tion of the fort, the direction of the 
trenches, and the apparent force of the 
enemy. During the entire time he was 

under fire from the sharpshooters, but 
gave no evidence of the slightest trepida- 
tion. 

“ It is related that Ord climbed two 
more trees in the deathtrap jungle, far to 
the left, where Hawkins’ brigade was 
forcing its way to final charge, reporting- 
each time valuable information. Ord’s 
bravest act, the one which will never be 
forgotten by those who witnessed it, was 
the leading in the charge of a handful of 
the Sixteenth Infantrymen to the top of 
the hill. General Hawkins gave him per- 
mission to organize, and get in position for 
the final desperate assault, some bodies of 
soldiers on the right who had become con- 
fused by their devious windings in the 
underbrush. He was next seen after the 
sounding of the 1 Forward ! ’ far in advance 
of the line, waving his men on in the charge. 
It was the unanimous opinion of officers 
and soldiers alike that to this young hero 
unquestionably belongs the honor of first 
scaling the entrenchments of San Juan. 
He lies buried on the hilltop, under two 
waving palms, rolled in a blanket—the 
soldier’s coffin—promoted in hearts of 
those who loved him to a rank far higher 
than the colonelcy he coveted—to the rank 
of a hero bom, a hero dead.” 

L. G. 



230 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

FOR HIS MOTHER’S SAKE. 

(With Apologies to Ouida.) 

’TP WAS the day of the spring meet of 
» the Gentleman’s Riding Club, and 

the grand-stand was filled with ladies fash- 
ionably dressed in new spring gowns and 
bonnets, chatting gaily to their escorts. 
The clock of the course proclaimed the 
hour of twelve; the bell for weighing in 
would ring at half-past two, the book- 
makers with lungs that showed no traces of 
consumption, made much din and hubbub. 
The betting was brisk and lively, with San- 
tiago, the Club’s horse, the favorite. 

Jeffries was a fair second. Late in the week, 
however, a new horse had been entered 
by an unknown gentleman under the fore- 
boding title of Unknown, which caused the 
betting to slump for the favorite somewhat. 
The new horse, to further increase the 
mystery, was to be ridden by a young 
semi-professional jockey. 

The saddling-bell was ringing loudly, as 
Jack Rogers, wearing the scarlet colors of 
the Club, came down to the paddock. 

In the enclosure stood Santiago, his skin 
glossy and velvety, his head and arched 
neck reared proudly as he looked at the 
noisy crowd. The horses, a goodly number, 
after much prancing and curveting at the 
post, were finally brought into position. A 
moment’s good start was caught, the flag- 
dropped and the race for the championship 
had begun. It was a yearly event, and was 
the red-letter day of the Gentleman’s Rid- 
ing Club, under whose auspices the race was 
run. The Club’s representative, Jack 
Rogers, was a good fellow, and well liked 
by all his clubmen. He was riding his own 

mount, a huge, beautiful animal, and so 
they were off. The field kept well together, 
Jeffries leading, Santiago second, and the 
Unknown close up. The first fence was 
taken in good shape; the horses were run- 
ning well; the jockeys were cool and col- 
lected, but soon they would glow with 
enthusiasm, soon their blood would course 
through their veins with much more free- 
dom. 

The second fence came, a high brush 
jump of fully five feet. Santiago takes the 
leap in good style; Jeffries was not to be 
balked at fencing and so runs even with him. 
The Unknown follows under the guidance 
of a small lithe-looking fellow, who resem- 
bles a school boy more than a professional 
jockey. He holds the reins, and sits his 
mount well. Riding was not a pastime, or 

a source of pleasure to him, but a means 
of livelihood. His mother, an invalid lady, 
was dependent on him for support. Be- 
sides, the horse on which he rode was now 
generally believed to be owned by a gentle- 
man who was not on very good terms with 
Jack Rogers. It was the same old story, a 
girl had once more come between those who 
had formerly been the best of friends, and 
now they were sworn enemies. A few 
days before the event, Ormsby Hirst, the 
other gentleman, had been hurt by an acci- 
dental discharge of a gun, while out hunt- 
ing, yet he wished that his horse should 
run, and procured the lad’s assistance, tell- 
ing him that there was a large prize for him 
if he won. 

Not knowing, or realizing how much 
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ground they skimmed over, the trio tore on 
over meadow and ploughed land, and jump 
after jump was soon left behind them in 
their fast pace. Gradually their blood was 
coursing more quickly, gradually their 
horses’ speed had been quickened, gradually 
their strides had been lengthened and 
stretched further- out. With every nerve 
strained, every mucle swelled to its utmost, 
under the voice and whip of their riders, the 
horses were urged forward. The water jump, 
a span of fully twenty feet before them, a 
wide ditch of brush, and water. They knew 
well what was expected of them, and further- 
more they knew that it was one of the tests 
of the race. The horses seemed to know that 
a great jump was .before them, and reared 
their heads proudly, sniffed the air, and in- 
creased rather than diminished their speed. 
Jack Rogers was to all appearances ner- 
vious. The reins changed hands contin- 
ually, and his whip was often shifted. Jim, 
however, was as cool as the proverbial 
cucumber, his little blue eyes watching his 
horse’s head and he seemed to restrain, 
rather than to give his horse free rein. 
Jeffries was laboring heavily, his eyes had 
a glassy stare, and showed that the pace 
was evidently too hot for him. Santiago 
rises proudly, all the blood of his ancestry 
urging him on. The Unknown was not 
much behind, and with one bound like a 
gazelle he cleared the dreaded jump, and 
thundered on neck to neck with the favorite. 
Jeffries raised himself lamely, but the effort 
was too much, and with a grown he fell, 
safely throwing, however, his jockey. 

The crowd seemed wild with excitement. 
All attention had been centered on the 
leaders, who paused not an instant in their 
mad race. The Club began to fear that 
their representative had met a rival. Neck 
to neck now they run, their beautiful stride 

stretching out, and covering the ground 
wonderfully. There is no telling who will 
win: it is a grand race. The homestretch 
is in view. From the gathered multitude 
goes up a shout deafening in its intensity: 
“ The Unknown's ahead ! ” “ Santiago’s 
caught him ! ” “ The Club ! The Club! The 
Club ! ” “ The Club will win! ” “ The Club 
wins! ” “ The Club—.” The shout dies 
away, for atl eyes are centered on the daring- 
movements of the rider who has the mount 
on the Unknown. The saddle girth has 
in some unaccountable way slipped back 
and became unbuckled, almost throwing 
the rider. But he is equal to the emergency, 
and by an almost superhuman effort he 
throws himself back on the horse’s withers, 
holding the reins with one hand, and allow- 
ing the saddle to slip off. The crowd is silent, 
and gazes with rapt attention on the boy’s 
movements. It is only a second thus, and 
before it knew what had happened, he has 
back the mastery as before. His face is 
pale with excitement, his eyes bent low as 
he seems to scan the lead Santiago has. 
There is no time for reflection. His horse, 
he now knows, must be fully two lengths 
behind the leader. Yet he never blanches, 
never hesitates. Rather he speaks to the 
horse, patting him as one would a child 
that is frightened. The horse, seeming to 
know what is needed, responds to his mas- 
ter's hand by a lurch that covers half the 
distance. The Clubmen in the grand-stand 
are wreathed in smiles: they feel very 
happy, for has not their man a good lead, a 
superb mount, and the home stretch only a 
little distance, with one jump between the 
finish. Even Jack feels as though the race 
is won, but dares not look back to see why 
the Unknown has fallen behind. And so 
they race, with their grand strides, resem- 
bling birds flying rather than horses running. 
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On they come to the last jump, a great and 
wide watery yawner, full twenty-five feet 
if it is an inch, a leap no horse should be 
given. 

Straight for it they ride, and slowly but 
surely does Jim Thompson, pressing his feet 
to the horse’s care flanks, begin to gain on 
his opponent, all his blood glowing, his face 
suffused, his hands low, his head down, his 
eyes lighting with a fierce resolve, as he 
calls and speaks soothingly to his horse: 

“ Come on, boy, you must win ; not for my 
sake, but for mother’s.” The horse seems 
to understand and to know what is 
wanted, for his grand stride that has done 
so nobly in the race so far, tears up the 
earth, and scatters it right and left. It is 
wonderful what that horse can do. 

So they sweep on to the jump. Jim’s head 
is lower still, and his feet are pressed harder 

and harder to the flanks, as the jump that 
a man with a saddle would think twice of 
taking, presents itself to him. “ Oh, my 

boy—the prize” he almost hisses in the 
horse’s ear. One slash of the whip, the 
first that has been given him in the race, and 
the Unknown lifts his head and limbs 
proudly, grandly, nobly into the air, loftier 
and higher into the clear cold sunlight, as 
the silver water lies beneath him, gleaming 
like a sheet of ice. One magnificent 
effort, one final bound, and the Unknown 
has cleared the jump by a narrow margin, 
and as he gallops up the run in, his head low, 
his eyes gleaming, his nostrils showingblood 
red in expansion, he is alone. The Club’s 
crack had balked at the last yawner, and 
so the Unknown has won the race, but his 
rider—poor lad, has fainted. 

“JOSHUA.” 
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A SKETCH OF JAMES MARQUETTE. 

AMONG the many interesting places 
about the capital there is none, per- 

haps, more worthy of attention than that 
portion of the Capitol which is known as 
Statuary Hall. Here are gathered together 
many masterpieces of the sculptor’s art; 
and among all of the numerous statues there 
distributed there is one that absorbs the 
attention and pleases the fancy of even 
the most fastidious student. It is but the 
figure of an humble priest who had turned 
his back upon wealth and station and 
worldly prospects to dedicate himself to 
the service of God and to the civilizing of 
barbarous tribes and to the opening of a 
great continent to future generations. It is 
the offering of the great State of Wisconsin, 
and history shows that she has been emi- 
nently just in her decision to send the statue 
of this humble priest to be placed among 
“those illustrious for historic renown, or 
for distinguished civic or military service.” 
For, among the great explorers who have 
followed in the wake of Columbus, there 
is no nobler, no more illustrious name than 
that of James Marquette, who found in 
the solitudes of the New World that im- 
perishable renown, to shun which he had 
fled from the busy haunts of men. 

James Marquette, “The Discoverer of 
the Upper Mississippi, and Apostle of the 
Mississippi Valley,” was born in the city 
of Laon, France, in the year 1637. He 
was of noble parentage and ancestry. 
The Marquettes figured constantly in the 
French wars. Our own glorious republic 
is, indeed, somewhat indebted to the Mar- 
quettes, three of whom fell fighting in the 

ranks of the French army during the war 
of the Revolution. 

The name and very family of the ex- 
plorer are thus bound up with American 
Independence. James was given an ex- 
cellent education, and after fourteen years 
of study had passed away he entered into 
the sacred duties of priesthood. His most 
earnest desire was to be sent on a foreign 
mission to some heathen race. His wish 
was granted. Father Marquette landed in 
Quebec on September 20, 1666. 

After studying the languages of the 
savages for a year and a half, the devoted' 
missionary set out for Lake Superior and 
founded there the famous Sault Ste. Marie 
Mission, “and planting his cabin at the 
foot of the rapids on the American side, 
he began his missionary career.” 

From here Marquette proceeded to La 
Pointe. In a letter dated 1669 the zealous 
priest writes : “ When the Illinois come to 
La Pointe, they pass a large river almost a 
league wide. It runs north and south, and 
so far that the Illinois who do not know 
what canoes are, have never yet heard of 
its mouth. This great river can hardly 
empty into Virginia, and we rather believe 
that its mouth is in California.” This is 
the first mention of that majestic stream, 
the Mississippi. And then it was that 
Marquette first conceived the idea of visit- 
ing this great stream to carry the Gospel 
tidings to the nations dwelling on its banks, 
and to the unknown tribes away to the 
southward by its mysterious mouth. 

The clouds of war were gathering about 
La Pointe at this time and Father Marquette 
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was obliged to flee with his Hurons from 
the attack of the fierce Iroquois. He 
stopped in his flight at Mackinaw and 
built there in 1671 a chapel, “the first 
sylvan shrine raised to the Catholic re- 
ligion at Mackinaw.” The bright ray of 
hope which illumined Marquette’s fanciful 
path to the “ Father of the Waters” be- 
came a faint flicker, fading beyond the 
horizon of hope. Two years passed, 
bringing no glimpse of hope to Marquette, 
and one day late in autumn a canoe ap- 
proached Mackinaw. In this canoe was 
Louis Joliet, a French Canadian, sent by 
Frontenac to explore the Mississippi. Of 
Joliet’s approach and purpose, Marquette 
writes: “I was delighted at this good 
news, because 1 saw my plans about to be 
accomplished, and found myself in the 

happy necessity of exposing my life for 
the salvation of all those Indian tribes, 
and especially of the Illinois, who, when 
I was at Pointe Ste. De L’Esprit, had 
begged me very earnestly to bring the 
word of God among them. The winter 
was spent in preparation for the trip. On 
the 17th day of May, 1673,the missionary 
and trader, with five Indians, started on 
their journey, in two canoes, causing the 
glassy surface of Lake Michigan to ripple 
with the first traces of civilization. They 
then entered Green Bay.” 

The Indians on the banks of the Menom- 
inee River received them kindly, but sought 
to deter them from proceeding further by 
narrating the perils and dangers of that 
unknown country. But Marquette and 

his hardy companions were not the men 
to be frightened by tales of danger, real 
or imaginary. He had come to save souls, 
and what mattered it to him if his life 
were to be the forfeit of his zeal ? There 

are few pictures more sublime in all history 
than that of the heroic missionary by the 
shores of Green Bay about to start upon 
his perilous journey into the unknown. 
We must bear in mind that Marquette was 
a gentleman of culture and refinement, 
that he had been brought up in luxury, 
and that, naturally speaking, he could have 
no sympathy with the gross habits of savage 
.natives and reckless traders with whom he 
found himself obliged to associate. But 
there is a work before him, souls are to be 
saved and new gates of knowledge are to 
be opened to the world, and there he stands, 
as you may see him at the Capitol, his 
face towards Heaven, in his hand the 
crucifix, and by his side the Rosary, and 
the light of Heaven falls upon him, and 
the clouds are opened, and Excelsior is 
heard from the skies, and James Marquette 
is about to make a name that will endure 
as long as the mighty “ Father of the 
Waters” will carry its tribute to the seas. 
For the Mississippi and Marquette are two 
words inseparably united. After resting a 
brief spell, they started on their voyage 
once again up the lower Fox, across Lake 
Winnebago; then ascended the upper Fox 
into the Wisconsin. The river's course 
was their only guide, and down that 
stream they sped past the unharvested 
fields of nature, and on June 17, 1673, 
their canoes glided into the Mississippi, the 
object of their search, and of their daring, 
“with a joy,” writes Marquette, “that I 
cannot express.” 

Thus was the desire of years accom- 
plished. In his frail bark Marquette gazed 
upon the greatest waterway in the world, 
and his prophetic soul took in all the ad- 
vantages that would accrue to religion and 
civilization by his discovery. He saw the 
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cross carried for thousands of miles along 
those banks, and the children of the forest 
gathering there to hear the glad new tidings; 
he saw the sacrifice of the Mass, which he 
was the first to offer by those hitherto un- 
known waters, celebrated daily along the 
two thousand miles of forest land which 
skirted that wondrous stream. Perhaps, 
even in imagination, he saw those waters 
alive with the industry and the ambition 
of the Europeans who would follow in 
his wake; or it may be that Marquette 
did not foresee the glorious consequences 
of his discovery, yet the desire of his 
heart was tilled, and he would return to 
tell his fellow-missionaries of the new and 
vast fields of labor which Providence, 
through him, had entrusted to them. 
Alone in that vast solitude, with only one 
white man for his companion and the five 
Indians who accompanied him, Marquette 
gave thanks to God, and sailed away down 
that stream to learn more and more of its 
wonders. And the great world knew 
nothing of the heroism of the man who 
was even then plaiting the crown of per- 
petual fame for himself. There was no 
telegraph in those days to flash the glorious 
news to the world’s end. There were no 
steamships to hurry across the seas with 
the glad intelligence. There were no news- 
papers to keep the outside would more or 
less in touch with Marquette’s movements. 
He was as completely isolated as if he had 
been swallowed up by the waves over 
which he steered his frail canoe, and all 
the refinements and cultivation of civilized 
society were left far away behind him. 

Statesmen schemed for imperishable re- 
nown ; kings sought to widen their terri- 
tories ; generals strove for the laurel wreath 
of fame. Long ago they have passed away 

and are forgotten. And the poor unknown 
missionary who sat upon the placid waters 
of the Mississippi, surrounded by a handful 
of savages, in the vast solitudes of the New 
World, far removed from the scheming and 
planning of civilized man, the poor mis- 
sionary in the black robe, torn and rent, the 
crucifix in his hand and the rosary by his 
side, his thrust upon him even in our day 
the fame that never dies, for which con- 
temporary kings and statesmen and war- 
riors in vain labored. 

They journeyed down the Mississippi 
until they came to a path, leading to a 
prairie. Following this path they came to 
an Illinois village, where, when Marquette 
spoke to the -Indians in their own tongue, 
they received him with savage ceremonial. 
We may imagine the zeal and perseverance 
of the man who by his genius masters the 
tongue of the Indian, and spoke six lan- 
guages with the ease and fluency of the 
native. With humble heart did the Illinois 
chief receive him, honoring him as the 
saviour sent by the Great Spirit. He then 
presented the heroic explorer with a calu- 
met. 

Then in dreary solitude they passed day 
after day. The redmen on the banks of the 
stream put out in their canoes to attack. 
This would certainly have proved fatal, had 
not Marquette displayed, like a flag of truce, 
the calumet he received from the Illinois 
chief. 

They were convinced now that the Mis- 
sissippi emptied neither into the Atlantic nor 
into the Gulf of California, but into the 
Gulf of Mexico. On the 17th of July, 
the little band turned their canoes and began 
the homeward voyage. Travelling by day 
beneath the July sun, sleeping at night 
beneath the starlit canopy of heaven, in a 
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malarial atmosphere, Marquette soon began 
to fail. Toilsome and laborious was the 
journey up the Mississippi. Leaving that 
stream Marquette and crew next ascended 
the Illinois to Lake Michigan, and towards 
the close of September landed at Green 
Bay, after four months’ absence, having 
travelled during that period over two thou- 
sand five hundred miles. 

Here the explorer of the Mississippi re- 
mained during the following winter and 
summer. About the first of October, he 
set out for Kaskaskia. He proceeded no 
further than the present site of Chicago, 
teeming now with multitudes, but then a 
desolate waste, when he was seized with a 
dreadful sickness. The good man had so 
endeared himself to the Illinois that, when 
they heard of his sickness, they sent a depu- 
tation to visit him. On his sick cot, he 
received them kindly, promising to visit 
their village. 

When the winter had passed, true to his 
promise, he proceeded to Kaskaskia and was 
received “ like an angel from Heaven.” 

He established a mission among the Illinois, 
but was almost immediately again stricken 
with a dreadful malady. He could not 
survive such an attack. Seeing his thread 
of life spun, the Jesuit, hoping to reach his 
fellow missionaries before death, set out for 
Mackinaw. His little band moved north- 
ward, skirting the shores of Lake Michigan. 
On the 18th of May, seeing his end ap- 
proaching, he landed. His companions 
built a rude hut for his protection. Feeling 
that he had but a short time to live, he 
made a last effort and thanked God for 
having allowed him to die in a wretched 
cabin amidst the forests, and in a voice 
scarcely audible, he murmured “ Mater Dei, 
memento mei ” “ Mother of God, remem- 

ber me.” One last breath and the soul had 
winged its heavenly way. 

Thus on the wild shores of Lake Mich- 
igan, died on the 18th day of May, 1675, 
James Marquette, the first to explore the 
Mississippi and the apostle of the red man. 
If there be any one who doubt the noble 
excellence of that pious man, let him con- 
template the scene enacted on that coast 
the following year. A band of Ottawas, 
who seven years before were his pupils at 
La Pointe, visited that lonely grave under 
the impulse of their hearts, and with tender 
hands, after the custom of their ancestors, 
“ washed and dried the bones and placed 
them carefully in a box of birch-bark. 
Then in a procession of thirty canoes, they 
bore it, singing their funeral songs, to Saint 
Ignace of Michillimackinac. As they ap- 
proached, priests, Indians and traders, all 
thronged to the shore. The relics of Mar- 
quette were received with solemn ceremony, 
and buried beneath the floor of the little 
chapel of the mission.” Was ever tribute 
more genuine paid to king? The bark 
that bore King Arthur to the isle of Avalon, 
did not contain the mortal remains of a 
more chivalric soul. 

Gentleness, courage and self-sacrifice 
were the chief characteristics of Marquette. 

Among the pioneers of America his 
name is one of the purest and brightest. 
It shines forth with the brightness and 
splendor of the noon-day sun. In that 
name virtue, genius and heroism are com- 
bined. So full of the joy and sunshine of 
life was he that the wildest savage paid him 
homage. In his letters, we see the devoted 
missionary, the keen and polished scholar. 
Indeed so noble and heroic was he that 
Wisconsin chose his statue to be placed 
among “ those illustrious for historic re- 
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nown, or for distinguished civic or military 
services.” 

Marquette is the one great character 
identified with the Northwest, especially 
with Wisconsin, which has developed many 
great men. They are the men of to-day 
whose names are lost with the setting of the 
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sun. Not so with Marquette. His name 
will shine brighter on the pages of history 
as time goes on, and Wisconsin may well 
be proud of the hero who opened up a path 
forever to the great sea. 

HARRY A. HEGARTY. 

A SONG OF THE SEA. 

I sing not a song of birds, or flowers, 
Of forests, or painted skies ; 

I’m not in a mood to sit and brood 
O’er an ode to my Lady’s eyes ; 

No ballad of Spring, no Wintry dirge 
Shall the strain of my music be, 

But a song of life on the foaming surge, 
A song of the briny sea. 

Oh, a song of the sea—of the restless sea— 
When it’s blowing half a gale, 

And the ship will spring like a frightened 
thing, 

As she strains at the mast and sail; 
When the storm-birds shriek, and the salt 

spray flies, 
And the scuppers are wet with foam ; 

And our eyes grow bright, and our hearts 
beat high, 

For we’re bound for a distant home. 

And a song of the sea—of the gentle sea— 
Where the ripples are hushed in sleep, 

And the signal light is shining bright 
O’er the vast and silent deep, 

And only the stars in the cloudless sky 
Look down, from above, on me, 

As I muse and dream in the moonlight’s 
gleam, 

’Tis a song of the lonely sea. 

L’ENVOI. 

Type of the sea—that other sea— 
Where our life-barks aimless roam, 

Where calm is found, and storms abound, 
’Ere we moor in our tranquil Home. 

W. F. BARRON. 
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A DAYLIGHT EPISODE. 

THE weather itself was acting- very 
queerly on the man. It was that 

balmy, gold-brown time of Indian summer 
coming just after a frosty week, form- 
ing a contrast so pronounced that the out- 
door beauty of the season was by it 
intensified and exaggerated, so that the 
warm afternoon sun seemed warmer, the 
russet of the trees less sombre, the glare 
from the green turf more brilliant. Be- 
sides, the effect of the surrounding scene 
was almost irresistibly entrancing. Down 
from the little hill was the broad stretch of 
grassy sward marking the continuation 
of the links, dotted here and there with 
read-coated, flannel-trousered players,— 
while beyond at the foot of a graceful spur 
of the Blue Ridge was the great white 
hotel, to the left the pretty casino, and 
seemingly just beside it the little canopied 
platform from which, mellowed by distance, 
came now the familiar notes of Waldteu- 
fel’s “ Dreams of Childhood.” 

The man was young—quite young,—so 
young that he could count the years since 
his graduation from college on his thumbs, 
yet his was one of those natures whose 
poetry had been so stubbornly held in 
check, had, in fact, been so completely 
overruled by a certain worldliness, almost 
amounting to artificiality, that it seemed, 
under ordinary circumstances, no longer to 
exist. 

The same tyranny was now asserting 
itself when the finer instinct was struggling 
for the mastery under the seductive influ- 
ence of the beauties of nature round about 
him. He felt vaguely that were he but to 

give it recognition it must surely shatter 
the clayey mask of self-consciousness and 
compel the utterance of thoughts now 
slumbering in the soul, but which he was 
eminently capable of awakening to life. 
His self-control, so to speak, might have 
yielded to the temptation, he might even 
have attempted the expression of all that 
he felt about the things that he saw, and 
the other things—which he only dreamed— 
had he been alone. But with the girl 
there,—well, that altered the situation 
materially. He could not let her behold 
him clean-shorn of his pet affectations and 
showing a real appreciation of the artistic 
when, by precedent, he was only allowed 
a daguerreotyped series of slights to intelli- 
gence commonly comprised under the 
heading of “ small talk.” Besides, he was 
afraid of himself,—he was afraid that if he 
were once to give way to the impulse to 
express something of what, in his “ heart 
of hearts,” he felt at the moment, the 
efflux of that leaping life within him would 
carry him on and on beyond the inanimate 
and impersonal to the untried domain of 
the personal and animate; and then the 
girl might suspect—which with her sex is 
the same thing as to know,—and ■ that 
would never do. Why it would not do, 
he would probably have been at a loss to 
answer himself, but he was quite satisfied 
that it would never do. Of course it 
might be because he had only known the 
girl since a month ago when he had 
arrived with an invalid brother seeking 
health and strength in the bracing air of 
the mountains. But then that little month 
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seemed like an age. The man had always 
been what gouty folks call “ disgustingly 
healthy,” so, it seemed, was the girl, 
wherefore they had naturally sought each 
other out. 

He remembered now how he had looked 
forward to this fall with dread, fearing a 
long time of stupid idleness, surrounded 
by irritable invalids, well out of reach of 
the resorts dear to young bachelordom; 
anticipating it as a sort of sacrifice of self, 
which, however, he was ready to willingly 
offer at the shrine of fraternal devotion. 
And here he was enjoying it all immensely. 
Only a day or two had intervened between 
his coming and his meeting with the girl, 
and they had been companions ever since. 
She was Dorothy Whitmore, he, just 
“ Bob he disliked Robert as funereal— 
Chase. She lived just outside of New 
York, and New York was his home, a fact 
which he had thought encouraging. 

She was just nineteen; of a medium 
height, with a frank, open face, fair-skinned, 
with just a hint of warm color in each 
cheek, deep blue eyes that made him think 
of sincerity, and crowned with delicate 
dark brown hair, arranged becomingly, 
and, just now, combining effectively with 
the dainty white and yellow summer 
frock; the whole fairly redolent of youth 
and grace and freshness. 

He was over six feet in height, but 
neither handsome nor good-looking, in a 
strict sense, blue-eyed and dark-haired, 
and for the rest just about the same as any 
one else; not of athletic build, nor yet 
slim,—in a word, there was nothing in his 
whole appearance which could be said to 
be characteristic or individual. Just now 
he was coatless and hatless, the sleeves of 
the madras shirt carefully rolled above the 

elbows,—the whole distinctly neglige, yet 
detailed examination would have shown 
the care taken of his attire. With this one 
possible exception he was very much as 
any young man of his class in appearance. 
Just now, also, he was studiously regarding 
his finger ends—muddy from making the 
little tees for his ball,—the little tees which 
Miss Whitmore had said reminded her of 
croquettes somewhere, and audibly won- 
dered if he could have been the chef, 
whereat he in turn had betokened amuse- 
ment. 

This particular afternoon she had, not 
for the first time, assented to his request 
that she walk over the course while he 
played a practice round. But both had 
tired,—she, of the walk, and he, in conse- 
quence of playing,—just as he had finished 
four holes, and the rustic settee here near 
the fifth teeing ground looked inviting, so 
they had sat down to rest; nothing wonder- 
ful in that, it enters very easily into the 
American version of Scotland’s royal 
game. 

She asked to look at his scoring card; he 
had given it silently. 

“ Didn’t he think it was a perfect day ? ” 
“ Yes, he thought it was,”—absently. 
“ Was he going to leave on Tuesday for 

sure ? ” 
“ Yes; for sure,” —moodily. 
A few more attempts at conversation 

like this, and he was allowed to continue 
his study of his muddy fingers, while the 
girl relapsed into looking away at the 
blue mountain ranges in the distance, hazily 
visible through the valley between the 
bright green hills near at hand. 

Soon she felt a little sorry and resolved 

to try once more to draw him out, he 
seemed so cheerless. 



230 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

“ What did you say the name of that 
waltz was, Mr. Chase ? ” 

“ ‘ Dreams of Childhood,’ 1 think.”— 
vacantly. 

The reply was hardly encouraging, so 
Miss Whitmore thought, and she was again 
silent. 

The sun was veering around, and soon 
would set behind the mountains. The 
players around were fewer and fewer. 
Soon, in half an hour, perhaps, they must 
be walking back to the hotel. Finally he 
idly stooped down, pulled up some of the 
fresh grass and rubbed it across those soiled 
fingers; then suddenly seemed to realize 
that he had not as yet done anything to be 
pleasant, so he spoke: 

“ You really must pardon my rudeness, 
Miss Whitmore, but somehow 1 don’t feel 
very talkative today, it’s so good to simply 
sit and look; do you find it so ? ” 

“Oh, yes, indeed, quite so,” she answered; 
then with a gentle smile—“ For your apol- 
ogy, none was necessary, 1 am becoming 
rather accustomed to your little ways on 
various occasions. The one trouble 1 find 
in completely cataloging you, so to speak, is 
your uncommon freedom from repetition.” 

Chase looked puzzled, hardly knowing 
whether to laugh or not. His perplexity 
was evident when he spoke. 

“ I—eh,—I’m afraid 1 don’t exactly fol- 
low ; I’m very dense, but won’t you please 
explain ? ” 

“ With pleasure ; 1 mean to say that on 
very elementary analysis, I find you a 
person of various sides—quite versatile ; a 
species of Janus with all modern improve- 
ments; sometimes amusingly, sometimes 
again exasperatingly so. One never knows 
for sure what to expect from you, Do I 
make myself clear ? ” 

“ Oh, yes,” in evident relief. “ Call 

them the vagaries of youth. 1 must plead 
my tender years and inexperience in exten- 
uation .” 

He was interrupted by a merry little 
laugh. 

“ Oh, my, no! That will not pass mus- 
ter. Plea not accepted. 1 will say, at 
the risk of being bold, that 1 think every 
bit of it put on; and I might add that I 
also think that your true self, were you 
ever to exhibit it, would be far more inter- 
esting and trustworthy.” 

“ Well hm ; ” he laughed un- 
comfortably, then began to speak sternly. 
“ Suppose 1 were to tell you the beliefs of 
that ‘ true self ’ about your sex, that they 
are inferior creatures, at best in their 
proper place in the home and nowhere else 
at any time or under any circumstances; 
that their presence in public, in the ranks 
of labor, in the so-called ‘ club,’ on the 
lecture platform, anywhere, in fact, outside 
their own homes is prejudicial to the com- 
mon interest of the human race; that they 
have been the obstacle to man’s advance- 
ment most difficult to surmount; that all 
the flowery encomiums we hear on woman 
as the greatest aid to man in his forward 
march, with the single exception of the 
case of his domestic happiness, are rank 
rubbish ; that the sex, in our boasted civil- 
ization, is degenerate and abnormal, falsely 
positioned in our social scheme; in a word, 
pedestalled on a base which is, to put it 
mildly, so insecure that if it be not looked 
to in time will crumble and fall, and that 
fall will rattle down the ages as the first 
blow of the greatest revolution in history. 
Suppose, further, that I should enlarge 
upon these few hints and develop in full the 
belief which I glory in accepting; what 
would you answer me, or would you an- 
swer at all ? ” 
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The girl had been regarding him atten- 
tively, had looked fearful and pained at 
the outburst of false vehemence. When 
she spoke, her words were as a brave little 
protest. 

“ 1 could only refer you to the women 
whose names are already sacred landmarks 
in that history; or even to those who are 
prominent in our own country as exponents 
of the possibilities of womanly courage and 
intellectual development; surely they are 
in some degree noble, they are not to be 
utterly despised, are they?” 

He still looked away from her, but he 
had heard and noted the wild tone in her 
voice, and he answered not so harshly, but 
still persistently. 

“I cannot think that they deserve the 
credit given them. The history of the 
world, as is well expressed by Carlyle, is 
but the biography of its great men. Men 
are they who make its history; men would 
make more and grander history were they 
but unburdened of the handicap imposed 
upon them by the intermeddling of the 
other sex in affairs which of their nature 
are and must always be distinctly mascu- 
line if we are to advance.” 

He had indeed succeeded in avoiding the 
personal as he had intended at the outset, 
but surely he had fallen into a greater 
error, had gone to a worse extreme. He 
stopped speaking and awaited a reply 
which should give him an excuse for pro- 
caeding, but no reply came. The fair 
figure on the other end of the rustic seat 
was very quiet, apparently thinking seri- 
ously ; he wished that gathering shadows 
would allow him to see her face. First a 
suspicion dawned upon him that he might 
have made a mistake, then with a rush 
came the appreciation of the full signifi- 
cance of what he had done, and the hope- 
lessness of extricating himself from the 
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difficulty. Either he had spoken cruelly 
and taken an unfair advantage, for she 
was one of that sex which in his egotism 
he had so mercilessly reviled, or, what 
seemed now more probable, he had made 
himself wholly ridiculous. He seemed 
already to feel the fatal blow to those 
other things of which he dreamed. He 
began to feel foolish, and then resolved to 
do all in his power to make amends for.the 
injury—whether to her or to himself or 
to both, he could not tell. In voice and 
manner he was remarbably humble now. 

“ Miss Whitmore,” he said, “I'm heartily 
ashamed of my words to you just now. 
I’ve been an awful fool, and 1 deserve to 
hear you laugh at me, but 1 was carried 
away by some contemptible pessimism or 
other. Won’t you let me offer a sincere 
apology for being so inconsiderate ? I’m 
very, very sorry; won’t you forgive me ? ” 

She turned toward him slowly. Now, 
indeed, was he unmasked and wholly visi- 
ble, but she had no intention of laughing 
at him. 

“ I am very sorry, Mr. Chase, to have to 
think that those words were expressions of 
something which you really felt,—that 
you truly have believed ” this with a sus- 
picion of regret, “ at least some of those— 
those terrible things.” 

“ But please do not think so,” he broke 
in nervously “ it was all jionsense and ” 

“ All nonsense ? Ah, no, Mr. Chase, 
not all. Where there is smoke there must 
be some fire, and you could not have 
uttered the words unless you had some 
thought corresponding with them, you 
know.” 

“ Well, 1 may have had some such ab- 
surd idea, but I exaggerated, and the 
result was all that stuff. Won’t you for- 
give it and never think of it again ? ” 

“ 1 don’t think I should ” she said ; then 
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continued, tauntingly. “ It would hardly 
be just to you to make you reject your 
own pet theses by having the misfortune 
to be one of those inferior creatures of 
whom you were speaking a little while 
ago. You are too good a social heretic for 
one so insignificant to interfere with your 
creed.” 

“ But I don’t want to be a social heretic 
any more. I want to renounce every 
tenet of my creed, as you call it, and be 
converted. Besides 1 do not want to go 
away with the memory of all our pleasant 
hours together embittered by knowing 
that you thought badly of me after all.” 
He was speaking earnestly now. “You 
are far from being insignificant ” 

She interrupted him quickly. 

“ Please, Mr. Chase, do not say anything 
which you might regret.” 

But he continued even more earnestly. 
“ I am not going to regret it. 1 want to 

be converted, and I want you to convert 
me ; will you try, Dorothy ? ” 

Still she looked away from him, but over 
her, too, there came the memories of those 
pleasant hours. Since he had come, she 
remembered how she had looked forward 
to their renewal from day to day, and now, 
soon he would be gone, and those walks 
and drives would be all in the past. The 
last thought was too much. He just heard 
her as she said : 

“Yes,—1 will—gladly” then, after a 
long pause, “ Bob.” 

J. W. H. 

NOCTURNE. 

Born with the dead day’s breath, a sad air steals 
To the dark woodland’s spaces, and the sea 
Ranges from shore to shore tumultuously; 
Life sits with Death, and each his neighbor feels; 
And all abroad the splendid light God deals 
Fades dust-gray through the shadow—ruthlessly 
Blots daylight with the drowning sun, and seals 
The vibrant gloom with thick intensity. . . . 
Lo I is our deep sown doubt made thin as air, 
And the far reaches of our dream grown dim. 
As one who wakens from a dream of care, 
I sought the dark. A wind-waked forest hymn 
Thrills the long aisles, and the blue dome is bright. 
Dim-lidded dawn hath filled the world with light. 

HARRY H. CRAIGIE, 1900. 
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THE DYING SOLDIER. 

Just throw a covering o’e*- me, boys, 
And say for me a prayer; 

I’ve done with sin and worldly joys, 
I’ll leave this life of care. 

Life’s not as black, boys, as they say, 
Would we but walk the line; 

That’s pure and white as sun’s bright ray, 
Inspired by One divine. 

I hope that He’ll remember me, 
When home I come at last; 

I’ve not been bad, as I can see— 
How quick the daylight’s past! 

No friends have I but you, my mates, 
Near you 1 wish to die,— 

Hark ! See Him standing at the gates 
With outstretched hands—Good-bye! 

J. A. DEVLIN. 

CHILDHOOD’S FIRST LOVE. 

My Childhood’s first and only love, 
What thoughts return of thee I 

Say, from thy restful home above, 
Dost ever think of me ? 

Again I live the days we spent 
In childhood’s loving role, 

When, each to each, fond help we lent, 
In love linked soul to soul. 

What sweetness in the forest tree, 
When coos the mated dove; 

Not half so sweet as thoughts of thee, 
My first, my only love I 

CON GRAEBER. 
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Time was when our forefathers thought 
no sacrifice too great to found and equip 
and strengthen the schools and colleges. 
To found and endow colleges was some- 
thing to he left written in characters of 
gold in family annals, a memory of price- 
less value to hand down to unborn gen- 
erations. It was the bounty of our Cath- 

■ olic forefathers that endowed the college 
that made Oxford famous, that founded 

the public schools of England, her EtonS 
and her Winchesters and her Harrows. 
And in less happy days, it was the sacri- 
fices of our fathers in the faith that 
raised up schools in Flanders and France 
and Spain, that kept alive the faith in 
England and Ireland. The spirit that 
actuated our ancestors has come down 
to our day, indeed, hut apparently it has 
lost it's way in coming. Week after 
week we hear of donations and bene- 
factions, princely sometimes in amount, 
made to Yale and Harvard and Princeton 
and the rest. How seldom we hear of 
like benefactions to Catholic schools or 
colleges! 

To give hut a few instances of what 
we are referring to: Mrs. Jane L. Stan- 
ford turned over to the Leland Stanford, 
Jr., University last summer her entire 
interest in the Southern Pacific Railroad 
Company—a block of 285,000 shares of 
stock. She reserved to herself the au- 
thority to dispose of the stock if she 
could do so with advantage to the Uni- 
versity. The opportunity to do this she 
found a few weeks ago, selling the stock 
for the sum of $11,400,000, which she, 
of course, turned over to the university. 
The entire endowment of Leland Stan- 
ford, Jr., is now about $30,000,000. 

Again, we read in the daily papers 
that a long-needed addition has been 
made to the material equipment of the 
University of Pennsylvania in the form 
of a donation of $25,000 for a Physical 
Laboratory. The name of the donor is 
withheld for the present. 

The Western Reserve University re- 
ceived $12,000 lately to found a chair of 
Medical Jurisprudence and $12,000 for 
the library. 

At the University of Vermont a new 
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department of Commerce and Economics 

was founded last commencement and par- 
tially endowed by a gift of $50,000. It 
is expected it will be properly organized 
and equipped by the autumn of 1900. 
The same gentleman who gave this sum 
offered $5,000 more toward a proper 
building on the college ground for a 
gymnasium. A noteworthy gift to the 
library of the same institution is that of 
the Stevens-Whittingham’s collection of 
2,845 volumes, consisting in large part 
of the productions of the famous Chis- 
wick Press, from its origin to its sale in 
1880. 

At Princeton we are told that about 
forty extra assistants are employed at the 
library, chiefly in the cataloguing depart- 
ment. 

Harvard has just received $150,000 for 

the erection of a building suitable for the 
uses of a University Club; $20,000 has 
been given for the library of the new 
building by one alumnus, and another 
alumnus has given $10,000 towards the 
furnishing of the building; $200,000 
has been received from a donor, whose 
name for the present is withheld, for the 
erection and endowment of a building 
for the Department of Architecture. A 
gift of $27,000 from the Harvard Club 
of New York makes a new University 
boathouse possible; $20,000 has been 
given in memory of John Simpkins, 85, 
by his family for the equipment of mining 
and metallurgical laboratories. Two 
important additions have been made 

lately to the collections of books at the 
University Library. Through the gen- 
erosity of Assistant Professor J. Randolph 
Coolidge the library has been enabled to 
buy a great and valuable collection of 
books relating to the Crusades and the 

history of the Latin East. This will add 
10,000 or more volumes to the library. 
By subscription also a sum of money has 
been raised to secure the books of the late 
James Russell Lowell. 

Oberlin will soon have a new Chemical 
Laboratory representing an expenditure 

of over $6,000, the gift of a wealthy 
friend of the college. 

We are far from envying these institu- 
tions their prosperity, and we can find it 
in our hearts to praise the generosity of 
those who bestow their wealth for the 
better furtherance according to their 
lights of intellectual improvement. We 
cannot but wish, however, that our 

wealthy Catholics might follow the ex- 
ample of their Protestant neighbors, and 
out of their abundance so enrich Cath- 
olic institutions that these might be better 
able to compete with Protestant seats of 
learning in the field of education. We 
are optimistic enough to believe that just 
as Catholics are becoming more prom- 
inent in political and social fields, so will 
the cause of Catholic education advance 
more and more, but in the meantime, 
much harm wrill be done to Catholic faith 
and to the true principles of sound edu- 
cation from the inability, through lack of 
funds on the part of Catholic institutions 
to fully compete with their richer Protest 
ant neighbors. 

* * * * 

We take great pleasure in calling the 
attention of our readers to a recent arti- 

cle, entitled “President Eliot and the 
Jesuit Colleges,” by the Rev. Timothy 
Brosnahan, S. J., Professor in Wood 

stock College, Md. It is a rejoinder to 
an article by President Eliot of Harvard 
University, contributed to the October 
number of the A-tlcuntic Mo??^/^7y.i'athei 
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Brosnahan’s paper first appeared in the 
pages of the Sacred Heart Revieiv of 
January 13th instant, and we are grati- 
fied to find that the enterprising press 
of the Revieiv Publishing Co. has since 
published it in attractive pamphlet 
form. 

Father Brosnahan’s article is well 
worthy of careful perusal. It is a clear 
and masterly exposition of the princi- 
ples which underlie the Jesuit system of 
studies; it is a scholarly and exhaustive 
refutation of Dr. Eliot’s strictures on 
that system; it is, moreover, a close and 
convincing argument, as helpful to edu- 
cators as it is suggestive to parents and 
all those interested in the work of edu- 
cation. 

In these days of methods and meth- 
odizers, of changing in the school and 
experiment in the class-room—we need 
the direction of such a guide to guard 
ourselves against the danger that besets 
us. For, as Monsignor Conaty well put 
it in his address before the Alumni of 
Holy Cross College, Worcester, January 
22d inst., “ Educati onal work becomes a 
slave to experimentalism. The methods 
adopted by one board are set aside for 
those of another, and each succeeding 
gathering has new theories, with methods 
attached, which have failed to prove their 
right to be considered the only guides to 
the best instruction.” 

Father Brosnahan does not speak as 
a mere theorist or experimentalist—he 
speaks with the voice of long personal 
experience in the education of youth ac- 
cording to fixed principle and method, 
and with the authority of a like experi- 
ence shown in the educational work done 
in the schools of the Society for the last 
three hundred years. He knows well his 

own position and he has made it his duty 
to know well the position of Dr. Eliot 
before undertaking to challenge and re- 
fute his assertions. 

We shall give a brief summary of 
his argument. He begins by giving 
President Eliot’s estimate of the Jesuit 
system in the President’s own words: 

“ There are those who say,” he writes, 
“that there should be no election of 
studies in secondary schools. . . . This 
is precisely the method followed in Moslem 
countries, where the Koran prescribes the 
perfect education to be administered to all 
children alike. . . . Another instance 
of uniform prescribed education may 
be found in the curriculum of the Jesuit 
colleges, which has remained almost un- 
changed for four hundred years, disre- 
garding some trifling concessions to 
natural sciences. That these examples 
are both ecclesiastical is not without 
significance. Nothing but an unhesi- 
tating belief in the divine wisdom of 
such prescriptions can justify them, for 
no human wisdom is equal to contriving 
a prescribed course of study equally good 
for even two children of the same family 
between the ages of eight and eighteen. 
Direct revelation from on high would be 
the only satisfactory basis for a uniform 
prescribed school curriculum. The im- 
mense deepening and expanding of human 
knowledge in the nineteenth century and 
the increasing sense of the sanctity of 
the ♦ individual’s gifts and will-power 
have made uniform prescriptions of 
study in secondary schools impossible 
and absurd.” 

These are, to say the least, strange 
words, especially from the pen of a man 
who puts himself forward as a guide in 
educational matins, and whose position 
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at the head of a great University, gives 
his words so much weight. Apart from 
their author, they would not merit the 
passing attention of anyone versed in the 
science and systems of education. 
Father Brosnahan finds in the words of 
Dr. Eliot two principal charges. 

«Aside from the derogatory insinua- 
tions, contained in this passage,” he 
writes, “the average reader will carry 
away from the perusal of it, two main 
assertions. (1) That the Jesuit system 
of education implies a uniform prescribed 
curriculum of Moslem-like rigidity; (2) 
that the natural disparity of the indi- 
vidual student in gifts and will power, 
the finite wisdom of the educator, and the 
increase of human knowledge are such as 
to necessitate the widest application of 
the elective system.” 

These are the assertions Father Bros- 
nahan undertakes to dispute. The first 
is a question of fact, and he appeals to 
facts. He makes a clear distinction be- 
tween the method of studies and the 
matter to which that method is applied. 
He shows that if the former is permanent 
in Jesuit colleges, the latter is sufficiently 
flexible to meet even “ the immense deep- 
ening and expanding of human knowl- 
edge in the nineteenth century.” He asks 
Dr. Eliot to consult the catalogues of the 
Jesuit colleges to-day and compare them 
with the catalogues of the same colleges 
in the seventeenth century. He would 
be interested to know whether Dr. Eliot 
consulted the “ ratio studiorum ” and the 
“Monumenta Paedagogica Germaniae,” 
before undertaking such a loose and un- 
warranted criticism of the Jesuit system. 
He reminds him, moreover, that the scope 
of a college is not that of aUniversity, that 
the educational standard of a college is 

not to be judged by elaborate programs, 
but by the actual studies which a student 
must prepare and master before he re- 
ceives a degree; that the grade of a class 
in a college course is not to be measured 
by the author studied in that class, but 
by the manner, according to which that 
author is studied; that, in fine, so far is 
the Jesuit system from merely giving 
“ some trifling concessions to natural 
sciences,” it gives more attention to 
natural sciences than is required for 
a degree in most colleges, and cer- 
tainly more than is required at Harvard, 
where a student may graduate without 
giving any time whatsoever during his 
four years, to the study of the natuial 
sciences. “‘Four hundred years,’” he 
adds, ‘ “ of unchanged uniformity,’ has an 
impressive sound in this mutable age 
when progress is in danger of being iden- 
tified with change.’ ” This “ impressive 
sound ’ ’ has no meaning in the searching 
analysis of Father Brosnahan. The 
Jesuit system cannot have this “un- 
changed uniformity” for four hundred 
years, if its very existence does not extend 
over that period, and its uniformity can- 
not be a reproach to it, if it is the system 
followed in all the great colleges of Eu- 
rope, if the new theorists and the new 
eclectic systems have come into the field 
of education only within a few years, and 
if Harvard itself followed the old 
methods up to fifteen years ago, when it 
“ discovered that no human wisdom was 
equal to contriving a prescribed system 
equally good,” not indeed “ for boys be- 
tween the age of eight and eighteen,” but 
for all seniors, and when it undertook to 
dictate to the college world, and thrust 
upon it its new system of eclecticism, 
which is at best but an experiment and for 
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which, we are safe in assuring ourselves, 
she can offer ns “ no direct revelation 
from on high.” Fifteen years, indeed, 
is a very short time in the history of an 
educational movement, and hardly war- 
rants the bold dogmatism of its few ad- 
vocates. 

-the second part of Father Brosna- 
han’s paper has to do with the method 
of Jesuit education. 

That method undoubtedly has remained 
unchanged for three hundred years, and 
it is a uniform prescribed method. “ Do 
the exigencies of modern education,” he 
asks, “ call for its rejection in favor of the 
elective system of Harvard ? Will any- 
thing short of an£ unhesitating belief in 
the Divine wisdom’ of its prescriptions 

justify non-compliance with its call? 
Aside from a 'direct revelation from on 
high, can any satisfactory basis be found 
for it ? ” 

It is unnecessary to say he finds nothing 
in Harvard dictation or experimenting to 
call for its rejection, and he establishes a 
satisfactory basis for its adoption without 
appealing to a “ direct revelation from on 
high.” 

He does not avoid the great problem 
of modem education. There is an "im- 
mense deepening and expanding of human 
knowledge in the nineteenth century” 
and the educator must be prepared to 
deal with it. There is a widening of 
range in man’s intellectual sympathies 
and interests—if “not an increasing 
sense of the sanctity of the individual’s 
gifts and will power,” and the educator 
must be prepared to minister to and 
direct these tendencies. But how is 
the problem to be solved ? By the adop- 
tion of eclecticism ? By allowing every 
boy fiom eight to eighteen to choose for 
himself his own studies and assume the 

direction and responsibility of his own 
education ? This would, indeed, be the 
principle of “ individuality ” or lib- 
eralism, or whatever name one may call it, 
run riot. And there is no reason why 
the boy should not be an eclectic in the 
home and in the primary school, as well 
as in the high school and college. 

On the other hand, is the problem to 
be met by a rigid prescribed system of 
studies ? By a system which will sacri - 
fice the individual mind to the uni- 
formity of a curriculum? Father Bros- 
nahan answers—Ho. He finds an al- 
ternative, which rejects the Harvard 
eclecticism without being itself “absurd 
and impossible,” which has foundation 
in reason and experience and authoritv, 
without appealing “to a revelation from on 
high,” which is neither rigid uniformity 
nor extreme eclecticism, and which is at 
the same time expansive with the “ ex - 
panding of human knowledge,” and most 
scrupulously careful “of the sanctity of 
the gifts and will power” of the indi- 
vidual student. 

J hat alternative is no other than the 
system of the Jesuits so flagrantly ar- 
raigned by the President of Harvard. Its 
method gives unity and stability to its 
teaching, the application of this method 
may widen with all the demands of intel- 
lectual advancements. And as “ to the 
sanctity of the individual’s gifts and 
powers,” it is precisely “the abiding 
sense,” writes Father Brosnahan, “ of that 
very reverence for such gifts, that inspires 
the Jesuit educator with the belief, that 
it is an unhallowed thing to make the 
plastic souls and hearts and minds of 
those entrusted to their care the subjects 
of untried, revolutionary and wholesale 
experiment.’ ’ If boys have accidental dif- 
ferences, they have also essential conform. 
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ity; if they vary in intellectual aptitudes, 
their intellectual faculties are essentially 
similar. Are we then to take cognizance 
of what is merely accidental and secon- 
dary in a boy’s mental formation, and 
overloo'k what is essential and primary ? 
If boys have their sanctities, they have 
also their idiosyncrasies; the latter demand 
as much attention from the teacher as 
the former. If a system of studies is to 
respect as sacred the former, it cannot 
afford, without being false to its own 
responsibility and to the trust coupled to 
it by parents, to allow the latter to enjoy 
whim and caprice along “ a-go-as-you- 
please program of studies and a hap- 
hazard and chaotic system of forma- 
tion.” 

This is but a very inadequate summary 
of Father Brosnahan’s admirable paper. 
No words of ours can convey to our readers, 
the logical force of his reasoning and the 
keen and charming humor which gives it 

so much life and piquancy. Hence we 
earnestly recommend our alumni and 
friends to procure for themselves a copy 
of this pamphlet, and make a careful 
study of its contents. It will be useful 
for them in many ways. We Catholics 
ought to be alive to the educational crisis 
which now threatens the college world 
around us. We have no reason to be apolo- 
getic. If we speak out, it is not because 
we are afraid of any attacks on our 
studies or our system. They are, as 
Father Brosnahan emphatically says, 
“ unfounded, singularly inexact, and 
merit attention solely from the fact that 
they are the pronouncements of a man 
standing high in his profession.” They 
are, furthermore, the echo of a bitter ani- 
mus against our Catholic colleges, which 
is now taking a deliberate and methodical 
form of antagonism, in certain high cir- 
cles of the would-be educational trust 
company. 



In some of the college magazines there 
seems to be a tendency of attaching as 
much importance to local and alumni 
departments as to the literary portion. 
As the first end of a college magazine is 
to foster the spirit of literature among 
the students, we do not think these de- 
partments ought to use up that part of 
the paper that should be devoted entirely 
to literary offerings. College happenings 
are only of interest to the students them- 
selves, but some papers fill page after page 
with such notes. 

Affairs that the students have attended 
or seen described somewhere else are here 
printed out in full. It is all very well, 
of course, to let people know that you have 
had this kind of an entertainment and 
that sort of a speech from this man, but 
that is no reason why the entire news- 
paper account of the affair or the entire 
speech of the man should be inserted in 
the college publication. 

Print college happenings that are really 
of interest, by all means, and give your 
alumni a portion of your sheet, but beware 
of printing things that any one could see 
were just put in to “fill out.” 

In a very few7 magazines there are de- 
partments entitled, for sarcastic effect, 
we suppose, “ Jokes.” One would surely 
think that these magazines, like the 
Babes in the Wood, had lost their w7ay 
and were wandering from the straight 
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and narrow path that leads to literar 
perfection, as in their “joke ” columns al 
the idiocy imaginable is poured forth 
upon an unsuspecting reader. 

“ Which Passetli all Understanding,” in 
the Williams Lit for January is one of those 
very rare gems that are found among the 
mass of fiction for last month. It shov7s 
that depth of plot does not always pro- 
duce a successful effort, but that a great 
deal depends upon the style of the writer. 
The writer of this story has taken a 
rather ordinary plot, but has so embel- 
lished it that the product is most interest- 
ing. The Ex-man of the Lit causes us 
great delight, indeed, when he informs us 
of his good intentions for this year, but 
he deserves a gentle reminder that the 
world of college journalism is not all to- 
gether contained in New England. Of 
course every man loves his ov7n locality, 
but why he persistently continues to crit- 
icise only those magazines from New 
England colleges, is something, we think, 
that appeals to the sense of fairness as 
prejudiced. 

* * * * 

The Spring Hill Review is a volume 
that would delight the most fastidious of 
Exchange men, as between its pretty 
covers is contained matter pertaining to 
fictional, historical, critical, poetical, and 
biographical parts of literature. 

“ Friends Once More ” is a well writt- 
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ten story that presents us a graphic pic- 
ture of the conditions in the South dur- 
ing the Civil War. Although some of 
the effects appear at times rather ama- 
teurish, it is deserving of praise. 

“ Father Ryan’s Poetry ’ ’ is an appre- 
ciative article that is excellently, at 
times almost eloquently, written, hut 
what son of Spring Hill is there who 
could not grow enthusiastic with such a 
subject? We admire the appearance of 
the Review. 

* * * * 

The Randolph-Macon Monthly, a very 
unpretentious magazine in appearance, 
has so far escaped our attention, but we 
cannot pass over the December number 
without a few words of praise for its 
contents. 

The leading essay, “ Studies in Classic 
Tennyson,” clearly shows a thorough 
knowledge of the subject, which, coupled 
with a clever style and a knack of ap- 
propriately quoting, has given us an 
article that is worthy of any college 
magazine. 

“ The Spirit of Sandy Bottom ” and 
“ Their Boy” are both pleasing pieces 
of local coloring, although the latter is 
rather unnatural, since the plot hinges 
on the denial of a mother by her son. 

The Monthly has an exchange column 
that is a credit to it, as the notes clearly 
prove that none but a versatile genius 
could have written them in that spark- 
ling style which has always been so ap- 
propriate for criticising. 

enter much into real criticism, but are 
rather descriptive of the life, the actions, 
the events of the several subjects. The 
fiction of the Collegian is written in a 
smooth, easy style, but the stories lack in 
probability. It is rather strange, for 
instance, .to find the strapping graduate, 
“ Roy Goodwin,” “ six feet in height, ath- 
letic, strongly built, with every muscle 
in repose,” so “flustered” by the 
coquettish action of the first fair maid he 
meets. And then no wonder his rela- 
tives “were really amazed Avhen Roy 
shook hands with them,” if he per- 
formed that action “ with every muscle 
in repose.” Again, why three maiden 
aunts? One with the grandmother 
thrown in would have sufficed for the 
story. Turning to the editorials, we 
doubt if the homily on the value of 
time will be well received by the average 
undergraduate, when couched in the 
doctorial way of the Collegian. Better 
state a few pertinent facts, and let him 
draw the inference. And would it not 
be better to eschew such sentences as 
this: “ New blood and new life always 
create a healthy spirit wherever it goes, 
or whatever it puts its hands on. The 
advocate of “clean politics” will not 
help his cause by so careless a style. 
The Collegian, in spite of its few blem- 
ishes shows much originality and vigor. 

* . * * 

The Sacred Heart Collegian makes a 
presentable appearance in its January 
issue. The essays on “ Hawthorne,” 
“ Goneril and Regan,” and “Evangeline” 
show reading and study. They do not 

The Fordham Monthly for January 
finds poetic inspiration in the contempla- 
tion of various phases of nature, and 
presents its readers with beautiful gems 
on the dawn, the starry night, the reefs, 
and the barn-yard monarch. Every one 
has been entranced by the charming 
scene depicted in these lines: 
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“ I love to look up to the silent sky 
When night’s dark mantle o’er the 

earth is spread; 
To hear the gentle zephyrs murmuring 

nigh, 
And see the bright stars glimmer over- 

head.” 

And some have witnessed, at least in 
the winter months, how 

“Now from the Bast while still the 
planets beam, 

And the dark shadows slowly turn to 
gray; 

The sunbeams leap and higher ever 
gleam, 

The blessed harbingers of coming day. 

From all the vales the heavy mists arise, 
And fainter grow the shades of sombre 

night; 
Till purple rays illume the distant skies, 

And clothe th’ encircling dome with 
dazzling light.” 

In “The Stars” we admire the reli- 
gious spirit of the poet who is led by 
things visible to the invisible beyond, and 
closes his contemplation with the invoca- 
tion : 

“ Encourage, guide us, till at last 
Life’s joys and griefs alike are past, 

And Faith and Hope,—till Love shall 
rest 

With Beatific Vision blest.” 

“ The Keefs that Wait ” appeals to us 
so by its rhythmic flow and its beautiful 
sentiment that we must cull the little 
flower for our table: 

“ My sailor lad, no sleep for thee! 
Didst thou not hear how piteously 
The sea-gull cried as he flew past 
To warn thee of the coming blast ? 
To warn thee ere it be too late, 
Of reefs that in the darkness wait. 
Oh! may the heavenly Father save 
And keep thee from a watery grave.” 

The paper “ On Friendship ” might be 
taken as a proof of the value of the study 
of the ancient classics. We have here 
the grand thoughts of Cicero, put in close 
logical order, and dressed in an English 
garb that shows the grand style of 
Borne’s best writer. The editorial on 
Colleges and Universities is thoughtfully 
written. On the whole, the present num- 
ber of the Fordham Monthly shows much 
care and finish in its several departments. 

A. C. G., ’01. 



The special holiday number of Outing 
has drawn our gaze by its unique and 
picturesque cover. It is very lit, and 
suggests by the articles of sport which 
are grouped around the figure occupying 
the central part of the page the object 
of the magazine—to further the ends of 
sport. The cover, however, does not fur- 
nish all the pleasant offering, but as we 
turn over and glance at the table of con- 
tents, we notice many choice pieces. To 
those who follow, or even take a passing 
fancy in sports, whether outdoor or in- 
door, this magazine offers inducements as 
well as information to satisfy even the 
most exacting. 

Turning over the pages of hunting 
stories, we come to the Football Depart- 
ment, and find the make up of the All- 
American team of the Outing. A pe- 
rusal of this part is highly interesting. 

* * * * 

“ Only the Master Shall Praise ” is the 
title of the opening story in the Century 
for January, the story which has gained 
the proud distinction of winning the 
prize offered by the Century Com- 
pany for college graduates. It is illus- 
trated by Frederic Remington, and comes 
from the pen of John M. Oskison, B. A., 
Leland Stanford, Jr., University. The 
author shows a knowledge of ranch life, 
broncho busting, and cowboys that is 

well portrayed and cleverly pointed out. 
It is somewhat conventional, but may be 
pardoned because of the high excellence 
of its descrijjtions and of its intensely 
interesting power. We would invite— 
nay, ask—a perusal by our readers, in 
hope that they might be stimulated to 
try their hand at writing for this com- 
petition. Nothing beats a trial but a 
failure, and till that failure comes there 
is no need of discouragement. This 
JOURNAL offers help in the line of prac- 
tice to encourage, to assist, to spur on 
others. Let us hope, therefore, to see 
some of our worthy graduates of this 
year try their powers. 

This digression was scarcely intended. 
We had meant to speak of the Century, 
and must confine ourselves to the sub- 
ject. John Morley continues his “ Oliver 
Cromwell,” giving us in Chapter II the 
opening of the war, and the battle of 
Marston Moor. The illustrations are 
very fine. 

In “ The Topics of the Time ” depart- 
ment we are pleased to see a little atten- 
tion paid to that most important, most 
necessary, and yet much-abused thing— 
the son’s allowance. I say much abused, 
and not ill-advisedly, for on many occa- 
sions it is so treated. But the editor 
has said what is fit, and I quote him: 
“ The fashion of the day prescribes for 
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sons of the merely well-to-do as much 
spending money as in the days of their 
fathers’ boyhood would have sufficed for 
a creditable professional income, and for 
sons of the rich allowances which, fifty 
years ago, would have enabled a prudent 
man to start in the banking business. 
This fashion is based on the theory that 
boys, on being sent away to school, should 
carry with them the means of reflecting 
the comfort, and even the luxury, of the 
homes from which they come. Thus 
they are launched early on waters abound- 
ing in insidious currents and hidden 
reefs, and allowed to steer their own 
course with the compass of conscience, 
the needle being subject to the disturb- 
ance of a large amount of current metal. 
It is also the fashion to regard a boy’s 
career at college as almost more important 
in determining the plane on which he 
will move socially in mature life than in 
providing him with intellectual training. 
The latter may not be despised, but it is 
undeniable that a high order of it is not 
an indispensable factor in the modern 
scheme of social happiness.” Too large 
an allowance ruins the boy by putting 
him in the way to obtain things he never 
should have. Too large an allowance 
harms the boy, because it takes from 
him a most essential and correct princi- 
ple—that of independence. It is well 
to know that your father will support 
you, but it is better to know that if 
aught should happen, you can and will 
support yourself. But how can this be 
done, may naturally be asked, since I have 
never done so. The answer is very 
simple. If your allowance has been 
small, but enough for you to get along 
on well, you will have no ideas that come 

high-priced. You will know what you 
can do with, and you will need no more. 

* * * * 

Bev. George M. Searle, C. S. P., in the 
Catholic World has an article for January, 
which he calls “ Murder in the Name of 
Science.” It deals with “Human Vivi- 
section,” and the writer asks himself a 
question “ whether vivisection, either sur- 
gical or medical, of the human subject 
simply for the advancement of science, 
can be allowed by the laws of morality; 
that is, whether it is allowable to perform 
dangerous operations, or administer 
powerful drugs to a human being, with 
no intention of curing or alleviating a 
disease from which he is suffering, but 
simply to learn something about the way 
in which such operations or drugs will 
affect the human subject generally. It 
is obvious, also, that practically such a 
course would be taken without obtaining 
the consent of the patient, or victim as 
he may properly be called.” Then going 
on, the writer shows that he speaks not 
merely on a theoretical question, but ad- 
duces facts and statistics both from this 
country and Europe in support of what 
he says. In many instances he quotes 
from reports read before medical assem- 
blies; on many occasions the subjects are 
insane or infants. But in either case they 
are human and as such deserve to live. 

. We can scarcely think of a crime more 
heinous, we can imagine no deed more 
horrible than this human vivisection. 
When you intrust yourself to a physician, 
you place reliance not only on his abili- 
ties, but on his humanity as well; you 
depend not more on his power than you 
do on his honesty. You sincerely do not 
think that he will use you as a subject 
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for an experiment through which you 
may lose your life. Fortunately the ten- 
dency to merely experiment is not so great 
in this country as in Europe, hut there is 
a tendency that should be eradicated. 
Akin to this subject is that of neglect, 
and we believe that a physician who is 
capable of it, is as bad as the vivisection- 
ist. Let us, however, avoid the censure 
of our medical friends by attempting to 
go too deeply into this question. The 
writer of the article, continuing, refutes 
that old and constantly recurring saying, 
that the end justifies the means, which 
some upholders of this practice, cite in 
defense of their position. The language 
of the writer is very strong, but none too 
strong when he says: “ But the real gist 
of the matter is that, whether people 
trust him or not, the doctor cannot law- 
fully injure or even endanger the well 
being of his patient, simply to advance 
the greater cause of science; for this is 
doing evil that good may come. * * * 
If there is, as seems likely, serious danger 
that physicians may ignore this rule of 
morals, it is certainly high time that the 
common sense of the community should 
force them to do so by penal legislation. 
Many of the proceedings described above 
are simply murder in the name of science; 
and the usual penalties of murder should 
be visited upon them. The scaffold, or 
the electric chair, is the proper remedy 
and preventive for these utterly abomi- 
nable and disgraceful crimes.” If we 
mistake not, there has been a bill intro- 
duced in the House of Representatives to 
abolish just this practise, and we earn- 
estly hope that it will be passed by accla- 
mation to show that the people are 
against this hideous movement. 

We would commend a reading of the 
article in January Cosmopolitan by 
Howard W. Bell, on “ Fossil Hunting in 
Wyoming,” as it is interesting and gives 
much information about fossils in gen- 
eral. It speaks of “ the herbivorous, 
carnivorous, jumping, flying, and armored 
animals, all lizard like in form and loving 
the sun bath and a torpid life.” Start- 
ing out, the writer informs us that Yale 
had a monopoly almost on the fossils of 
Wyoming because of the efforts and 
knowledge of W. H. Reed, a cow puncher. 
The taking of the fossils from the earth, 
their nature, the skill required in separ- 
ating them from the stones, as well as the 
care they should receive, are treated of 
in this article. We suggest a glance at it. 

* * * * 

The Saturday Evening Post of Phila- 
delphia has offered during the past month 
a varied assortment of interesting read- 
ing. It has among its contributors some 
of the best writers in the country. Thomas 
B. Reed, Murat Halstead, Bret Harte, 
Richard Harding Davis, Jerome K. Je- 
rome form a galaxy of writers whose 
papers all will read with profit and 
pleasure. “ Three Men on Four Wheels,” 
by Jerome K. Jerome, is written in the 
author’s best style, and is replete Avith 
humor. The editors of the Saturday 
Evening Post promise for the issue of 
February 10th a paper by Hon. Thomas 
B. Reed on “ Monopolies.” It will be a 
matter of interest to know what Mr. 
Reed has to say on a subject that is to- 
day so much in the public mind. 

* * * * 

We can say but little of the so-called 
serious magazines for this month. There 
are many, very many, art icles on the Boe 
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question, but after perusing them, we 
scarcely know “ where we are at.” One 
pro-Boer sympathizer says the very op- 
posite of what is said by an English sym- 
pathizer. One maligns the other; one 
contradicts the other, so much does preju- 
dice affect the thoughts of men. Let us 
take an instance. In a certain magazine, 
referred to under this general head, the 
manner of the living of the Boers re- 
ceives very rough teatment; in another 

magazine, an estimable author says di- 
rectly the contrary. How which shall we 
believe? It is too bad that some authen- 
tic as well as accurate statements may 
not reach us so as to insure at least a 
proper knowledge of the people that are 
causing England so much chagrin and 
annoyance, by defeating the flower of her 
chivalry, by picking off her great, medal- 
bedecked officers. 

J. A. O’S. 



LAW 

It seems quite 
probable that an in- 
tercollegiate debate 
will soon be ar- 
ranged. The com- 
mittee of the Tie- 
bating Society re- 

cently received a very cordial response 
to its invitation to debate from the Uni- 
versity of Wisconsin. Negotiations are 
now pending between the two schools 
and everything looks favorable for a de- 
bate here in Washington sometime late 
in the Spring. We sincerely hope that 
nothing shall intervene to prevent such 
a contest. Wisconsin is recognized as 
the leader of the middle West, not alone 
in athletic prowess but on the forum as 
well. She has won contests of an orator- 
ical nature from the principal colleges of 
her vicinity, notably from Chicago and 
Michigan, while in the East Cornell, 
fresh from her victories over Pennsyl- 
vania, has succumbed to the skill of her 
young orators. Georgetown, on the other 
hand, has an almost unbroken line of 
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SCHOOL. 

victories in debate to her credit. They 
have all been over Eastern colleges, and 
if this debate is arranged it will be her 
first opportunity to try her mettle against 
the young giants from the West. There 
is no doubt of the widespread interest 
the contest would create, not alone in 
Washington, but all over the country. 
We feel confident that our Debating 
Society will use every effort to bring 
about the debate, and that in the next 
issue we shall be able to announce full 
particulars concerning its date, place and 
conditions. 

A very praiseworthy undertaking has 
been set on foot through the efforts of 
the Postgraduate Class in seeking to have 
the rule of the Supreme Court of the 
District requiring three full years of 
study as a prerequisite to taking the Bar 
Examination so changed that three scho- 
lastic years shall be sufficient, thus allow- 
ing the Postgraduate classes of the Law 
Schools of the District to stand the test 
at the completion of their course without 
having to wait idly for six or seven 
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months longer. At a meeting of the 
Class the matter was discussed and a 
committee consisting of John J. Kirby, 
Massachusetts; G. Malcolm Eccleston, 
Maryland; and W. F. D. Herron, Mary- 
land, was appointed to confer with the 
Postgraduate Classes of the Columbian 
and National Law Schools and ask their 
cooperation. The committee found the 
two other schools willing and anxious to 
join with them in the work. Accord- 
ingly it was agreed that a committee of 
three students—the above being George- 
town’s committee—and one member of 
the faculty from each School should ap- 
pear before the Supreme Court sometime 
this month and ask for the change in 
the rule mentioned. 

The Court of Appeals of the George- 
town University Moot Court held its 
first session of the year on Tuesday, 
January 23d. The session was quite 
lengthy, and a number of good argu- 
ments were presented by the counsel for 
the deliberation of “ their Honors.” 

The course in Natural Law which Fr. 
ILolaind is conducting with the Post- 
graduate Class is creating a great deal 
of interest. Although not a prescribed 
course, it is very well attended—a marked 
tribute to the skill with which the Rev- 
erend Professor is handling a most ab- 
struse subject. 

Dean Hamilton begins his lectures to 
the postgraduates on Testamentary Law 
February 1st. The lectures will be on 
Friday evenings at 7.30 in the lower hall 
and will continue throughout the re- 
mainder of the term. 

Mr. Tallmadge A. Lambert, lecturer 
on Civil Lawr, has been prevented by ill 
health from delivering his course of lec- 

tures. He hopes, however, to make some 
arrangement so that his lectures, if not 
delivered by himself, may be read to the 
Class by some of the other lecturers. 
His many friends regret Mr. Lambert’s 
illness, and wish for him an early re- 
covery. 

A special class of eleven members has 
been formed among the postgraduates 
for the study of elocution and oratory 
under the direction of Professor Charle- 
magne Koehler of the University Ora- 
torical Department. The class meets 
every Fridary evening at 8.30 in the 
lower Lecture Hall. The members are 
very enthusiastic in their work and have 
already begun the study of the master- 
pieces of British eloquence in connec- 
tion with their practice in the class. 

MEDICAL SCHOOL. 

The mid-winter examinations are over, 
and the results show that the students 
have applied themselves zealously to the 
last-term work. The professors are 
pleased with the application and earnest- 
ness of the young gentlemen in their 
various courses. 

Dr. Glazebrook, Deputy Coroner of 
the District, has kindly offered to invite 
the Senior Class to witness the autopsies 
which he will perform. This privilege 
will prove especially valuable and in- 
structive to our medical students, as 
they will thus be enabled to see the 
healthy body as well as many diseased 
conditions, the post-mortems being fre- 
quently held upon subjects whose deaths 
result from accident. 

To give fuller opportunities for the 
practical study of obstetrics, Dr. Moran 

will give an additional practical demon- 
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stration on Tuesday, thus making two 
each week. 

At the last meeting of the Board of 
Directors for the Central Dispensary 
and Emergency Hospital, Drs. Vaughan 
and Kober were elected members of the 
Board. Dr. Kober becomes a member of 
the Consulting Staff, while Dr. Vaughan 
will be on the Attending Staff. This 
will give Dr. Vaughan additional facili- 
ties for illustrating practically the in- 
structions he gives in the class-room and 
extends the means of clinical instruc- 
tion, so eminently desirable for medical 
students. 

The District Commissioners have occu- 
pied themselves for some time past with 
the examination of various means to 
better the condition of the poor in the 
District. To this effect, they have re- 
quested the aid of Dr. Kober, and the 
latter has prepared a very exhaustive 
Report on the “Homes of the Wage- 
earners.” The purpose of the Report is 
to show the existing conditions of our 
poor classes, and to offer such sugges- 
tions as may tend to ameliorate the 
present state of affairs. 

Relative to this point the Medical 
Record in its issue of January 13, has 
the following pertinent editorial remarks: 

“ The point that it is to the interests 
of the public as a whole for the poorer 

classes to be housed in a sanitary manner, 
and that their environment generally 
should conform to the requirements of 
modern hygiene, is one that does not 
seem as yet to have been thoroughly 
grasped and its true significance appre- 
ciated by municipalities. In order that 
a nation should prosper it is necessary 
that its individual members should be 

sound physically and mentally. To gain 
this end, disease must be eradicated as 
far as possible, and to curtail the spread 
of disease the most effective measures 
must be taken to insure to everyone the 
means of living in healthy surroundings. 
The obstacles in the way of successfully 
accomplishing this object are undeniably 
hard to overcome, but they are not in- 

surmountable.” 
The problem of housing the JDOOI' has 

occupied the attention of the civil au-. 
thorities in London and Kew York, and 
has met with but imperfect success. 
Much has been done in the District by 
removing many of the poorer classes 
from the disease-breeding alleyways to 
houses located amid healthy surround- 
ings and furnished with the needful 
hygienic appointments. We congratulate 
Dr. Kober upon his connection with so 
praiseworthy a plan. 

It is with sincere regret that we an- 
nounce the death of our esteemed Pro- 
fessor on Mental Diseases, Dr. A. PI. 
Witmer. He was attacked a short time 
since with pleuro-pneumonia, and suc- 
cumbed on Thursday, January 18th, to 
heart-exhaustion. The Church News pays 
the following tribute to Dr. Witmer: 

“Within less than a year after the 
death of Dr. W.W. Godding, superintend- 
ent of the Government Hospital for the 
Insane, its first assistant physician, the 
lamented Dr. A. H. Witmer, has passed 
away. His departure is deeply regretted by 
hundreds who were brought into business 
relations with him, for he was a man of 
commercial integrity and ability. These 
attributes of high character won, in the 
early days of his connection withSt.Eliza- 
beth’s, the sincere respect of the public 
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having intercourse with him. To those 
who knew him well, the late Dr. Witmer 
was a trusted friend and a prudent coun- 
selor. And now that he has left us for- 
ever, it is but natural that happy mem- 
ories of an acquaintanceship of years 
stand in the perspective retouched with 
the mellowness of time and affection. As 
professor of mental diseases in the School 
of Medicine of Georgetown University, 
and as lecturer, before public assemblies, 
on foreign lands,—for he had visited 
many,—the late Dr. Witmer was con- 
stantly adding to the list of his cultured 
friends in our town life, who appreciated 
his professional and literary acquire- 
ments. With a generosity only limited 
by conditions of health, he had served 
without remuneration both Catholic and 
non-Catholic clubs and institutions in 
'their annual lecture courses, and was a 
familiar figure in the halls of Carroll 
Institute and St. John’s College, and at 
the old University Club, of which he 
was an active member until its discon- 
tinuance. Sometimes harassed with a 
bronchial disturbance, on account of 
which a less determined man would have 
occasionally found sufficient excuse for 
postponing engagements, if not entirely 
abandoning them, yet Dr. Witmer con- 
tinued before a select auditory through- 
out his career. I know personally that 
he was always acceptable to his audience, 
for I have listened to descriptions of his 
foreign rambles, finely illustrated with 
excellent views made to fit the lecture 
rather than the lecture to fit the views. 
These avocations, taken from a busy pro- 
fessional life, kept him in touch with the 
literary side of Washington, while the 
academic duties of his professorship in 
the School of Medicine of Georgetown 

University associated him in pleasant 
intellectual kinship with ardent young 
students aspiring to the career of medical 
practitioners. His wide sympathies and 
gracious manners and kindly heart would 
have made him a noted educator, if he 
had elected to devote himself exclusively 
to that line of his profession. But in 
the dawn of his manhood Dr. Witmer 
turned from the prizes to be won in the 
general practice of medicine to the less 
lucrative sphere of an alienist in a great 
and growing hospital for the insane. At 
St. Elizabeth’s he spent by far the major 
part of a professional life, happy in his 
work, happy in the confidence of his asso- 
ciate physicians, and happy in the recog- 
nition of the value of his services to 
afflicted humanity. 

“ It was my privilege to know Dr. Wit- 
mer well. We frequently met, especially 
during these last months when Dr. God- 
ding’s death had touched so deeply innu- 
merable friends. With the work of life 
faithfully done, amid the scenes of ex- 
haustive and continuous labors in behalf 
of those who can rarely help themselves, 
and with an eye single to the betterment 
of the methods, now employed in the 
treatment of mental disease, Dr. A. H. 
Witmer has passed away, and has be- 
queathed the volume of an active career, 
whose pages are golden with unsullied 
light. If it could be reached this would 
be the final testimony of Catholics and of 
non-Catholics in the community in which 
Dr. Witmer was so long known. 

“And now,in conclusion, I feel bound 
to say that among charming characteris- 
tics none more clearly gave tone and value 
to this professional man’s life as an un- 
erring interpreter of the breadth of his 
culture and the strength of his mind 
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than the total absence of prejudices 
of all kinds. ' This widely liberal man 
recognized goodness wherever he found 
it, and by a wisely tolerant disposition 
gathered about him a host of friends and 
admirers among the Catholic population. 
Never, in all the years of my intercourse 
with him, and such would be the testi- 
mony of some of the Catholic clergy and 
laity, was he heard to utter one word of 
reproach in regard to the Catholic faith^ 
professed by many with whom he was 
officially brought in daily contact. Very 
justly has the cultured world of our day 
reached its conclusion, that prejudice and 
passion are the unmistakable notes of the 
wild and untutored intellect of man. 
Calmness of thought and of statement, 
offspring of knowledge, is a test of mental 
condition, as in opposition to insolence of 
inaccuracy and of violence, offspring of 
ignorance. In many respects the late Di. 
Witmer was a counterpart of the late Dr. 
Godding, and in no Avay does a contrast 
more truly institute itself between them 
than in this absence of prejudice and of 
passion in their mental and moral make- 
up. Character, which some one calls the 
diamond that scratches every other stone, 
is the sum total of Dr. Witmer as a man. 
It is the alembic in which is tried the 
virility of manhood, and makes reputation 
possible. Understanding the significance 
of this truth, the poet well says: 

‘The dearest treasure mortal times 
afford, 

Is spotless reputation; that away, 
Men are but gilded loam or painted 

clay.’ ” 

The attendance has attained the cen • 
tury mark, there being now one hun- 
dred in the School, 

The Kev. Fr. Whitney, S. J., accom- 
panied by the Dean, G. L. Magruder, 
M. D., honored us by a brief visit; 
through the courtesy of the Curate, Mr. 
G. A. Fortier, they were escorted through 
the lecture halls and laboratories and the 
museum. 

Dr. Eeisinger and corps of assistants 
have begun the spring course of dis- 
section. 

Dr. F. F. Keppetti has begun prepara- 
tions for practical demonstrations. 

Dr. M. D’Arcy Magee now occupies 
the chair of minor surgery. 

In the early part of January Drs. 
Kober and Lee began their lectures on 
Hygiene and Urinalysis respectively 

Dr. F. C. Baker has resumed his 
weekly quiz in Anatomy. 

1900. 

At no time during the College session 
was presented a more abundant and in- 
structive variety of cases than could be 
studied during the winter clinic at the 
Georgetown University, Emergency, 
Providence, and Children’s Hospitals. 
They afford the students an excellent 
opportunity to come in personal contact 
with the patients, to study their human 
nature, especially t.heir ills and mis- 
fortunes, and assume the responsibility 
which, sooner or later, must rest upon 
each student’s conscience. 

Among those who put in their best 
efforts towards making the clinics a suc- 
cess were Cavanaugh, Calkins, Adair, 
Green, Johnson, Gross, Babbitt, Smith 
Hayes, O’Donagliue, and Gapen. 

Doc Green has attained quite a repu- 
tation as a gynaecologist. 
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Quite recently Dr. Kelly had a case of 
obstetrics. Ask him. 

1901. 

The Junior class is taking advantage 
of every case brought before the clinic. 
I he majority of the members are regular 
attendants. After our final examination 
in Gynaecology some of our members felt 
it their bounden duty to see that it should 
become a matter of history in the proper 
style, so they proceeded to erect an archi- 
tectural edifice, commonly known as 
rough house. As a result of this beauti- 
ful work of art, many of our members are 
paying particular attention to the differ- 
ent parts of their anatomy. IJiggins 
says: “ Have a good time, but don’t get 
new.” 

Lectures in Minor Surgery by Dr. 
Magee began first part of January. 

1902. 

Sophomore just began their work of 
Urinalysis in the laboratory. 

Mr. Sullivan is convalescing quite 
rapidly. 

Ihe greater portion of our class have 
completed their course in dissection. 

Mr. McIntyre was sick for the past few 
days. He thought he was suffering from 
an acute severe inflammation of the tonsils 
and mucous membrane of the fauces, but 
on examination by Dr. found 
that it was only one of the big anatomy 
words lodged crosswise in his throat. 
With a little aid he swallowed it and is 
among us once more. 

Lectures in Aygiene are now in order. 

1903. 

William Berth, alias “ Asproduc,” 
who met with a serious accident by re- 

v v 

ceiving a compound comminuted fracture 
of the tibio fibular region while out with 
a coasting party last winter, has by the 
greatest attention and care on the part of 
Di. G. 1. Vaughan, of the Emergency 
Hospital, completely recovered and is 
among us again. Billy says his practical 
experience in surgery will give him a 
decided advantage over his classmates. 

McQuillan is making remarkable pro- 
gress in his dissection. 

Holland is the author on Osteology and 
Chemistry. 

Hussey is greatly interested in the 
work of the Chemical Laboratory. 

A l ecent quiz by Dr. Baker, Jr., brought 
out the fact that we were all thorough 
anatomists. 

J. J. M. 

GRADUATE SCHOOL. 

11 ue, thei e are lots of things going on 
in the school, but it isn’t easy to lay one’s 
digit here and there and say that this 
thing should be recorded, this should 
not, for, if one has a recent initiation into 
I. G.-doni, to talk about it seems flat 
unless one is at liberty to dilate upon 
the various personal characteristics of 
the almost “ late lamented,” which the 
writer is not, never having heard of any 
but one “trek ’in his life pilgrimage, 

though that “trek’s” brevity may have 
been overshadowed by the overcrowding 
of events into it. Then, again, to speak 
of the simplest illustrations, no descrip- 
tion of the temperature of cold water, 
cold enough to the most imaginative 
reader, any idea so intensely realistic as 
that impressed upon the memory of a 
subject to which such fluid may have 
become tangent unexpectedly. Further- 
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more, no ghost story is heard with the 
same sensations which a real ghost or 
set of ghosts actually seen will cause, 
nor do we ever understand the full sig- 
nificance of “wintry” when applied to 
the casing air until we forget some of 
those warm coverings provided for man 
in the advance of civilization and inad- 
vertently stroll out upon the fire-escape 
to take a Philadelphian view of the 

“ bright coelestialle sphere.’ Where- 
fore the aforementioned writer must 
restrict his inclinations to recording 
those things whereof he is fully in- 
formed, and permitted to speak. 

In Rev. Henry J. Shandelle’s course 
of Advanced Rhetoric, the subject of 
“ Latin ” is at present under considera- 
tion. Beginning with the older satirists, 
from Greece to Rome, through Horace, 
Juvenal, and Persius, down through the 
moderns to Pope and pDryden, and finally 
to the present day, the fascinating sub- 
ject is pursued—-historically, critically, 
comparatively, and, of course, techni- 
cally. A paper on “ Miracles ’ ’ is an- 
nounced for Monday, January 22d, in 
Rev. Wm. I. Devitt’s course of Meta- 
physics. The subject merits careful 
study as a live one in these days of 
doubt and agnosticism. A good knowl- 
edge of the principles by which we 
establish the truth and strength of these 
foundation-stones of Christianity itself 
will never be found to be ivaste of brain- 
tissue. In outline the paper will treat 
of the following headings: 

Etymology of the term—what is it 
that excites wonder ? 

Definition-explanation of the defini- 

tion. 
What is meant by “ Supernatural 

Ambiguity of the term “Nature.” In 
what sense is it taken here ? 

Divisions of Miracles—Possibility of 
Miracles — Adversaries—their reasons for 
denying. 

Contingency of the laws of nature— 
Proof. 

Why there can be an exception in the 
physical law and none in the moral law. 
Hume’s objection—refute it. 

The suspension of the law is not its 
destruction; it does not imply change 
in the Divine will, nor imperfection in 
the original law, nor does it weaken the 
firmness of physical certitude. 

Cognoscibility of Miracles—Why is 
this question discussed ? 

We can distinguish a true miracle 
from its counterfeit. 

We can be sure that it does not result 
from the hidden forces of nature. 

We have “ criteria ’ ’ to distinguish it 
from the prodigies of evil spirits. 

Mesmerism and Spiritualism. 
So much for work. 
But not for all work, for I am re- 

minded that several P. G.’s are doing 
much to prepare the way to making the 
Annual Indoor Meet a success, announced 
by Manager W. L. Hirst for February 
17th. The school extends to the Man- 
ager its sincere good wishes, that the 
greatest success may croAvn his earnest, 
deserving efforts in the interests of 
Georgetown Field and Track Athletics. 

Great was the joy of some of the 
brethren on seeing their rooms painted 
and renovated during the Christmas 
vacation. It is hoped that the students 
will keep them looking well, never for- 
getting that their rooms are, always 
have been, and always will be, the pride 



254 GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 

of Old North, erected in 1795. Trite 
but apropos is the saying, “A thing 
of beauty is a joy forever.” 

Mr. Chamberlain, of Great Britain, 
would feel highly encouraged in his strug- 
gle for the extermination of the Boers 
could he but be privileged, as some us 
were, to listen, with awe and rapture, 
frequently bursting forth into unwilling- 
applause, to the masterly and magnifi- 
cent defence of Old England’s policy, by 
a hitherto humble member of our little 
democracy -who is essentially an A. B. 
I -withhold his name in deference to 
modesty and reticence, qualities which 
I shall insist upon encouraging wherever 
found. The gentleman, who is an A. B., 
is at heart the warlike scion of a 
mighty race, a race famous in the 
wars of the world down to its founder, 
the hero of heroes, Terramuggus. 
Space would fail, and such a discussion 
would be distinctly de trop, were I to 
attempt to chronicle only the names of 
our classmate’s illustrious orators, but 
they are all in the “ Blue Book.” Suf- 
fice it is to say that the first was Terra- 
muggus—the last is of our number, 
and is an A. B. 

J. W. II. 

COLLEGE NOTES. 

After a vacation of two weeks the boys 
returned to Alma Mater on the third, and 
old Georgetown began to look like herself 
again. The silent halls once more re- 
sounded with the merry laugh as the boys 
returned, perhaps not glad and yet not 
sorry, for they know that like all good 
things even holidays must come to an end. 
We are back at work again and work in 
earnest, for examinations began on the 
fourth. It is hard work for all; the 

student must study now to distinguish 
himself, and the loafer must either study 
hard or flunk. 

We are glad to see quite a number of 
new- faces mingled w-ith the old, and we 
trust these new-comers may find happi- 
ness and contentment at Georgetow-n. 

The examinations began on the fourth 
and will continue till the third of Febru- 
ary. 

Father Hector w-as good enough to give 
us a holiday to allow- us to don the steel 
shoes and enjoy the rare pleasure of 
skating on the Potomac. 

The Glee, Mandolin and Banjo Clubs 
are hard at w-ork rehearsing for their 
concerts, the first of which will be given 
in Gaston Hall on the night of February 
5th. They will then journey to Phila- 
delphia and New York. We hope that 
this year’s concerts may be even more suc- 
cessful than last, and we extend to them 
our best wishes. 

The subject announced for the Morris 
Historical Medal this year is: “ Religious 
Toleration in Maryland.” 

Father Rector took a short trip to 
Norfolk, where he officiated at the w-ed- 
ding of Mr. Ed Jos. Brady, ’98, to Miss 
Maude Cleary. 

Our genial ex-Rector, Father Richards, 
has been paying us a visit during this 
month. All were glad to see him look- 
ing much better and sincerely hope that 
he may continue in good health. 

At a meeting of the’Varsity football 
team, John Pierce Grade, ’01, was unani- 
mously elected captain for next year. 

We regret to hear of the death of 
James 0. Shea’s mother, and we extend to 
him in behalf of all our heartfelt sym- 
pathy in his great bereavement. 



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 255 

Among the visitors this month were 
Senator Carter of Montana, Representa- 

tive Glynn of New York, a graduate of 
Fordham, and one of the youngest mem- 
bers of the House; Mrs. Martin, of San 
Francisco, and her son Walter, a student 
of our college during ’94 and ’95; also 
Father Richley of Leonardtown, Md. 

The officers of the Philodemic Debat- 
ing Society, chosen for next term are; 
President, James P.Duffy; Vice-President, 
Joseph McAleer; Corresponding Secre- 
tary, M. Smith; Recording Secretary, C. 
Horsey; Censors, J. Martin and C. 
Keirnon. 

The lapidary inscription commemor- 
ative of the old building was put in 
place over the quadrangle entrance to 
the building. It was made out in the 
Centennial year by Fr. Oicaterri, and 
reads as follows: 

AEDES • QITAS • HEIC • SPECTAS 

VETUSTATE • DILABEXTES 

IOANNES • CARROLL • E • SOC • IESU 

LAPIDE ' AUSPICALI ' IACTO ’ ISTCHOAVIT 

AH • M • DCC • LXXXVIII 

What was recently the Brothers’ Recrea- 
tion Room in the Maguire Building has 
been transformed into a Reading Room 
and Library for the Preparatory Depart- 
ment. This room was occupied formerly 
by Archbishop Neale, who was the fourth 
President of the College during the years 
1799-1806. The young reader who sits 
at the centre-table reading, can, if he be 
of an imaginative turn, close his books 
for the nonce and allow his imagination 
to go back one hundred years to the time 
when the severe-looking but kindly- 

hearted President sat at his desk there 
in the corner perusing his letters or 

talking to his visitors. How surprised 

the reverend gentleman would be could 
he see his rooms tastefully decorated as 
they now are, the walls adorned with 
beautiful plastico-work, and the elegant 
furniture, and the handsomely-covered 
volumes arranged about his sleeping 
apartment! 

The old brick building, known to 
many of the Old Boys as the Bake 
Shop, has been transformed by Fr. Bar- 
num into a Museum for the preservation 
of College relics. It is one of the sights 
for visitors to see, and will repay a visit, 
if one have the good fortune to be guided 
by the eloquent curator. 

The contestants in the Merrick Debate, 
have been chosen. They are—1st Af- 
firmative, S. A. Douglas,’ 01, North 
Carolina; 1st Negative, Ed. Smith, ’01, 

,E. Frederick, Md.; 2d Affirmative, John 
Laughlin, ’00, Penn.; 2d Negative, Jos. 
L. McAleer, ’00, Penn. These gentlemen 
are to be congratulated on the distinc- 
tion accorded them. The Merrick De- 
bate is always a prominent feature of 
Georgetown College life and evokes much 
emulation. The medal is considered the 
most honorable trophy that can be car- 
ried away at the distribution of prizes. 

The question for debate is: Resolved, 
That great combinations of capital are 
detrimental to the best interests of so- 
ciety. 

The patronesses of the play that took 
place last month, were: Mrs. L. Beau- 
champ Hughes, Madame Wu, Mrs. J. 
Addison Porter, Mrs. Larcombe, Misses 
Riggs, Mrs. Franklin, Mrs. Seth Shepard, 
Mrs. Thomas H. Greevy, Miss Helen M. 
Greevy, Miss Grace Hartman, Mrs. T. J. 
Sullivan, the Misses Morris, Mrs. W. J. 
Orme, Mrs. H. L. Lodge, Mrs. A. P. 
Morse, Misses McGill, Mrs. J, Schneider, 
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Mrs. Mary E. Wynne, Mrs. Thos. Nelson 
Page, Mrs. McCahill, Mrs. 0. J. Murphy, 
Mrs. R. D. Tisdale, Mrs. F. J. Haeseler, 
Mrs. W. A. Wimsatt, Mrs. H. A. Mul- 
lally, Miss Clara Wilson Laughman, Mrs. 
J. Hadley Doyle, Misses Keane, Misses 
Merrick, Mrs. Major Scantling, Mrs. 
Colonel Eeid, Mrs. G. A. Hamilton, Mrs. 
Sheridan, Mrs. Taber Johnson, Mrs. 
Laura Hartman Lisner, Mrs. Morris 
O’Connell, Mrs. Jos. E. Thopp, Mrs. 

Senator Foulke, Mrs. Secretary Hay 
Mrs. Keane, Mrs. F. J. Sheridan, Mrs. 
Byrnes, Mrs. Joseph P. Minetree, Miss 
Bainbridge, Mrs. McCrea, Mrs. Lusk. 

The officers of the Dramatic Associa- 
tion are: John E. Moore, president; 
Walter S. Greevy, manager; Charle- 
magne Koehler, director; Murray A. 
Russell, treasurer. 

Reception committee, Class 1900. 

WITH THE OLD BOYS. 
. The Saturday Globe of Utica, N. Y., for 
December the 9th contained the follow- 
ing notice of William J. Kerman, of the 
class of ’81: 

“After a prolonged and brave struggle 
with disease, William J. Kernan expired 
at his home on Chancellor Square early 
last evening. For many months he has 
been a sufferer and 'through it all he dis - 
played a fortitude and a serenity of tem- 
per" that was a marvel to his family and 
friends. The end came peacefully and 
his entrance upon the dreamless sleep of 
death was scarcely perceptible. 

“ Mr. Kernan was son of the late Sen- 
ator Francis Kernan and Mrs. Hannah 
Devereux Kernan, and was born on Kent 
street August 23,1858. His higher edu- 
cation was obtained in Georgetown Col- 
lege, Washington, and he graduated in 
the class of 1881. His father, was also 
a graduate of this venerable temple of 
learning. Returning to Utica, Mr. Ker- 
nan took up the study of law with his 
uncle and brother, William and Nicholas 
E. Kernan. In 1883 he was admitted to 
practice and soon won a reputation as a 
painstaking, conscientious, and able at- 
torney. He was winning in address and 
made and retained friends easily. He 
was a member of Utica Literary Society, 
and some of the ablest papers read before 
that body emanated from his pen. In 

other directions his talents bore witness 
of the workings of a superior mind. 

“ An ardent Democrat, Mr. Kernan 
was selected to make the contest wTith 
George S. Klock for district attorney in 
1895. The Republican lead in the 
county forbade him to hope for victory, 
though this is no wise lessened his efforts 
to gain support, and he had the satisfac- 
tion of knowing that he ran several hun- 
dred votes ahead of his ticket v7hen the 
accounting was made up. He was a very 
popular member of Fort Schuyler Club. 

“Early in 1897 Mr. Kernan was 
stricken with pneumonia. As soon as 
his strength permitted he went to Ari- 
zona, where he passed a year in Tucson 
and Phoenix. Last May, he returned 
home and since then gradually failed 
until the end. 

“ The surviving members of the family 
are his mother, Mrs. Hannah Devereux 
Kernan, his sister, Miss Elizabeth Ker- 
nan, and following brothers: Hon. John 
D. and Joseph F. Kernan, of New York; 
Nicholas E., Francis, Thomas B., and 
Walter N. Kernan, of this city.” 

We clip the following from the Nor- 
folk, Va., Pilot, of January 17, 1900: 

“ The marriage of Mr. Edward Joseph 
Brady, of Garrett Park, Md., and Miss 
Maud Cleary, of New York, was cele- 



GEORGETOWN COLLEGE JOURNAL. 257 

brated with impressive solemnity at the' 
chapel of the Sacred Heart yesterday 
morning, the ceremony being followed 
by nuptial Mass. The church vras pret- 
tily decorated with palms and ferns. 

“Rev. John D. Whitney, S. J., Presi- 
dent of Georgetown University, officiated 
at the nuptial Mass, assisted by Rev. 
Father Wilson, pastor of the church. 

“ The bride, who is pretty and charm- 
ing, entered the church, leaning upon 
the arm of her father. She was hand- 
somely gowned in white satin crepe, 
elaborately trimmed with point duchesse. 
The tulle veil was held in place by a 
chaplet of orange blossoms. She wore 
no jewels, and, instead of flowers, car- 
ried a pearl rosary. The only attendant 
was Miss Marian Reeves, a cousin of the 
bride, who wore a lovely white swiss, 
and carried a large bunch of violets. 

“ Mr. Maurice B. Kirby, of Hew York, 
wras the groom’s best man, and the 
ushers were Mr. John Clarke Brennan, 
of Michigan; J. C. Wheeler, of Balti- 
more; Joseph C. Drum, of Boston; 
Richard Watkins and Hampton Young 
Denman, of Washington. 

“ Mr. George PI. Wells, director of the 
Georgetown University Glee Club, pre- 
sided at the organ. 

“At the conclusion of the Mass, Mr. 
and Mrs. Brady received about fifty 
guests at the residence of the bride’s 
uncle, and soon afterwards left for an 
extended Southern tour.” 

The groom, Mr. Brady, and his best 
man, Mr. Kirby, were both graduated 
from Georgetown with the class of ’98. 

Col. Walter Martin, ’96, lately returned 
from the Philippines, where he served on 
the staff of Brigadier-General King, was 
a recent visitor at the College. 

Conde Hast, ’95, who is now business 
manager of Collier’s Weekly, called on 
his old friends during the month, and 
took luncheon with Father Rector. 

Senator Carter, of Montana, and party 
were also entertained at a luncheon given 
by Father Rector, 

Jack Brennan, ex-’00; Jos. Dunn,’99, 
Law; Maurice Kirby, ’98, and Edward 
J. Brady, ’98, all spent a few hours at 
College, on their way to “Shade’s” 
wedding at Norfolk. 

Dr. Robert F. Carmody, ’95, Medical, 
died at his home in Sayre, Pa., on De- 
cember 31st, of heart trouble. He had 
been sick for a few days only, and to the 
many friends, relatives, and patients of 
the Doctor the news of his death will 
come with deep regret and sorrow. A 
large practice had associated him with 
many who now pay tribute of then- 
regard for him. The funeral services 
were conducted in the church of the 
Epiphany on January 3d, and the re- 
mains taken to the home of his father in 
Towanda, Pa. 

During his career at Georgetown 
“ Bob ” was one of the most famous 
football and baseball players in the inter- 
collegiate world, and many of his notable 
feats on the “ diamond ” and “ gridiron ” 
are now matters of tradition in the Col- 
lege. 

Doctor McCarthy, the efficient and 
popular ex-captain of the champion ’99 
baseball team, spent a few hours with us 
several evenings ago. Cap’s performance 
of his duties as resident physician of 
Providence Hospital of this city is in no 
way disappointing to his many friends 
here. There is, perhaps, no one of our 
Alumni who holds a warmer position 
in the hearts of the students than Cap- 
tain Dan, and his popularity is well de- 
served. 

We regret to have to record the death 
of Walter A. Johnson, who died at his 
home in Americus, Ga., on December 16, 
1899. He was a student at Georgetown 
College for a number of years, gradu- 
ating in the class of ’92. 

The Philadelphia Standard and Times 
of January 27th, gives the following ac 
count of the Sixth Annual Reunion of 
the Georgetown Alumni of Philadelphia: 

f'The sixth annual reunion of the 
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Philadelphia Alumni Society of George- 
town University, Washington, D. 0., was 
held at the University Club, 1510 Wal- 
nut street, on Tuesday evening, January 
23. The guest of honor was the Arch- 
bishop of Philadelphia, who although 
not an alumnus of Georgetown, has al- 
ways taken a deep interest in the welfare 
and prosperity of the institution. 

“Anthony A. Hirst, class ’65, and presi- 
dent of the local society, presided at the 
banquet, and acted as toast-master. Rev. 
John Dunn Whitney, S. J., president of 
Georgetown, responded to the toast, 
“ Georgetown University.” “ Forefathers’ 
Day” was responded to by J. Fairfax 
McLaughlin, LL. D., of the Surrogate’s 
Court, New York City, and president of 
the New York Georgetown Society. Mr. 
McLaughlin urged the observance each 
year of the landing of the Catholic pil- 
grims at St. Mary’s, Maryland, in 1634, 
the speaker justly maintaining that those 
who came in the Ark and Dove sowed 
the seeds of religious liberty in America. 
William Michael Byrne, A. M., United 
States District Attorney of Delaware, 
spoke on “ The College Graduate in 
Public Life,” taking as the keynote of 
his speech the recent address of Secretary 
Root, in which the Secretary pointed out 
the necessity the government had for the 
college graduate. 

“Archbishop Ryan graciouly acceded to 
a request for a speech, and made a superb 
address in his inimitable style, dwelling 
on the advantages of an education ob- 
tained under the Jesuit fathers, and ex- 
pressing his gratitude for the great work 
they have accomplished in the cause of 
education. 

“Among others present were: J. Percy 
Keating, Commodore Jackson McElwell, 
Thomas V. Bolan, Francis A. Cunning- 
ham, John I. Brady, Dr. Ernest Laplace, 
Rev. P. F. Healey, S. J., president of 
Georgetown from 1873 to 1882 ; Rev. 
James A. Doonan, S. J., president from 
1882 to 1889; Janies M. Wilcox, Charles 
H. Walsh, William Michael Byrne, 
Francis J. Byrne, William Y. McGrath, 

Jr., Dr. Herbert A. Bolan, Joseph Galla- 
gher, Rev. W. Reynolds Cowmrdin, S. J.; 
Thomas D. J. Gallagher, George Id. 
Wells, J. Ashton Devereux, William Mc- 
Aleer, Jr., John K. Bradford, Dr. Joseph 
M. Spellissy, J. Fairfax McLaughlin, 
John H. McAleer. 

“ Preceding the dinner the annual elec- 
tion was held, and the following gentle- 
men were unanimously re-elected for the 
ensuing year: President, Anthony A. 
Hirst, class ’65 ; vice president, John K. 
Bradford, class ’78; secretary and treas- 
ury, William V. McGrath, Jr., class ’87.” 

The many friends of Rev. Father 
Mulvaney, who taught here many years 
and conducted the JOURNAL, will be 
pained to hear of his serious illness, 
lie was treated last week for apendi- 
citis. The operation proved successful. 
He is still very much reduced, and is 
not yet out of danger. He is improv- 
ing, however, and hopes are had that he 
will recover. 

LETTER FROM OUR NEW YORK 

CORRESPONDENT. 

January 29, 1900. 
MY DEAR MR. EDITOR : To my friends, 

the Old Boys, only a line this time. 
Not much of news. We are working 

hard on the arrangements for the Glee 
Concert at the Waldorf on the 7th prox. 
The executive committee consists of 
Messrs C. N. Harris, Thos. Walsh, and 
Laurence O’Murray. The ticket com- 
mittee is made up of your correspondent, 
(N. B.: I put myself first), Arthur 
Kenedy, Jno. C. Tierney, Paul McMahon, 
Louis T. Noonan, Howard MacDonald, 
Clarence MacDonald, James P. Lavin, 
Joseph McColgan, Dr. Mateo Guillen, 
and B. D. O’Connell. The press com- 
mittee are, Messrs. Maurice Kirby, John 
Barret, Joseph Drum, J. P. O’Brien, and 
J. P. Lavin. Mr. James E. Duross is 
chairman of the reception committee. 
The prospects for a successful affair are, 
at present, very bright. 
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William McAleer, ’98, visited Gotham 
last week. He wears the same sweet 
smile; was the guest of Paul MacMahon; 
dabbled a bit into social affairs whilst 
here—“ in societate ” as a “ brilliant ” 
Latinist used to say at Georgetown. AVe 
hope to see AVill at our concert next 
week. 

Mr. Joseph La Matte Morgan, of Bir- 
mingham, Ala., called on your corre- 
spondent a few days ago. AAre had a 
pleasant chat about Georgetown matters. 
Mr. Morgan was at the college in the 
Tom Blake and Prank Duffy’s time, and 
lias spent some years in Nicaragua and 
other South American countries. He 
expects to attend our annual dinner on 
the 20th prox. 

I cannot express the deep regret with 
which the Boys in New York heard of 
“ Bob ” Carmody’s death. It was a 
great shock to his Georgetown friends as 
well as to all others who knew him in 
his college days. The news reached me 
just after I had sent my last letter, in 
which I had referred to “Bob’s” pros- 
perity. I wish that I had the time to 

say a wmrd here of Bob as we knew him, 
of his good heart, of his prowess on the 
athletic field, of his last days around the 
old porch, and, again, of the rousing 
farewell celebration in his honor on the 
eve of his departure from the college. 
But I must defer all this to some other 
time when I may be able to record a few 
things about our “Bob” that are worthy 
of being transmitted to the Georgetown 
boys of the days to come. 

Kirby and Drum have arrived home 
from the Norfolk wedding, so the New 
York colony are now in possession of all 
the facts. AAre all envied them their trip. 

Mr. Claude de la Roche Francis has 
taken up a residence in New York. He 
will be present at the concert and at the 
dinner on the 20th. 

Mr. Allan A. Ryan, who is in California, 
will be home about April 1st. He has 
sent hi^ best wishes for the success of the 
concert. 

An revoir. 

J. P. O’BRIEST. 



Tlie date 
event of our 
athletic season has 
been set on Saturday 
evening, February 17. 
Mr. Hirst, ’02, man- 
ager of field and 
track, has arranged 
to hold it, as last year, 
in. Convention Hall, 
the most suitable 
place in the city. He 
has arranged a very 
attractive prog r am 
by which he hopes to 
gain the presence of 
the best men in the 
country, and thereby 

/ \ I assure the financial 
/ success of the affair. 

The events are as 
follows: 50 yards 
dash, handicap; 220 
yards dash, handi- 

cap ; 440 yards dash, handicap; one 
mile run, handicap; 50 yards hurdle, 
handicap; potato race-running; high 
jump, handicap; putting 16 pound shot, 
handicap; pole vault, handicap. 

Besides these open events, invitations 
have been extended to the star athletes 
and athletic teams to fill the following- 
college events : 50 yards dash, 880 yards 
run and relay races. The program con- 
cludes with three events for schoolboys : 
50 yards dash, handicap ; 880 yards run, 
handicap; and relay races. All entrees 
should be sent before February 10, 1900, 
to Jas. P. B. Huffy, chairman of Games 
Committee, Georgetown College, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 

Mr. Hirst has received assurances that 
number of the champions from the a 

THE INDOOR MEET. 
of the various colleges will be present, and a 
winter particularly strong contingent will come 

from Pennsylvania. 
Of course Mr. Hirst has arranged that 

the visiting athletes will have the best 
attention to promote their comfort during 
their stay, but Trainer Foley, independent 
of the manager, has been making the 
most careful preparations during the 
past month to give them a warm recep- 
tion in the various contests of February 
17th. For this piirpose he has been 
carefully watching and tending the very 
high-class material he has to produce a 
worthy track-team. 

For the sprints over fifteen candidates 
appeared, and of that number Captain 
Mulligan, Duffy, McAleer, Lynch, J. P. 
Gracie, and Brown were old men and 
consecpiently had been tried and proven. 
Of the new men Menahan seems to possess 
a light of his own that dims that of his 
fellows, and Mr. Foley predicts that his 
future will bear watching. 

For the quarter, Holland and Mulligan 
are running very evenly, and A. Kernan, 
Dessez, and Sheridan are closely follow- 
ing. Dessez, Quinn, Wolfe, and Denegre 
are running the half in very good style 
and wfith gratifying- speed. Sheridan, 
Magruder, and Hopper are the distance 
men on whom we place our reliance, 
and they give promise of being in good 
shape. 

In the weights, Lenane, Lynch, Cum- 
mings, Mackay, O’Gorman and Moore, 
are daily practising with the shot, and 
together they make up a very good sex- 
tette. Fay and Holland are trying the 
high jump, and ought to make that event 
at the meet very interesting. A. Kernan 
and Hirst are daily topping the hurdles 
and both are doing them in fast time. 

260 
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THE BOSTON" MEET. 

The meet held under the auspices of 
the Boston College A. A , in that city, 
on Saturday evening, January 27th, af- 
forded us an excellent opportunity to 
judge definitely concerning our track 
team as compared with the athletes of 
other colleges. Only the relay team and 
Arthur Duffy journeyed to meet the best 
of all New England, and the result was 
very gratifying indeed. The relay team, 
consisting of Capt. Mulligan, Holland, 
Dessez and A. Kernan, had for opponents 
the Harvard relay team, and the Blue and 
Gray representatives won in the very fast 
time of 3 minutes 18 and 4 seconds. 
Then Duffy, won the 40 yard scratch in- 
vitation, against the fleetest men of the 
section in the fine time of 44 seconds, 
which just equals the record. With 
these men representing us in the indoor 
meet, we may well look for many returns 
in the shape of winning. 

During the month the foot-ball squad, 
to finally close the brilliant season of the 
past fall, convened to elect a captain. 
Their unanimous choice was John Pierce 
Gracie, of Little Rock, Ark., a junior in 
college. He prepared for college in St. 
John’s College, St. Louis, and entering 
Georgetown in the fall of 1897, made 
end on the freshman eleven of that year. 
He played regular end on the ’Varsity 

the next fall, and in the spring of ’99 
made sub-centre field on the reserve 
team. Mr. Church saw the possibilities 
in him and developed him, during the 
season just closed, into the best quarter- 
back, by far, of those playing in the 
South. The team, to be, of 1900 must 
be congratulated on having such an able 
leader, and we look for great results 
from his future charges. 

At a yard meeting on December 20th, 
to fill the vacancy caused by Manager 
Smith’s retirement, Mr. Michael J. 
Walsh, a junior in college who prepared 
at the Lackawanna High School, was 
elected manager. He has been very 
prominent in base-ball affairs, having 
played left field on the ’Varsity for the 
past three years. We wish him all suc- 
cess in the difficult task ahead of him, 
and hope that he will continue the good 
work of the retiring manager. 

English, ’00;- Wimsatt, ’00; Duffy, 
’01; Keane, ’01, and C. Williams, ’03, are 
candidates for the bowling team, which 
Captain Wimsatt hopes to fit against the 
best teams of the city. Individually the 
men are all that could be desired, and we 
hope that the Captain’s strenuous labors 
will receive their proper reward. 

DAVID FLYNN, ’00. 
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BOOK TALK. 
COLLEGE DAYS AT GEORGETOWN AND OTHER 

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

THE CATHOLIC MOTHER. A Manual of In- 
structions and Devotions for the Use of 
Catholic Mothers. By Rt. Rev. Dr. Au- 
gustine Egger, Bishop of St. Gall. Benziger 
Bros., New York. Price. 75 cents net. 
This little book found its way to our Sanctum 

not long ago, and for the wholesomeness of its 
contents deserves, we think, a special mention. 
It is, as its title suggests, a compendium of the 
more spiritual duties incumbent on every good 
Catholic mother. Nor is this all, for several 
chapters are also devoted to the making up of 
a little spiritual storehouse, while a complete 
manual of prayers goes to make up a third part. 
The book is a commendable little work, and 
will help the mother to bring up her children 
in a true Christian spirit. 

LIUDOLF. A Historical Drama of the Time 
of Otto the Great, In five acts. For Col- 
leges, Young Men’s Sodalities, etc. By A. 
Guggenberger, 8. J. B. Herder, St. Louis, 
Mo. Price, 50 cents net. 

This drama is from the pen of one who has 
written several successful college plays. It in- 
culcates the duty of children to their parents. 
It is rather heavy, but in the hands of a good 
stage director, it can be made attractive by the 
scenic display and the tableaux which it per- 
mits. 

OVER THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS TO ALASKA. By 
Charles Warren Stoddard. B. Herder, St. 
Louis, Mo. Price, 75 cents. 
Charles Warren Stoddard in this literary 

effort gives us a delightful picture of the region 
encompassing our American Alps. The tourist 
is struck with the original description of a 
region upon which, one is apt to think, all 
beauties of style have been lavished in ample 
profusion. Having left this veritable Garden 
of the Gods, we are prone to look back and 
sigh for its sight again, but on the snow-clad 
mountains of Alaska, together with its forlorn 
cities and villages, there is much real beauty 
and grandeur which the author reveals to us in 
his charming style. The lonely life of the 
Alaskan miner is depicted in a manner which 
might well deter one from leaving civilization in 
the mad rush for wealth. The dreadful silence, 
coupled with the endless tracts of perennial 
snow, is the price ambition must pay for its 
coveted goal. The style is more the fluent 
language of the lecturer than the polished 
rhetoric of the author. Altogether the perusal 
of the book is refreshing and instructive. 

FOR THE FRENCH LILIES (A. D. 1511-1512). 
By Isabel Nixon Whiteley. B. Herder, St. 
Louis, Mo. Price, $1.25. 
This is an engaging tale which brings us 

back to the days of chivalry. It gives a vivid 
picture of the early sixteenth century, with its 
fierce sieges and battles, its brilliant jousts, its 
devoted knights, and beautiful women. It is 
written in a pleasing style. 

CHRONICLES OF “ THE LITTLE SISTERS.” By 
Mary E. Mannix. The Am Maria, Notre 
Dame, Indiana. Price, $1.25. 


